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Chapter IX.

The boys were not sure that they had even
iillinaslecp when they heard Lucy Ann cali, clt-

ale, They turned over to take another nap.
Sk ivas Cdiuing up to thc door. No, for it was
amans step, it must be Unelo Balla’s; they
|Mardhorscs tranipling and people talking. In a

[*®nd the door was flung open, and a man strode
im» ihe room followed by one, two, a half-clozen
““ers, all «hite and all in uniform. They were
l'inkces. The boystvero too frightencd to speak.

thought they were arrested for hiding the
alfer,

"Cei iip, you lazy little rebols,” cried onc of the
j«iiniders, not unpleasaiUly. As the boys werc
'«ivery quick in obeying, being really too fright-
ficd to (lo more than sit up in bed, thc man
“'gili the niattress by the cnd, and lifting it with
d J'th empiled them and all the bedclothcs out

ilie middie of the floor in a heap. At this
? men laughed. A minute more and

' fid tlra<'n his sword. The boys expected no

"fian to bo immecdiately killed. They wecrc
I 'P®"I>'zed. But instead of plunging his

tim man bcgan to stick it into
i .M “'m’sses and to rip them up; while others
' open thc cirawers of the burean and pitched

“e"’ligson thc floor.

' I'eys felt themselves to be in a very ex-

poscd and defenseless condition; and Willy, who
had become tanglcd in the bcdclothcs, and bad
bcen a little hurt in falling, now that the strain was
somewhat over, bcgan to cry.

In a minute a shadow darkenccl the doorway
and their mother stood in the 100111

“ Leave thc room instantly!” she cricd.
“ Are n’t you ashamecl to frigliten children!”

“We haven'’t hurt the lirats,” said the man « ith
the sword, good-naturedly.

“ Well, you terrify them to death. It ’s just as
bad. Give me those clothcs!” and she sprang
forward and snatchcd the boys’clothes from the
hands of a man who had taken them up. She
flung the suits tn the boys, who lost no time in
slipping into them.

They had atonce rccovered their couragc in thc
prcsence of their niotlicr. She seemed to tlicm,
as she bravetl the intruders, thc grandest person
they had ever seen. Her face was white, bnt her
eyes were like coals of tire. They were very glad
she had never looked or talkcd so to them.

W hen they got outdoors thc yard was full of
soldicrs. They wcrc upon the porches, in the en-
try, and in the house. The smokc-house was open
and so were the doors of all the other outhouses,
and now and then a man passed, carrying somc
article which thc boys recognized.

In a little whilc the soldicrs had taken every-
thing they conld carry convcniently, and even



things which must have caused thcm some incon-
venience. They had securcd all the bacon that
had been Jeftin the smoke-housc, as wellas all other
eatables they could tind. It was a queer sight, to
scc the fellows sitting on their horses with a ham
or apair of fowls tied to one side of the saddie and
an cngraving, or a package of books, or some or-
nament, to the other.

A new party of men had by this time come up
from the direction of the stablcs.

Oid man, come here!” called some of them
to Baila, who was standing iiear expostulating
with the men who were about the fire.

“Who? — me?” asked Baila.

“ B'ain’t you the carriage driver? ”

Ain’t | the keridge driver?”

“ Yes,youj we know you are, so you need not
be lying about it.”

“Hil yes; | the keridge driver.
ain’t?”

“ Well, where have you hid those horses ? Come,
we want to know, quick,” said the fellow roughly,
taking out his pistol in a threatening way.

The oid man's eyes grcw wide. “ H i! befo’ de
Lord ! Marster, how | knowanything of the horses
ef they ain’t in the stable,— there’s where we
keeps horses !'”

“Here, you come with us. Wc won’t have no
foolin’ ’bout this,” said his questioner, seizing him
by the shouldcr and jcrking him angrily around.
“ If you don’t show us pretty quick where those
horses are, we ’ll put a bullet or two into you.
March off there !

He was backcd up by half-a-dozen more, but the
pistol, which was at oid Balla’s head, was his most
efficicnt ally.

“Hi! Marster, don’t pint dat thing at me dat
way. | ain’ready to die yit— an’ 1 ain’ like dem
things, noways,” protested Baila.

There is no telling how much fartherhis courage
could have withstooci their threats, for the boys’
mother made her appearance. She was about to
bid Baila show where the horses werc, when a
party rede into the yard leading thcm.

“ H il there are Bill and John, now,” exclaimed
the boys, recngnizing the black carriage-hoi-scs
which were being led along.

“ Well, ef doe ain’t got 'cm, slio” 'nough !” cx-
claimed the oid driver, forgetting his fcar of the
cocked pistols.

“ Gentlemen, marsters, don’t teck my horses,
ef you please,” he pleaded, pushing through the
group that surroimdcd him, and approaching the
man who led the horses.

They only laughed at him.

Both the boys ran to their mother, and, flinging
their arms about her, burst out crying.

Who say |

In a few minutes tlie men started off, "Mn?
across the fields; and in a little whilo nut a solditr
was in sight.

“ 1 wish Marse William could scc you ridin’
‘cross them fields,” said Baila, lookilg afier ihe
retidng troop in futile indignation.

Investigation revcaled the fact that every lwi«
and mulé on the plantation had been carried on
except only two or thrce oid mules, "vliich wre
evidently considered not worth taking.

Chafi'er X.

A fter this, times were very hard on the planta-
tion. But the boys’ mother struggled to provide"
as best she could for the family and hands. Sie
used to ride all over the county tn securc the ap”
piles which were nccessary for their siipport; of
of the boys usually being her escori and ridins
behind her oii onc of the oid mules thai iheraideti
had left. In this way the boys becamc actjiiaintil
with the roads of the county and even wiih all ilia
bridle-paths in the neighborhood of thcir home’
Many of these werc dim enougli, too, riiniunj:
through stretches of pinc forcst, across oid fieldsi
which were little better than jimglc, along gulliis*
up ditchcs, and through woods for niilc aftermilc.,
They wcre generally useful only to a imcc, such af
the negroes, which had an instinct fordircctionlike,
that shown by some animals ; but the boys Icarnei
to follow them wunerringly, and soon becarae ai
skiliful in “ keepin’de parf’as any night-waife(
on the plantation. |

As the year passed, the times grcw liarderacd
hardcr, and the expeditions made b)- llie boys"
mother bccame longer and longer, and more api
more frcquent.

The meat gave ouc, and, wovst of ni!, tlicy hed
no hogs left for the next year. Tk plantation
usually subsistcd on bacon; but now titere was not
a pig left Ol1the place — unless the oid wild sowi
the big woods (who had rcfused to be “ driven up
the fall Ircforc) still survived, which was doubiful®
for the raost diligent search was made fur liff
without success, and it was conceded that evense
had fallen a prey to the dcserters. Nothing "as

heard ofher for months.
Onc day, inthe autumn, the boys wereout linni-

ing in the big woods, in the most distant ad
wildest part, where they sloped down toward “
little marshy branch that ran into the riveraroie
or two away. ,
It was a very dry spell and squirrcls "ere
to find, owing, the boys agreed, to llic noise niai-
in trampling through the dry leaves. Finaliy.*roi
clecided to station themselvcs each at the fooio ®
hickory and wait for the squirrels. They foca



hwiargc hickory trees not loo far apart, and took
Hdrpffsitionseach on the ground, witli his back to
Arec.
It«as v'iy dull, waiting, and a half-whispered
Icolioqu)’ was ))assing between them as to the
adiisability of giving it up, when a faint “ cranch,
cfindi, cranch,” sounded in the dry leaves. At
ini the boys thought it was a squirrel, and both
o them grasped their guns. Then the sound

‘*aeKTIi.EMBN, MARSTEWS,

““w again, but this time there appeured to be,
"Mone, bul a number of animals, rustling slowlv
ilong.

What isit? ” askcd Frank, of Willy, whose trec
*A3 liiilc nearer tlie direction from which the
»und carne.

anything but some cows or shccp, |

s.nid \Villy, in a disappointed tone. The

W of interest died out of Frank’s face, but he
fhept his eyes in the direction of the sound,
*lch was now vcry distinct. The underbrush,

»ever, was too thick for them to see anything.
«>length Willy rose and pushed his way rapidl)-

«“gh the bushes toward the animals. There

DOn't TECK MV HORSES,

was a siidden “ oof, oof,” and Frank hcard thetti
rushing back down through the woods to«vard ihe
marsh.

“ Somebody’s hogs,” he muttered in disgust.

“ Frank, Frank!” called Willy, in a most
cxcited tone.

“W hat?”

“It’s the oid spotted sow, and she ’s got a lot of
pigs with her— great big shoats nearly grown !”

EF VOI* PLEASE,” SAID LNCLB DALLA."

Frank sprang up .nnd ran through the bushes.

“ At least six of’em !”

“ Let ’s foliow 'em !”

“ AH right.”

The boys, stooping their heads, struck out
through the bushes in the direction from which the
yet retrcating animals could still be lieard.

“ Let ’s slioot 'cm.”

“ All right.”

On they kept as hard as thcy could.
great news it was1 W hat royal game !

“ It ’s like hunting wikl boars, isn't it? ” shouted
Willy, joyfully.

They followed the track left by the animals in

W hat



the leaves kicked up in their mad flight. It led
down over tlie hill, through the thicket, and carne
to an cnd at the marsh which markcd the begin.
ning of the swamp. Beyond that it could not be
traccd ; but it was evident that the wild hogs liad
taken refuge in the impenetrable recesscs of the
marsh wliicli was their home.

CHAPI'ER XI.

rFTER cir-

cling the

edge of

theswamp

for some

"time the

boys, as

it was now

growinglate,

turned toward

mhome. They

were full of

their valuable

discovery,and

laid all sorts

of plans for

the capture

of the hogs.

They would not

tell even their

mother, as they

wished to surpriso her.

They werc, of course,

familiar with all thc

modes of trapping game,

as dcscribed in the story-

N books, and they discussed

them all. The easiest way

to get the hogs was to shoot

them, and this would be the

most “ fun” ; but it would never

do, for thc meat .would spoil. When

they rcachcd home they Ininted up

Unele Baila and told him about their

discovery. He wasvery much inclined lo

laugh at them. The hogs they had scen

werc nothing, he told them, but somc

of thc neighbors’ jlogs which had wan-
dered into the woods.

W hen the boys went to bcd they talkcd

it over once more and determincd that next

day they w'ould thorouglily explore the ivoocls

and the swamp also, as far as they coiikl.

The following afternoon, thereforc, tliey set out,
and madc immcdiately for that part of the woods
where they had seen and heard thc hogs the day
before. Onc ofthem carricd a gun and thc uther

a long jumping-polc. After finclirg thc trail ti,j.J
followed it straight down to the srvamj),

Rolling their trousers iip above their knecs, thel
waded boldly in, selccting an opening lwtwceii iW
bushes which looked like a hog-path. Thcypni
ceeded slowly, for thc briers were so tlikk ir iranJ
places that they could hardly make any progrcs;
at all when they neared thc brancli. .Sothel
turned and worked their way painfitlly down il.d
stream. At last, howcver, they readwd a placeb
where the brambles and buslies seemed to forma
perfect wall before them. It was impussibk io|
get through.

“Let’s go home,” said Willy, “’jain't .inyl
use to try to get through there. ?ii\ iegs arel
scratched all to picccs now.”

“ Let’s try and get out here,” sadl | iank, andl
he turned from the wall of brambles. Ilieyciepi
along, springing from hiimmock to iiummock.l
Presently they carne to a spot where tlu uory raudr
extended at Icast eight or ten feet bcfoie ihe neul
tuft of grass-

“ llow am | to get the gun aero».1” askedl
W illy, dolefuQy.

“ That ’s a fact! It ’s too far to throw it, cvenl
with the caps off.”

At length they concluded to go back fora piecl
oflog they had seen, and to throw this down sois|
to lessen the distance.

They pulled the log out of the sami, carriediil
to the muddy spot, and threw itinto the mud»’herc|
they wanted it.

Frank stuck his pole down and felt loitil he hadi
what he thought a secure hold on it, fi.'cc! bis cyel
on thc tuft of grass beyond, and sprang lulo .lir.

As he jumped, ihe pole slipped from iis insecurel
support into the miry mud, and Frank. insteadofi
landing on the hummock for which he hr.d aimed.l
lost his direction, and sonsed fiat on lii? »kle «itha|
loud “ spa-lash,” in the water and mud three fcci|
to thc left.

He was a quccr objcct as he staggercd tu ljisl
feet in thc quagmire; but at the instant a londl
“ oof, oof,” carne from the thickct, nui a dwenl
yards away, and thc whole herd of hogs. loused, byl
his fail, from slumbecr in their muddy lair. daslidj
away tlirongh the swamp with “ oofs" "f fea-

“ Tliere they go, there they go !" slnmtcdbotlil
boys eagerly,— Willy, in his excitemeni. spiasliingj
across the perilous-looking quagmire, and lindin/j
it not so deep as it had looked. .

“ There ’s wlierc they go in and out.” cxdaimed]
Frank, pointing to a low round opening, nctmorci
than eighteen inches high, a 1itte rartner boyoa j
them, which formed an arch in thc nhnustsoi |
wall of brambles surrounding tbe plncc.

As it was now late they returned honic, resohingl



liowituiuiltlie next aftcrnoon before taking any
lliirther stops. There was not a pouncl of bacon
Lbcoblaineil anywhere in tlie county for love or
Lucy, and the llock of sheep was almost gone.

Thcir molhei’s anxiety as to mcans for kecping
Iherdependcnts from starving

Kcreon tbo point of telling
IhcnihatiliL'yknew; and when
linev heard her wishing she

fafcw hogs to fatten, they
loBild scarc-dy keep from let-
Itinj her know their plans.
A last ihcy had to jump up,
I )diim out of the room !

Next day the boys eacli
Ifeuted up a pair of oid boots
laicli they had uscd the win-
lierbciore.  The Icathcr was
Isodry and worn thatthe boots
| hrttlicirgrowing i'eet cruelly,
liwt they lirought the boots
libng to put on when they
Irtached the swamp. This

ling cach look a gun, and
iey also carried an ax, foi
1»«'they lj.id determincd on
1planfor capturing the hogs.

"1 wish wc had let Pctcr
Imd Colé come,” said Willy,
dolefully, iitting on the butt
oidoi alog they had cut, and
| «iping his f.ice on his sleeve.

“Or had asked Unele Baila
I loMp US,” added Frank.

‘They ’d be ccrtain to tell
I illabout it.”

“Yes; su they would.”

Tlieysetticddown insikncc,

i
e

"I tell luii what we ought
Indo! BUuit the hog-path, as you would for fish.”
| Ibis ivas tile suggestion of the angler, Frank.

‘mlYith what? ”

‘e|cofiu.,”

The acorns ivere tolerably plcntiful around the
TOisiof tlio big oakb, so the boys set to work to
| pdk them up. le was an easierjob than ciitting
‘I“‘:Iﬂg. and it was not long before each had his
et

“5Sthey started down to the swamio, Frank ex-
| rhiraed, suddenly, “ Look there, Willy 1
"Nilly looked, and not fifty yards away, with
feircnds rcsting on oid stiimps, werc thrce or
«r '“iiacks,” or piles of rails, which had been
wuled the season before and left there, probabiy
been fnrgotten or overlooked.

“WIE Vife UUT EM |

Willy gave a hiiiTah, v/hile bending under ihc
weight of a largo rail.

At the spot where the hog-path carne out of the
thicket they commenced to build their trap.

First they laid a floor of rails ; then they built a

'VE i,0T 'BM 1"

pen, five or six rails high, which they strength-
ened with “ outridcrs.” When the pen was
finished, they pried up the side ncavcst the thicket,
from the bottom rail, about a foot; that is, high
enough for the animals to entcr. This they did
by mcans of two rails, using onc as a fulcrum and
one as a lever, having shoi tciicd them enough to
enal)lc the work to be done from inside the pen.
Tlie Icver they jnillcd down at the farthcr end
until it touchccl the bottom of the trap, and fnst-
encd it by another rail, ri thin onc, run at right
anglcs to the lever, and across the pen. fhis
would sup casily when piishocl au’ay from the gap,
and needed to be moved only about an inch to
slip from the end of the lever and release it; the
weight of the pen would then closc the gap. Behind



this rail the acorns were to be thrown; and the
hogs, in trying to get the bait, would push the
rail, free the lever or trigger, and the gap would
be closcd by the fail of the pen when the Icverwas
released,

It was nearly night when the boys finished.

They scattered a portion of the acorns for bait
along the path and up into the pen, to toll the hogs
in. riic rest they strewed inside the pen, beyond
their sliding rail.

They could scarcely tear tliemseh-es away from
the pen; butit wasso late they had to hurry home.

Next day was Sunday. But Monday morning,
by daylight, they wcre up and went out with
their guns, apparently to hunt squirrels. They
went, however, straight to their trap. As they
approached they thought they heard the hogs
grunting in the pen. Willy was sure of it; and
thcy ran as hard as they could. But there were
no hogs there. After going every morning and
evening for two weeks, there never had been even
an acorn missed. so they stopped their visits.

Peter and Colé found out about the pen, and
then the servants learned of it, and the boys were
joked and laughed at unmercifully.

“ 1 believe them boys is distracted,” said oid
Baila, in the kitchen; “ settin” a pen in them
woods for to ketch hogs,— with the gap open !
Think hogs goin’stay in pen with gap open — ef
any wuz dyah to went in !”

“Well, yuu come out and help us hunt for
them,” said the boys to the oid driver.

“ Go 'way, boy, | ain’got time foolin” wid you
chillern, buildin’ pen in swamp. There ain’t no
hogs in them woods, onless they got in dyah sence
las’ fail.”

'* You saw ’em, did n’t you, Willy ?” declarcd
Frank.

“ Yes, | did.”

“ Go ’'way. Don’t you know, ef that oid sow
had bccn in them woods the boys would have got
her up las’ fall,— an’ef they had n’t, she 'd come
up long befo’ this?”

“ Mister Hall ketch you boys puttin’ his hogs
tip in pen, he ’li teck you up,” said Lucy Ann, in
her usual teasing way.

This was too much for the boys to stand after all
they had done. Unele Baila must be right. They
would have to admitit. The hogs must have be-
longed to some one else. And thcir Mother was
in such desperate straits about meat!

Lucy Ann’s last shot, about catching Mr. Hall’s
hogs, took effect; and the boys agreed that they
would gooutsome aftemoon and pulitho pen down.

The next aftemoon they took their guns, and
startcd out on asquirrel-hunt.

They did not have much luck, however.

“ Let’s go by there, and pulithe oid pen down'j
said Frank, as they started homeward from ihei
side of the woods.

“ It s out of the tvay,— let the oid tliing rip”

“We 'd better puli it down. Ifa hog ,
be caught there, it would 'nt do.”

“ | wish he would '— but there ain’i any lio»
going to get caught,” growled Willy.

“ He might starve to death.”

This suggestion persuaded Willy, wlin couldr
bear to have anything suffer.

So they sauntered down toward the 5«anip,

As they approached it, a squiri-el ran up a tiecj
and both boys were after it in a secoml. Theil
were standing, one on each side ofthc liec,ga2in?
up, trying to get a sight of tbc little animalamonj
the gray branches, when a sound carne lo theeanl
ofboth ofthem at the same moment.

“What ’s that? ” both asked togethvi.

“ It ’s hogs, grunting.”

“ No, thcy are fighting. They are in ilieswarap.|
Let ’s run,” said Willy.

“ No; we ’ll scare them away. Tluy may x1
near the trap,” was Frank’s prudent suggcstiMi,|
“ Let’s creep up.”

“ 1 hear young pigs squealing.
they are ouis ?”

The squirrel was left, flattened out and tremblingl
on top of a large limb, and the boys stole doivii ihel
hill toward the pen. The hogs were iiot in sight,!
though they could be heard grunting and scuffing.|
They creptcloser. W illy crawled through a thickl
clurap of bushes, nnd sprang to his feet wilh al
shout. “ We 've got ’em !'— we 've g(U km!" hel
cried, running toward the pen, iolloweil by FranV.l

Sure cnough ! There thcy wcre, fast in tlic pen,
fighting and snorting to get out, aiul tearingl
around with the bristles highon their rmindbachs.
the oid sow and sevcn large young hogs; whilfil
litter of eight little pigs, as the bo\s ran up,|
squeezed through the rails, and, squealing, dashcdl
away into the grass.

The hogs were almost frantic at the sight ofl!it|
boys, and rushed madly at the sidcs of the pen;
but Che boys had made it too strong to be broken.

After gazing at thcir capture awhilc. andpilnjl
a few more outridcrs on the corners of the pen lol
make it more sccure, the two trappers luslicd|
home. They dashcd breathless and pnntiiiginwl
their mother’s room, shouting, “ We ’vc got em! |
— we ’'ve got ’em 1” and, seizing hcr, began 101
dance up and down with hcr.

In a littie while the whole plantation was aiiaff |
of the capture, and oid Baila was scnt oiit
them to look at the hogs and make sure they did
belong to some one else,— as he insistcd they dd
The boys went with him. It was quite dark "be" |

Do you ihinti



TWO LITTLE CONFEDERATES.

hereluriicd, but as he carne in, the proof of the
IXiys’ success was written on his face. He was on
abread grin. Tohis mistress’s iiiquiry he replicd,
'*Yes, ‘'m, they ’s got ’'em, sho’ "iiough. They s
the beaieiies' boys !”

OiWmlilus/ O Nautilus:
Why sailyou on the main ?

"l go to bring the Fairy King,
To come to his own again.
<hoy broke in two his royal wand,
And took liis Crown away,
And drove him forth from Fairyland
Tor a thousand years and a day.”



ONautilus! ONauUlus >
And who areyon, yourself?

'* The son ofa fay of thc land, tliey say,
And of a watei--elf
Oh !'the veil and the gown of mother mine
Were woven of mist so thin ;
Through her wedding-ring, so smal! and fine,
You could not thrust a pin.”

0 Navtilns | O Nautilns |
Ho”v willyon find your way ?

1do not know; | sail to and fro
For a thousand years and a da)".

But when that day is done, no doubt.
1 shall find thc Fairy King,

And the fairy folk will dance and shniit,
And the bells of their land will rin”!”

AIMEE.

Mary E. Vandyne.

"“Are you quite sure that I can leave you safely,
my pet? ”

“ Yes, indeed, Mamma!”

“ You will play very quietly about the house
and grounds, and do whatever Madame tells you ?”

“ Surely 1 will.  And you know, Mamma, that
1 shall have Alinée to take care of me. You liave
no idea how good she is; and tiren, you know, she is
ever and ever so much older than 1am, and she
has alwa)'S lived here and knows everything about
thc place.”

Mrs. Anderson smiled. Slic quite shared her
little girl’sadmiration for Aimée St. Germain, their
good landlady’s nicce, and felt that Flossie would
be safe in the care of the quiet little Frcnch maid-
cn. But she felt somc littlc uneasiness, never-
theless.

In the first place, Aimée was only twclve years
ofd, while Flossie was ten and had ttuly ,\mcrican
jdeas of independence, gained from li'ing ina
New England village where evcrybocly kiior
“the Squire’s little girl,” and whcrc she «as
quite as safe rambling about thc streets orstraying
by the little brook that babbled loudly in sprin;
and dried up to nothing during Augiist, as she «as
in the okl niirsery at thc Hall.

But ill-hcalth and a father’s anxiety had raak
Flossie and her mother exiles from lliei)' New Enj-
land home, and they were now living in a roman-
tic villa beside the bhie Meditcirancan, noi f«
from Nice, and just al tlie foot of a sliadcd I'H
whose grccn slopes were a delicious playgronml
for Flossie and a very mine of strcngtli lo ke'
mother.



Ii was the morning of Corpus Christi. There
neie to be many gorgeous ceiemonies in the
caihedr.ij at Nice, for this is a great festival of
ik Church; and Mrs. Andcrson would not have
left hcr daughter, but she had recelved word
ihata friend of hcrs had just arrived at the Hotel
desAngiais, in that city, and was anxious to see
her.  Slie did not wish to take Flossie with her,
for it was quite a fatiguing journey, and Mrs.
Andersiin thought her little girl would be safer
al home, considering the crowd, the heat, and the
confusion. On the other hand, it was nota good
day to leave the child alone, as nearly all the
boarders wcre going into the city, and the villa
TOiildbe quite descreed.

“Aimcc will takc charge of re leetle girl — sure-
h,sure-ly,” echoed Madamc, who had happened to
«merhear their convcrsation.

And so it was arranged. The carriage arrived
early for Mrs. Anderson ; the rest of the boarders
Wt for Nice; Madame started out on her daily
shopping tour among the vegetable-fariners and
tradvs-|xoplc, and by noon the two little girls were
Icii almubt in solo possession. Deaf oid Jean, the
gardenei-, and Mariannc, the cook, who spoke a
dreadful patois that Madame alone understood,
«mretlic only others about the villa,

“Where shall wego, Aimée? " inquired Flossie,
«howas the restless one of the little couple.

“Into ze garden, n'esi ce pas?" answered the
lililcmaid, whose sofi brown eyes and sweet, firm
mouth .ilready indicated the self-control of a
aiature «innan.

Flossie leadily agreed, and they soon established
ilicinselves under a beautiful big tree.

Little foliewho have never had foreign playmates
o friends, or lived abroad, can not lealize how
many entertaining things these two little ones had
mtalk about,

Flossie had told Aimée a thousand things about
fet life in New England; she had pictured the
great snosv-storms, the rushing rivers, the ponds
dsmooth ice that one could run about on, for
monthsand months, as safely as upon solid ground;
lile grcat Thanksgiving feast, with its meeting of
'w'des, aiints, and cousins; the cookies and the
gingerbrcad, the skatingand the slcighing, all of
«ich «ere new to the little French girl.

And Aimée had much to tell Flossie. Every
"no-and cérner of her beioved France had some

genn connected with it, and with thcse Aimcc

nmiliar. Then she knew how to do many
~mgsthat werc new to Flossie. Her little fingers
And at the convein whcrc she was

TOdted, the good sisters had taught hcr how to

m' "‘onderfiil cmbroidcr)'. W ith her little

"*'on hcr lap, she would weave lhedaintiest and

costlicst lace, such as Flossie had seen in the great
stores in America. The threads were so dclicate,
the paiterns so intricate, and the labyrinth of pins,
through which Aimée guided herregiment of bob-
bins, so bewildering, that Flossie could only sigh
with hopeless admiration, as she saw the agie
fingers move.

Aimée proposed to her little companion that
they should take a run about the garden,

“ Aimée,” cried Flossie, as the two girls paused
on a knoll whence they could look a long distance
out upon the road, “ what is that oid riiined build-
ing, 'way over there ?”

Aimée smiled. “ It is the remains of a beauii-
ful villa built very long ago by a very rich gentle-
man from yourcountry,—no jEngland,- lalwavs
forget.”

“ Do you think we might run and look at it?”

“ Ztwould be a long run. And see, Flossie, the
air is so hot and still. There are black clouds
yonder.”

“You don’t mean rain?”

Aimée shook her head.

“ No, not rain.”

“ Well, then, let us go.” Flossie held her com-
panion tightly by the hand, and was drawing her
along the path toward the oid ruin,

“ But, ifanything should happen,”

“ W hat could happen?"

“ 1 don’t know. exactly,” Aimée answered, in a
hesitating manner, slill allowing Flossie to lead her.

Aimée was thinking of a convcrsation between
her auntand a friend, which she had overheard the
evcning before, but did not care to tell Flossie
about it, fearing to frightcn the little one.

The girls went toward the villa, and, after quite
a long walk, they found themsclves in front of the
building.

“ Oh, what a beautiful garden !”

“ Yes,” said Aimée, smiling.

“ And see,” cried Flossie, “ the doors are quite
gone, and | can see inside the rooms. Oh, what
beautiful pictures those are, on the walls !”

Flossie was not familiar with frescoed walls and
these paintings, even in their ruincd state, seemed
very strange and very beautiful to her.

Aimée was anxiously watching the sky, There
was a peculiar stillness in the air, and, on the hori-
zon, banks of black clouds werc heaped onc upon
another. Suddenly she misscd Flossie from her
side.

“ W here are yon, pctile, where are you ?” she
called. Flossie did not repiy. Suddenly there
was a low moaning sound, as if the wind were sigh-
ing amid the trces. But—there was no wind !

Just as Aimée noticed this, a dull riimble seemed
to come from the neighboring hils. Then there
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was silence, followed by a hoarse, low growl, as if
some great monster enchained in the woodsshook
the air. Instinctively Ainiée clasped hcr hand to
her heart and again loudly called Flossie by
flame.

But still there was no answer; only the sighing
of those motionless trees, and again the hoarse,
low rumbling, followed by a tremulous motion of
the earth beneath her feet.

“ 1t has come,"” scrcamed the girl. “ Oh,

the ground; they fastened them upon great rock
and they strengthened them by broad ai'chcs so
that when the earth trembled they should boas
secure as possible. But many, very many, years
had since passed. Many towns on the slioresof
the blue Mediterranean had been visitcd and
destroyed by carthquake shocks; yet no such
calamity had befallen the beautiful cities of South-
ern France. Of late, wiseacres had foretoid that
the shocks would come soon again. But the in

‘FLOSSIE HELD HER COMPANION TIOHTLY UV THE HAND, AND WAS DRAWING IIEK ALONG THE PATH

Flossie, Flossie, mon enfant, ma petite, oh es-tuf
oH CS-tu ?”

In her excitement Aimée spoke her native
tongue.

There was no reply. She turned and looked at
the walls of the house behind her. Should she
enter? Daré she enter? Flossie had gone into
the building — and now the eaithquake had come !
No place was so unsafe. The walls were oid and
moldered by time, and haif shaken to pieces by
formcr earthquakcs.

Last night, and many times before, Aimcc had
heard stories of earthquakcs, for the beautiful
Riviera often had bccn visitcd by these calamitics.
In olden times people built their houses low upon

habitants had not been frightened by the warnings
nnd little or no precautions had been taken.
But whcre was Flossie? Some minutes W
passed sincc she had entered the ruin. Why had
she not heard Aimée’s cali? Had she been dtaf
to the strange voicc of the wind? H.nd she rof
seen tlie darkened sky or felt the tremliling of
walls about her, of the ruined floor beneath h«
feet? .
W ith one timorous glance at the broken «iiini
abovc her head, the wide seams and gnps in'"
tottcring walls, the half-dislodgcd blocks oi sio®
all ready to fall, Aimée sprang within the
way. A sweet voice, crying “ Peep!"
her attention, and with one bound she reaclied'
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siaircase. Flying up the broken, lialf-ruined steps,
she caught sight of Flossie’s little form in a re-
méte cérner.  As swiftly as possible she crossed
the ap.irtment, and clasped thc little girl in her
ams- At this moment anothcr low rumbling
sound filled the air.

Flossie had fancied that she saw her way to a
apilal game of “ hide-and-seek.” This had made
her ignore Aimée’s cali, and thc walls of the
chaleau had prevcnted her from noticing the
darkencd sky. Of the noise she thought little.
Avery tiny clap of thunder would have sounded
much louder.

Aimée, grasping Flossie’s wrist, drcw her toward
ihehead of the staircase, crying in her ear mean-
«hile;

*‘Huriy, hurry, it is an earthqiiake !”

Had she not spoken they might have escaped
from ihe building. But at this word Flossie was
siartled, lost her footing and fell. The sudden
«eight upon her hand loosened Aimée’s grasp.
The little girl rolled sideways, and over the un-
giiarded side of the staircase !

Aimée saw the fali, and as thc little form disap-
peared a cry of anguish burst from her lips. But
no mortal ear heard, or could have heard it, for
«ith a ".oice of muffled thunder the solid earth
heaved and writhed beneath their feet, the walls
shook, and groaned, and fell about them, stones
«ere hurled here and there, and over all settled a
cloiid of thick cliist which it was impossible to see
through, or to breathe.

Afier the shock there was a strange silence,
broken only by the occasional rattle of a loose
slone, here and there, or the seltling of the ruined
masses into a closcr heap.

Aimée lay upon the stonc staircase, breathlcss
and powerless, but unhurt. For a moment she
s too frightened even to movc. Then she sat
upand tried to look about her.

IVhat made it so dark ? Try as she might, she
Muid not see anything. She called Flossie.

No answer carne, but in the course of a few
Minutes Aimée fancied she could hear a low sob-

KJ She called louder and was answered by tlie
chiid’s vuicc:

“Here  am, Aimée, here !”

Sore and bruised as she was, Aimée could move
"ithout difficulty, and crecping carefully down the
'ocps, made her way to Flossie’s side. The child

both arms about her, and for a few moments
Mey could do nothing but sob in each other’s
anrs,

“Ato you hurt, Flossie ?”

“Okl yes, yes !”

“Where? ”

Myarm. Oh !itisso sore, and my head !'— it

hurts me so! Oh, Aimée, what has happened ?
Are we killed ? W hat makes it so dark ?”

Aimée fclt the poor head. very carefully and
found that it was only bruised. The arm was wct
with something she knew must be blood; but
Flossie could move it. So, fortunately, it was not
broken.

Tearing her handkerchief into strips, Aimée
bound the injured limb as well as she could and
then gathered the little one closer in her arms.

Yes, tlie carthquake had come. It was probably
not very severo, for if it liad been, they must have
been killed. But thc wall of the oid chatcau had
fallen and had made them prisoners in the dark-
ness.

“ But, if we look about, shall we not find a way
out? ” asked Flossie.

Aimée’s voice tvembled. “ | am afraid not, but

we will try. First let us tliank God for saving us
from a dreadful death.”
“ Yes, indeed, indeed wc will,” was Flossie’s

reply. “ And Aimée, we will ask Him to show us
a way out and iet us go home. Oh, Mamma!
Mamma !”

In the darkness, surrounded by the fallen débris
and nearly suffocated with the dust, the two little
girls knelt, and the prayer was said. Soon after
Flossie buried her head in Aiméc’s breast, and
cried bitterly for her Mamma.

And now began a long, sad vigil, Aimée re-
mcmbecered the stories she had heard of good men
and women in prison, who had suffered from priva-
tion of every kind, and some of whom had died
before they were released. Suddcnly a thought
struck her. They had nothing to eat or drink !
W ould they sit there, clasped in each other’s anns
until they grew hungry and faint, and finally un-
conscious, and died ofstarvation or thirst? Oh, the
idea was too dreadful! Her littlc lips trcmbled,
and the prayers she was trying to say became very
incoherent.

W hat were the chances of their being rescucd?
How soon would they be missed ? In the dreadful
confusién the earthquake must have caused, who
would think to look for them ? No one knew they
had come to the oid chateau. It was only an oid
ruin. Excursionists carne sometimes, or travelers
from aliroad, and now and then a peasant would
seek the shade of the ruined walls as he rested
from his labors in the neighboring fields.

And even if the people knew they were there,
how long would it takc to dig away those terrible
masses of stone and cement that had filled the oid
doorway? How cleeply were they buried in the
oid ruin? How thick was tbe barrier that lay
between them and the light of day, the beautiful
outside world, and home, and love ?
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Aimée sat very quietly, thinking. Flossie had
sobbed herself to sleep in the darkness, and lay
dreaming of Mamma and home, with hcr head in
Aimée’s lap. Suddenly Aimée fancied that she
heard the sound of water. She listened intently.
Yes, siirely, it was water. Then she remembered
tiiat she had heard there was a spring near the oid
chateau. Yes, but not within?it. W hat did that
low ripple mean ?

Of course it was impossible for Aimée to know
that what seems almost a miracle had been worked
in behalfof the little prisoncrs. The earthquake,
in its course, had so shakeu the rocks and the
ground about the spring, that the course of its
waters was changcd, and a portion of the tiny
streamiet flowing from it, now ran through a
chink in the castie wall, and was dripping from a
ledge not far from where she sat. And not only
did the stream come to her, but it told her where
it was. The quiet drip, drip, seemed to be call-
ing, “ Aimée,” “ Aimée”; and when, presently,
Flossie awoke and cried for water, she was able to
help the little girl to crawl within its reach. Drop
by drop it fell into their little upturned mouths,
and the agonies of thirst were avcrtcd.

The hours passed slowly, and again Flossie fcll
asleep. This time Aimée slept, too. Of course
they both were hungry, and, as liungry peoplc do,
they dreamed offood. All at once, Aimée awokc
with a start. She had been dreaming ofher little
sewing-basket, and of the luncheons she used to
pack into it, whcn she started for her convent-
school. And surcly she had packed a luncheon,
when she and Flossie went out in the garden that
morning! That had been part of their plan — to
have a little tea-party in the garden.

But the basket — she had brought it with her
to the chateau- But what then ? Did she have it
in her hand as she sprang into the ruin in search
of Flossie? She could not remcmber. But ifshe
did, where would it be now? Where had she
droppcd it when she seized the chikl, just before
that terrible crash carne ?

Aimée lay still and thought a long while, not
daring to move lest she might disturb Flossie.
Then she became so strongly impressed with the
idea that she had let the little basket drop from
hcr hand as she sprang up the staircase in answer
to Flossie’s cry, that she ventured to put the little
girl’s head from her lap to the ground. This did
not wake Flossie, and, after a few moments of anx-
ious search, Aimée felt the basket in her hand.

Yes, it was safe. She had it!— and there was
the precious luncheon I Thcrc were in the basket
three small sandwiches, three boiled eggs, and one
piece of cake.

Aimée hugged the treasure to her bosom. Yes,

they had food and drink; they need not dic—wt
But, oh, it was so little !

Aimée took the first sandwich {11 hcr hand
Flossie was sleeping. It was better for her lo
sleep. She would eat a little, and tlicn ieed
Flossie when she woke.  Aimée’s teetli linii ncarlv
ciosed over the bread, when her conscicni e smotf
her.

“ There is so little, so little. If | eat any iheic
will be less for Flossie. Oh, ought I —should I—
must | give it all to hcr ?”

At this thought the hungry little girl burst inio
tears.

“ But it is what the good saints wuuld hawe
done. Fiossie is solittle. 1 can bear hunger longer
than shel”

Aimée sat down opon the ruined stnirs, ad
thought and thought, longer than ever.

“ No one knows how long we may be iui|irisoned
here. Madainc Andcrson,— if the eai-thc|u,ikchas
notdestroyed hcr,— will soon goback to tlie villa,
and Tante Celeste will tell hcr that we are iiotthere,
But why do | talk of the villa and Tante Celeste;
W ho knows whether the denr house is still there,
or if Tante Celeste is still among the living?"

Aimée bowed her head and the tcais lloucd
down hcr cheeks.

It was so dark that the waking child enuld noi
tell whether it was night or day. Finally, after
many hours spent in anxious thought, she said lo
herself;

“ | think I know now what 1 ought lo do. W
have very, very little food. Ifitisdivided and eaieii
sparingly it might last us several days. Butii
would not do for me to give it all to Flo—ic. Se
is so little that she would not control husclf, ad
at the first mcal she would eat it all. K<i; il
divide it so as to gi\'e her two-thirds and | «ill cat
one-third. Then Ishall keep my stvcngtli, and «
shall live as Ir>ng as possible. Oh! if they "ill
only think to search for us here — if they only'vilH
It is so hard to die— so hard !”

In a little time Flossie awoke. Thvn Airace
told her of their siluation, and of the little food Ibey
had, and how they must make it last as longas
they could.

Oh, how di-earyitwas! The littleoncsdragged
themsclves about and explorcd every part of liif
strange prison ; they talkecl long and sadlyaboui
home and friends, and tried in every way to jralts
the slow, dismal hours pass.

Aimée’s hardest task was to keep Flossiel!
devouring their little store of food. She becare
so very hungry, and she begged for it sn piteoivL
Before a day bad passed Aimée had abandoned
her plan of eating one-third as much as slic
lowed Flossie, and contented herself "ith aif



Muinbs from the allowaiice she doled out tu the
'ihle girl, Fortunately, there was plenty of water.

I~ fourdays had p.issed. Flossie had jrowii very
Ii “ckand wrelclied, btit poor Aiincc’s strcngth was
tniii: cxhaustcd.  Their food was all gonc. This

Morning there had been pyt

few crumbs for

Flossie; Aimée had eaten nothing at all. They
had ceascd to talk to cach other. Both lay pros-
trate on thc stonc floor.

Suddenl)- Flossie hcar<l whatsounded to her like
strong, powerful blows falling upon thc outside
wall of their prison-housc.

“ Aimée !” she cried. **Aimée i”



Thcro was no answer. Aimée had bccome un-
conscious.

Flossie listened again. Yes, surely some one
was Corning to their rcscue. Some one was digging
a way through that terrible mass of dust and stone
in ordcr to set them freo. Butwhat was the raat-
ter with Aimée ? It was in vain that Flossie called
to hcr, shook hcr, rubijed and chafcd her face and
hands,—there was no sign of life anywhere in the
little frame.

But still the sound of blows continued. Oh,
how eagerly Flossie listened! How her heart
throbbed as they carne nearerand nearer! Soon she
felt the airaround her fill with dustagain, as it had
at the momentofthe earthquake. Then there was
a movementamong the raasses of earth and stone
at her side. Soon there was a streak of daylight
making its way amid the darkness; and then—
then, in response to her own wild shrick ofjoy and
gladness, cameareplyin thevoice she knew sowell:

“ Florence, my child, my child ! Are you liv-
ing? Are you hurt?”

Such happiness seemed almost too much to
bear. Mrs. Andei-son fell fainting into the arms
of a peasant woman; and notuntil the laborers had
removed the fearful masses of stone and wreck that
held the children imprisoned, and brought them
into the light of day, clid she recovcr. Then
Flossie’s arms were about her, and mother and
child were clasped to each other’s hearts.

The first care of all was to revive Aimée. She
had been so faithful to her resolve that Flossie did
not even know that her friend had nearly starved
so that she might live.

It was hard at firstto find a physician, so busy
were they all among the sufferers by the tenible
earthquake shock. Butat last one carne, and by
his skill Aimée was brought back to the world she
had so nearly left forever. Lyingin Tante Cclcste’s
white bed, she was soon able to take the dclicate
broth they brought her, and to help Flossie. tell
the dreadful story of their jmprisonment.

The town of Nice had been almost dcstroyed
by the earthquake. Mrs. Anderson was chatting
with her friend in the dining-room of the hotel,
when the first iremblement de lerre occurrud, Tlicy
had rushed out, only just in time to see ilie grcat
building fall to the ground, and to witness the
destruction of a great part of the beautiful city!
Wild with anxiety, Mrs. Anderson had secured
the first carriage she could find, and had made
her way to the villa in search of Floshk. She
had found her home intact, but her child «as—
gone!

It was a sad story,— that ofthe search made by
Mis. Anderson and Tante Celeste, among the
injured and the kiOed, for their two liltlo aiics.
Only by accident was their whereabouts levcaled
at last- Flossie’s parasol, and the marks of tiny
feet in the road to the oid chatcau, shouod that
the girls had wandered there during some patt of
the day. Mrs. Anderson insisted that the ruins
should be searched, though she dared expcct noth-
ing but to find their crushed and manglcd bodies.

Their mcrciful deliverance from death « as o«iiig
to the strong masonvy ofthe lower nfthe chatcau.
Had they been in another part of the building
they must have died.

Aimée herselfwould never havc told of ihc sdf-
denialand anguish she had endured in hcr desire to
prolong Flossie’s life. But the good woman «ho
presided over Tante Celeste’s kitchen Kkiicw just
how much foocl had becn given the little y,iris, ad
Flossic’s account of what she had eatcn, ingcther
with Ahnée’s emaciated looks and faintingcondi-
tion, soon revcaled the sccret.

“ She isjust a little saint,” cried Tante Celeste,
hugging her darling to her bosom; .nnd Hrs.
Anderson, clasping Flossie in her arms. echoed
the cry.

As for the two girls, nothing will ever diSturb the
friendship and devotion resulting from that terrible
experiencc of darkness and privntion during lhe
great earthquake at Nice.

A JULY DAY.

By Margaket teland.

W est wind that rufflcs the sea into laughter and sparkle and spray;

Skies blue as they can be ; white clouds across the bay ;

And a thistle sced sailing over a field of blossoming clover,—
Thatis a July day!



CHILD-SKETCHES FROM GEORGE ELIOT.

By JULILA M

The next day, whcn the aunts and Uneles ar-
Inied, Aunt Deane brought her little daughter
lucywiih her, “ and Mi-s. Tullivecr had to look
lonivilh a silent pang while Lucy’s blonde cuiTs
[tere adjusted. Maggie always looked twice as
|dark as usual when she was by the side of Lucy.

*She did to-day, when she and Tom carne in
litoii ihe garden with their father and their Unele
iGlcjg. Maggie had thrown her bonnet off very
Icatelessly. and, coming in with her hair rough as
I*ell as out of curl, rushed at once to Lucy, who
Itii standing by her mother’s knco, Certainly
lilie conlrast between the cousins was conspicuous,
laritl, to superficial eyes, was very much to the dis-
lidrantagL- of Maggie. It was like the con-
litasi betwjL'n a rough, dark, overgrown puppy and
la «hite kitteii. Lucy put up the neatest little
[toscbud mouth to be kissed: everything about
llicr was ncat— heiTittle round ncck with the row
loi coral bcads; her straight little nose, not at a0
jsiiubby; licr little clear eyebrows, rather darker
lihan her curls, to match her hazcl eyes, whicli
lkoked up with shy pieasure at Maggie, taller by
Ife head, though scarcely a year older, Maggie
lilways looked at Lucy with delight. She was
[f«ndof fancying a world where the people never

tany larger than children of their own age, and
libe matle the queen of it just likc Lucy, with a
Iliiile Croon on her head and a little scepter in her
Ibnd—only the queen was Maggie herself, in
|Lucy’s form.

‘®Oh, Lucy,”she burst out, after kissing her,
J yaull stay with Tora and me, won’t you? Oh,
Pissher, Tom.’

' fom, tuo, had come up to Lucy, but he was
m"oigomg to kiss her—no; he carne up to her
l«iili Maggie because it was easier, on the whole,
| sav'ing ‘How do you do?’to all those aunts
lind Uneles. . . .~

‘Heyduy! ” said Aunt Glegg, with loucl em-

Ois. ‘Dolittle boys and gellscome into a room
N out taking notice o’ thcir inicies and aunts?
I "asii't the way when / was a little gell.”

Ooand speak to your aunts and ancles, my
said Mrs. Tulliver, looking anxious and

w'thiichoh-, She wanted to whispcr to Maggie a

A"'"and to go and have her hair brushed.

No. V.*

agruder.

“ “Well, and how do you do? And | hope
you ’re good children, are you?’ said Aunt
Glegg, in the same loud emphatic way, as she

took thcir hands, hurting them with hcr large
rings, and kissiug their cheeks, much against their
desire. ‘Look up, Tom, look up. Boys as go to
boarding-schools should hold their heads up.
Look at me now.” Tom declincd that pieasure,
apparently, for he tried to dvaw his hand away.
‘Put your hair behind your ears, Maggie, and
keep your frock on your shoulder.’

“ Aunt Glegg always spoke to thcm in this loud
emphatic way, as if she considered them deaf, or
perhaps rather idiotic. ”

“ “Well, my dears,” said Aunt Pullet, in a com-
passionate voice, ‘you grow wonderful fast. 1
doubt they ’ll outgrow their strength,” she addcd,
looking over their heads, with a mclancholy expres-
sion, at their mother. ‘I think the gell has too
much hair. | ’d have it thinned and cut shorter,
sister, if 1 was you: it is n’t good for hcr health.
It 's that as makes her skin so brown. I should n’t
wonder. Don’t you think so, sister Deane ?’

“ “lcan’tsay, | 'msure, sister,”said Mrs. Deane,
shutting hcr lips ciése again, and looking at Maggie
with a critica! eye.

“ *No,no,’said Mr. Tulliver, ‘the child’shealthy
enough; there ’s nothing ails her. Tliere ’s red
wheat as well as whitc, for that matter, and some
like the dark grain best. But it 'ud be as well
if Bessy 'ud have the chikl’s hair cut, so as it 'ud
lie smooth,’

“ A dreadful resolve was gathering in Maggie’s
breast, but it was arrested by the desire to know
from her Aunt Deane whethcr she would leave
Lucy behind; Aunt Deane would hardly cver let
Lucy cornc to see them. After various reasons for
rcfusal, Mrs. Deane appealed to Lucy herself.

“ “You would n’t like to stay behind without
mother, should yoit, Lucy ?”

“ “Yes, please, mother,” said Lucy, timidly,
bhishing very pink all over her little neck.

“ “Well done, Lucy! Let herstay, Mrs. Deane,
let hcr stay,” said Mr. Deane.

“ *Maggie,’said Mrs. Tulliver, beckoning Mag-
gie to her, and whispering in hcr car, as soon as
this point of Lucy's stayingwas settlcd, ‘go and

M ili on the Floss.”
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get your hair brushed — do, for shame. 1 told
you not to come in witliout going to Martha first;
you know 1 did.’

“ “Tom, come out with me,”whispered Maggie,
pulling his slceve as she passed him; and Tom
foliowed williugly enough.

“ “Come upstairs with me, Tom,’she whispered
when they were outside the door. ‘There ’s some-
thing | want to do before dinner.’

“ ‘Thei-e 's no time to play at anything before
dinner,” said Tom.

‘“ Ob yes, thcre is time for this—do come,
Tom.’

“Tom followed Maggie upstairsinto hcrmother’s
room, and saw her go at once to a drawer, from
whicli she took out a large pair of scissors.

“ “W hat are they for, Maggie?’said Tom, feel-
ing his curiosity awakened.

“ Maggie answered by seizing her front locks
and cutting them straight across the middle of lier
forehead.

“ *‘Oh, my buttons, Maggic, you’ll catch it!”’
exclaimed Tom ; ‘you ’d better notcut any more
off.”

“ Snip ! went the great scissors again while Tom
wasspcaking; and he could n’t help feeling it was
rather good fun ; Maggie would look so qucer.

“ ‘Here, Tom, cut itbchiud for rae,” said Mag-
gie, excited by her own daring, and anxious to
finish the deed.

“ “You ’ll catch it, you know,” said Tom, nod-
ding his head in an admonitory manner, and hesi-
tating a little as he took the scissors.

“ o'Ncver mind — make liaste!” said Maggie,
giving a little stamp with her foot. Her cheeks
were quite flushed.

“ The black locks werc so thick — nothing could
be more tempting to a lad who had already tasted
the forbidden pleasure of cutting the pony’s mane.

. Onc delicious, grinding snip, and then another
and another, and the hinder locks fcll heavily on
the floor, and Maggie stood croppcd in a jagged,
uncven manner, but with a sense of clcarness and
freedom, as if she had emerged from a wood into
the open plain.

“ *Oh, Maggie,” said Tom, jumping round her,
and slapping his knees as he laughed, *Oh, my
buttons, wliat a queer thing you look! Look at
yourself in tlie glass: you look like the idiot wc
throw our nutshells to, at school.’

“ Maggie felt an unexpectcd pang. She had
thought beforeliancl cliiefly of her own deliver-
ance from her teasing hair and teasing remarks
about it, and something also of the triumpli she
should have ovcr her mother and her aunts by
this very decidcd course of action; she did n’t
want hcr hair to look pretty — that was out of

the question — she only wanted people to think herl
a clever little girl, and not to find fault with lier. |
But now, when Tom began to laugh at herandl
say she was like the idiot, the affair had quite a!
new aspect. She looked in the glass, aml still Tom1
laughed and clapped his hands, and Maggie's|
fiushed cheeks began to palé and hcr lips to|
tremblc a little.

“ *Oh, Maggie, you Tl have to go down iodin-|
ner directly,” said Tom. ‘Oh my !’

“'Don’t laugh at me, Tom,’ said Maggie, inal
passionate tone, with an outburst of angry tears, |
stamping, and giving him a push.

“ “Now, then, spitfirc!’ said Tom, ‘whaldidl
you cut it off for, then ?” | shall go down; 1can|
smell the dinner going in.’

“He hurried down . . . but Maggie, as sliel
stood crying before the glass, felt it impossibleta |
she should go down to dinner and endure theseverel
eyes and severe words of hcr aunts, «hile Toml
and Lucy, and Martha, who waited at table, andl
perhaps her father and hcr Gneles, would laughii|
her; for if Tom had laughed at her, of coursel
every one else would ; and if she had only lef lierl
hair alone, she could have sat with Tom and Lucv,I
and had the apricot pudding and the cuslanil
W hat could she do but sob?” .

“ *Miss Maggie, you ’re to come down ihisl
minute,’ said Kezia, entering the room hurriedly.l
‘Lawks ! what have you been a-doing?
see such a fright.’

“ ‘Don’t, Kezia,” said Maggie, .-ingrily. 'Col
away!'

“ ‘But I tell you, you re to come d-nm, Mfe.l
this minute; your mother says so,’ -said Kezii.l
going up to Maggie and taking hcr by ihe hanil io|
raise her from the floor.

“ “Get away, Kezia; 1 don’t want any diimer.'l
said Maggie, resisting Kezia’s arra. ! !
come.’

“ “Ob, well, I can’t stay. |’ve gol to «ait at]
dinner,’said Kezia, going out again.

“ “Maggie, you iittie silly,” said Tom, peepingl
into the room ten minutes after, ‘why dont >o0a
come and have your dinner? There s lols"|
goodies, and mother says you ’re to come- Whiil
are you crying for, you little spooney?’

“ Oh, it was dreadful! Tom was so bartl andl
unconcerned : if he had been cryiiic Al
Maggie would have cricd too. And there «asi"l
diiiner, so nice; and she was so hungry. h"*®!
vcery bitter.

“But Tom was not altogether hard.
iiot inclined to cry, and did not feel that
grief spoiled his prospccts of the
went and put his head near hcr, and sai 1
lower, comforting tone;

1 niver|



"““Won’t you come then, Maggie ? Shalll bring
j'ouabito’ pudding when | 've had mine? — and
aciSlard and things?’

“*Ye-e-es,” said Maggie, beginning to feel life
alifile mure tolerable.

“ Very well,” said Tom, going away. But he
ilimed again at the door, and said, ‘But you’d
bciler come, you know. There’s the dessert—
nuls, you know — and cowslip wine.’

“Maggic’s tears had ceascd, and she looked re-
Jfctive a» Tom left her. His good-nature had
latea off the kccnest edge of her siiffering, and
nuts Hiih cowslip wiiie began to have their effect
upon her.

“Slowlyshe rose from among herscattered iocks,
andslowly she made herway downstairs. Then she
itood leaning with one shoulder against the frame
oi the dining-parlor door, peeping in when it was
ijir. Slicsaw Tom and Lucy with an empty chair
bctiveen them, and there wcre» the custards on a
lidc-iable - it was too much, She slipped in and
»ent toward the empty chair. But she had no
scoiter Sat down than she repented, and wished
berselfback again.

*Mrs. Tulliver gave a little scrcam as she saw
ter, and fclt such a “turn’ that she dropped the
large graly-spoon into the dish with the most
seriows resiilts to the tablc-cloth. 7

*Mrs. Tiilliver’s scrcam made all eyes turn to-
«ard the »arae point as her own, and Maggie’s
cheeksand ears began toburn, while Unele Glegg,
akind-looking, white-haired okl gentleman, said:

“ Heyday! what little gell ’s this — why, Idon't
bow her. Is it some littlc gell you ’vc picked up
inlheroad, Kezia?’

"“Why, she’s gone and cut her hair hcrself,’
iiid Mr, Tulliver in an under-tone to Mr. Dcanc,
laughingwith much cnjoyment.” . . |

'm'Why, little Miss, you 've made yourself look
wyiiinny,” said Unele Pullet.” .

‘Fie, for shame!’ said Aunt Glegg, in lier
bidest, scverest tone of reproof. ‘Littlc gclls as
Mitbeirown hair should be whipped and fed on
reid and water, and not come and sit down with
"idr agnts .and Uneles.”

*Ay, ,ay,” said Unele Glegg . - . “She must

sciutojail, . , . and they’ll cut the restof her
bit offthcrc, and make it all even.’

She ’s more like a gypsy fior ever,” said
“*ni Pullot, in a pitying tone ; ‘it ’s very bad luck,
®ier, as the gell should be so brou'n — the laoy s
irenough, | doubt it ’ll stand in her way i’ life
“ lleso brown.’

’s a naughty child, as Il break her
ers hcart,” said Mrs. Tulliver, with tears in
ler eyes.

"kggic seemed to be listening to a chorus of
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reproach and dcrision. Her first flush carne from
anger, which gave her a transient power of de-
fiancc, and Tom thought sho was braving it out,
siipported by the recent appearance of the pudding
and custard. Under this impression, he whispered,
‘Oh my ! Maggie, | told you you ’'d catch it!’
He meant to be friendly, but Maggie felt con-
vinced that Tom was rejoicing in lier ignominy.
Her feeble power of defiance left her in an instant,
her heart swelled, and, gctting up from her chair,
she ran to her father, hid her face on his shoulder,
and burst out into loud sobbing.

“ ‘Come, come, my wench,” said her father,
soothingly, putting bis arm round her, ‘never
mind; youwas i’the rightto cut it offif it plagued
you; give over crying ; father’ll take your part.’

“ Delicious words of tenderness ! Maggie never
forgot any of these moments when her father ‘took
her part ’; she kept them in her heart, and thought
of them long years aftcr. ”

“ With the dessert carne entire deliverance for
Maggie, for the children were told theymighthave
their nuts and wine in the summecr-liousc, since
the day was so mild, and they scampered out
among thc biidding bushes of the garden, with the
alacrity of small animals getting from under a
burning-glass.”

The next day itwas arranged that Mrs. Tulliver
should take thc three children over to see Aunt
and Unele Pullet, as a means of cclebrating the
occasion of Lucy’svisit. Rut “ the day had begun
ill with Maggie. The pleasure of having Lucy to
look at, and the prospect of the afternoon visit to
Garum Firs, where she would hear Unele Pullet’s
musical-box, had been maircd as carly as eleven
o’clock by the advent of the liair-dresser from St.
0Ogg’s, who had spoken in the severest terms of
the condition in which he had found her liair,
Holding up one jaggcd lock afteranothcr, and say-
ing, ‘See here ! tut-tut-tut!’in a tone of mingled
disgust .and pity, which to Maggie’s imaginatinn
was equivalcntto the strongest expression of public
Opinién.”

Then the tucker jn which her mother dressed
her was stiff and prickly, and made her fccl so
cross that she “ would ceitainly have torn it off, if
she had not bcen checkcd by the remenibrance of
herreccnt humiliation about her hair.” . . .Then,
when they were all allowed lo build card-houses
“ till dinner, as a suitablc amusement for boysand
girls in their best clothes,” Maggie’s would n't
stand up, as Tom’sand Liicy’s did, and her tuckcr
made her peevish, and Tom * laughcd when her
houses fell and told her she was “a stupid.’

“ ‘Don’t laugh at me, Tom !’ she burst out,
angrily; “1’'m notastupid. | know a great many
things you don’t.’
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“ ONE DELICIOUS, CRINDING SNIF, AHU THRN AKOTHKK AND ANOTHER, ANO MACCIB STOOD

CROMPEO IN A JACOEU,

“ “Oh, 1 clare say, Miss SpUfirc! |°d never be
such a cross thing as you, making faces like that.
Lucy does n’t do so. | like Lucy better than you :

/ wish Lucy was my sister.'

“ ‘Then it ’s very wicked and cruel of you to
wish so,” said Maggie, starting up hurriedly from
her place on the floor, and upsctting Tom’s won-
derful pagoda. She really did not mean it,” but
Tum thought she did, and was very angry with
her. “ Thus the morning had been made hcavy
to Maggie, and Tom’s persistcnt coldness to her
all through their walk spoiled the frcsh air and
sunshine for hcr. He called Lucy to look at ihe
half-built bird’s nest without caring to show it to

CNEVSN MANNEK."

Maggie, and peeled a willow switch fm Lucy a»
himself without offering onc to Maggie, Lucyi
had said, * Maggie, should n’tyou like onc.”’ baq
Tom was deaf.

“ Still the sight of the peacock o|)portund!|
spreading his tail on the stack-yard «all. jusie
they reachcd Garum Firs, was cnough ludhvrt'ba
mind feinporarily from personal grievancts. e
this was only the beginning of beautiful
Garum Firs. All the farm-yard life waswoa«i
ful there — banlams, speckled and f
Friesland hens, with their fcathers all turne i~
wrong way ; Guinea-fowls that ficw, and scream J
and droppcd their pretty-spotted fcathers;



pigeons and a tame magpie; nay, a goat, and a
iranderfulbrindled dog, half mastiff, half bull-dog,
:s large as a lion. Then there were white railings
and white gates all about, and glittering weather-
cacks of various designs, and garden walks paved
"iln pebhles in beautiful patterns — nothing was
quite common at Garum Firs; and Tom thought
thal the unusual size of che toads there was simply
dne to ihe general unusualness which character-
Ged Unele Pullet’s possessions as a gentleman
farmer.  Toads who paid rent were naturaliy
leaner. .As for the house, it was not less remark-
aWe: it had a reccding center, and two wings
«jth baitlemerited turrets, and was covered with
glittering white stucco.”

One of the first things that Maggie did on en-
icring Aunt Pullei’s bcautifully kept house was to
“let fail licr cake, and in an unlucky movement
mish it beneath her foot— a source of so much
agiiaiiun lo Aunt Pullct and conscious disgrace to
Shggie, that she began to despair of hearing the
musical snuff-box to-day, till, after some reflection,
iloccurrvd to hcr that Lucy svas in high favor
enough m venture on asking for a tune. So she
«hispercd to Lucy, and Lucy, who always did
«iiaishc ivas desircd to do, went up quietly to her
unclc's knce, and, blushing al! over hcr neck
while she lingered hcr necklace, said, ‘Will you
picase pl.iy USa tune. Unele ?”’

mFor the first time Maggie forgot that she had
afoad on her mind — that Tom was augry with
Mr; and by the lime ‘Ilusli, ye pretty warbling
chair,” had bceii played, her face wore that bright
Ibdk of li.cppiness, while she sat iminovable with
hiriiaiids ciaspecl, which sometimes comforted her
mother with the sense that Maggie could look
preily now and then, in spite of her brown skiti.
Bulivhen the iiiagic music ceased, she jumped up,
»q running toward Tom, put her arm round his

s.iid, “‘Oh, Tom, is n’t it pretty ?’” jerk-

i"2 him so as to make him spill iiis cowslip wine
ta lie hvld iu his hand,

Look thcre, now! ’” said Tom angrily.

mi'VVhy dou't you sit still, Maggie?’
""iher said, peevishly,

Little gells must n’t come to sec me if thcy

“have in that way,” said Aunt Pullct.

Wiiy, yui, ’rc too roiigh, little Miss,” said

Incic Pullct.

N'aggie sat down again, with the music all

ascd out of her soul, and the seven small demons
1 3l jr agalii.

her

f

foresecing nothing but mis-
| i'iorwhile the children remained indoors, took
[ ‘spportunity of suggesting that, now they
I re rcsted after their walk, they might go and
P~ outofdoors.” .
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“ All the disagreeable recollections of the morn-
ing were thick upon Maggie, when Tom, whose
displeasure toward her had been cousiderably re-
freshed by her foolish trick of causing him to upset
his cowslip wine, said, ‘Here, Lucy, you come
along with me,” and walked off to the area whcre
the toads were, as if there werc no Maggic in
existence. , . , Lucy was naturaliy picaseci that
Cousin Toro was so good to her, and it was vcry
amusing to see him tickling a fat toad wilh a
piece of string when the toad was safe doivn the
area, with an iron gradng over him. Still Lucy
wished Maggieto enjoy the spectacle also, especially
as she would doubtless find a fiame for the toad,
and say what had been hispast history; forLucy had
a delighted semi-belief iu Maggie’s stories about
the live things they carne upon by accideiit—
how Mrs. Earwig had a wash at home, and one
of her children had fallen into the hot copper, for
which reason she was running so fast to fetch the
doctor. Tora had a profound contempt for this
nonsense of Maggie’s, smashing the earwig atonce
as a superfluous yet easy means of proving the
entirc unreality of such a story; for Lucy, for the
life of her, could iiot help fancying there was some-
thing in it, and, at all events, thought it was vcry
pretty make-bclieve.”

So she turned affectionately to Maggic and iii-
vited licr to come and look at the toad; but Mag-
gie was too hurt by Tom’s neglect, and “ aslong as
Tom seemed to prefer Lucy to her, Lucy made part
of his unkindness. Maggie would have thought a
little while ago that she could never be cross with
pretty little Lucy any more than she could be cruel
to a little white mouse ; but then, Tom had always
been quite jndiffcrcnt to Lucy beforc, and it had
been left to Maggie to pet and make mucli of her.
As it was, she was actually beginning lo think
that she should like to make Lucy cry by slapping
orpinching her, especially as it might vex Tom,
whom it was of no use to slap, oven if she darcd,
because he did n’t mind it. And if Lucy hadn't
been there, Maggie was sure he would have got
frieuds with her sooner.”

After a while Tom grew tired of tickling the
toad, and enticed Lucy away to the pond to look
at the pike, although the children had been told
not to leave the garden. Maggie could not bcar
to be left behind, so she foliowed. Prescntly Tom
caught sight of something jn the water, and called
Lucy to look at it, “ Maggie liad drawn nearer
and nearer— she mus/ see it too, though it was
bitter to her likc everything else, since Tom did
not care about her sccing it. At last sho was
ciése by Lucy, and Tom, who had been aware of
her approach but would not noticc it till he was
obligcd, turned round and said;



‘“ Now get away, Maggie. There’s no room
for you on tlie grass here. Nobody asked to
come.’” Stormy passionswere “ atwar in Maggie
atthatmoment . . but the utmost she could do,
with a fiercc thrust of her small brown arm, was
tci push poor little pink and white Lucy into the
cow-trodden mud.”

“Then Tom could not rcstrain himself, and
gave Maggie two smart slaps on the arm as he
ran to pick up Lucy, who lay crying helplessly.
Maggie retreated to the roots ofa tree a few yards
off, and looked on impenitently.”

Great was thc consternation at the house when
Lucy was led in by Sally, the maid, to whom Tom
had intrustcd the message to his mother that it
was Maggie who had pushed Lucy into the mud.
He did not stay to give the account himsclf, forc-
seeing “ that Maggie would not be considered the
only culprit in the case. Mrs. Tulliver went
out to speak to these naughty children, supposing
them to be ciése at hand ; but it was not until aftcr
some search that she found Tom leaning with
rather a hardened, careless air against the white
paling of the poultry-yard, and lowering his piece
ofstring on the other side as a means of exasperat-
ing the turkey-cock.”

W hen Mrs. Tulliver discovcred, in answer to
her inquines, that Tora had left Maggie at the
pond, he was instantly dispntched to bring his
sister to the house. In a short while Tom re-
turned, saying Maggie was nowhcre about the
pond, aud suggesting that slie had probably gone
home. Mrs. Tulliver, however," was thoroughly
alarmed, and set about searching for Maggie in
all sorts of impossible places. “ W hat the father
would say if Maggie was lost, was a question that
predominated over every other.

“ Maggle’s intentions, as usual, werc on a largcr
scale than Tom had imagined. The resolution
that gathered in her mind, after Tom and Lucy
had walked away, was not so simple as that of
going home. No; she wouid run away and go lo
the gypsies, and Tom should never see her any
more. That was by no means a new idea to Mag-
gie; she had been so often told sho was like a
gypsy, and “half wild,” that when she was mis-
erable it seemed to her the only way of escaping
opprobrium, and being entirely in harmony with
circumstanccs would be to live in a little brown
tent on thc commons; thc gypsies, she considered,
would gladly receive her, and pay her much re-
spect on account of her superior knowledge. She
had once meiuioned her vicws on this point to
Tom, and suggested that he should stain his face
brown, and they should rim away together; but
Tom rejected the scheme with contempt, observing
that gypsies were thieves, and had hardly anything

to eat, and had nothing to drive but .a donkev |
To-day, however, Maggie thought her niisery hd
reached a point at which gypsydom was her oy
refuge, and she rose from her scat on tlio rooisof |
thc tree with the sense that this was a grc.it crisis
in heriife; she would run straight aua\- till die
carne to Dunlow Common, wheie there would cer-1
tainly be gypsies, and cruel Tom, and the rcsioil
her relations who found fault with her sht.tild never |
see her any more. She thought of hci fatherasl|
she ran along, but she rcconcilcd hersilf to ihel
idea of parting with him by dctcrminiiig thatshe
would sccrctly send him a lettcr by a small gypsy, |
who would run away svithout telling where die
was, and just let him know that she was well and |
happy, and always lovcd him very much."”
Maggie wandered on and on, and presently|
became conscious that she was hungry as well &
tired. “ At last, however, the green fields came
to an end, and sho found lierself looking through
the bars of a gate into a lafie with a wide maigin
of grass on each side of it. . She had nishcd
into the adventurc of sccking her unknown kin-1
clrecl, the gypsies; and now she was in this strange!
lafie, she hardly darecl look on one sido of her,i
lest she should see the diabolical blacksmith inl
his leathern apron grinning at her «ith armsl
akimbo. It was not without a leaping of ihe heari |
that she caught sight of a small pair of bare legsl
sticking up, feet uppermost, by the sido of ahill-[
ock; they seemed something hideoiisly preier-j
natural — a diabolical kind of fungus; for she «isl
too much agitated at thc first glance lo see thel
ragged clothes, and thc dark shaggy he.u! attachedl
to them. It was a boy asieep ; and Maggie trottedl
along fastcr and more lightly, Icst she should wakel
him : it did not occur to her that he was one ofhcrl
friends the gypsies, who in all probalnllly «Midi
have very genial manners. But the faci was so.
for at the next bcncl in the lanc Maggie actually|
saw the little semicircular black tent, wiili thcblucl
smoke rising before it, which was to be jicr rcfugcl
from all the blighting obloquy that had pursuedi
her in civilized life. She even saw a uill fcroaltj
figure by the column of smoke — doubtless Ael
gypsy-mother, who provided the tea and otiicrl
groceries; it was'astonishing to hcrsclf tliatsliel
did not feel more delightcd. But it was starllio?!
to find thc gypsies in a lanc, after all, and notonal
common ; indcecl, it was rather disappointiiig; fori
a mysterious inimitable common, whcrc there «cref
sand-pits to hide in, and one was out of cnrri-j
body’s reach, had always made part of Magptd
picture of gypsy life. ~She went on, howcver, a»d|
thought with somc comfort that gypsies MostlikeljT

knew nothing about idiots, so there was no dang"l
of their falling into the mistakeofsettiiigherdo>'nl



a ibc glunce as an idiot. It was plain slie
liad altracted attention; for the tall figure, who
preved lo be a )oung woman with a baby on her
»in, ivalked slowly to meet her. Maggie looked
w ia the new face rather tremblingly as it ap-
proachctl; and was reassured by the thought that
her Aunt Pullet and the rest were right when they
cdled her a gypsy, for this face, with the bright
dark cycs and long hair, was rcally something like
«tiat she used 10 see in the glass before she cut
her hair ulT.

I “*My little lady, where are you going to?’ the

| gypsy said, in a tone of coaxing deference.

I "It was deliglitful, and just what Maggie ex-

| pccied: the gypsies saw at once that she was a

| little lady, and were prepared to treat her accord-

| iuglf’
I “ Not anyfarther,” said Maggie, feeling as if

| sie werc saying what she had rehearsed in a
| dream. *'1'm come to stay w'\U\yoii, please.’
I “That’s pritty ; come, then. Why, what a

I nicelittle lady you are, to be sure,’said the gypsy,
| i.ikingher by the hand. Maggie thought her very
| agreeablc, and wished she had not been so dirty.
| “There was quite a group round the fire when
| iheyreached it. An oid gypsy-woman was seated
| nthe ground nursing her knces, and occasion-
| iy poking a skewer into the round kettle that
| sent forth an odorous steam; two small, shock-
| hended children were lying prone and rcsiing on
iheircibmvs something like small sphinxes; and a
plactd donkey was bending his head over a tall
gitl, tvho, lying on her back, was scratching his
cese and indulging him with a bite of e.xccllent
sidlen h.y. The slanting sunlight fell kindly
opon them, and the scene was very pretty and
csmfoiiahle, Maggie thought, only she hopecl they
“ould soun set out the tca-cups. Everything
«ould be quite charming whcn slie had taught
ihegypsies to use a washlng-basin, and to feel an
inicrest ili books. 1t was a little confusing, though,
ihii the young woman began to speak to the okl
we a language which Maggie dicl not understand,
«hile lile tall girl, who was feeding the donkey,
“lup and stared at her without offering any salu-
lation. At last the oid woman said:
'Wliat, my pretty lady, are you come to stay
. pS’? Sit ye down, and tell us where you come
mira.
“'l ™as just like a story: Maggie liked to be
alled pretty lady and treated in this way. Site
doivn and said:
I’m come from home becausc 1’'m unhappy,
“"il mean to be a gypsy. | ’ll live with yon, if
likc, and 1 can teach you a grcat many

‘Such a clever little lady,” said the woman

with the baby, sitting down by Maggie, and allow-
ing baby to crawl; ‘and such a pretty bonnet and
frock,” she added, taking off Maggie’s bonnet and
looking at it, while she made an observation to the
oid woman in the unknown language. The tall
girl snatched the bonnet and put it on her own
head hind-foremost with a grinj but Maggie was
determincd not to show any weakness on this sub-
ject, as if she wcre susceptible about her bonnet.

“ ‘1 don’t want to wear a bonnet,’ she said ;
“l1°d rather wear a red handkerchief like yours’
(looking at hcr friend by hcr side); “my hair was
quite long till yesterday, when 1 cut it off; but I
daré say it will grow again very soon,” she added.

Maggie had forgotten even her hunger at
the moment in the desire to conciliatc gypsy
Opinidn.

“ “Oh, what a nice little lady '— and rich, | 'm
sure,” said the oid woman. ‘Did n’tyou live in a
beautiful house at home ?”’

“ “'Yes, my home is pretty, and | ’in very fond
of the river, where we go fishing; but | 'm often
very unhappy. | should have liked to bring my
books with me, but | carne away in a hurry, you
know. But | can tell you almost everything there
is in my books. | 'vc read them so many times —
and that will amuse you. And | can tell you
something about Geography too— that’s about
the world we live in — very useful and inteiesting.
Did you ever hear about Columbus ?”’

“ Maggie’s eyes had begun to sparkle and her
cheeks to flush — she was really beginning to in-
structthc gypsiesand gaining great influence over
them. The gypsies thcniselves were not without
amazement at this talk, though their attention
was divided by the contents of Maggie’s pocket,
which the friend at her right hand had by this
time emptied without attracting her notice.

“ els that where you live, my little ladv ?’ said
the oid woman, at the mention of Columbus.

“*Oh, no!’ said Maggie, with some pity;
‘Columbus was a very wonderful man, who found
out half the world, and they put chains 011 him,
and treated him very badly, you know—it’s in my
Catechism of Geography — but perhapsit’s rather
too long for me to tell before tea—; | ivant my
tea so.'

“ The last words burst from Maggie, in spite of
herself, with a sudden drop from patronizing in-
struction to simple psevishness.

“ *Why, she s hungry, poor little lady,” said
the younger woman. “Give her some o’ ihe coid
vidual- You ’'ve been walking a good way, i ’ll
be bound, my dear. Where s your home ?’

“ “It’s Dorlcotc Mili—a good way off,” said
Maggie. “My father is Mr. Tulliver; but we
must n't lef him know whcrc | am, elsc he 11 fetch



me home again. Where does the quecn of the
gypsies live ?'

“ “W hat! do you want to go to her, my little
lady?' said the younger woman. The tall girl
meanwhile was constantly staring at Maggie and
grinning. Hcr manners were certainly not agree-
abie.

“ *No,” said Maggie: ‘1 'm only thinking that
if she isn’ta very good queen you might be glad
when she died, and you could choose another. If
| was a queen, | 'd be a very good queen and kind
to everybody.’

““Here’s a bit o’ nice victual, then,” said the
oid woman, handing to Maggic a lump of dry
bread, ivhich she had taken from a bag of scraps,
and a piece of coid bacon.

“ *Thank you,’ said Maggie, looking at the food
without taking it, ‘but will you give me some
bread and buttcr and tea instead ? | dou’t like
bacon.’

“ ‘W e’ve got no tea fior butter,” said the oid
woman, with something like a scowl, as if she werc
getting tired of coaxing.

“ “Oh, a little bread and treacle would do,’ said
Maggic.

““We ha’n’tgotno treacle,” said the oid woman
crossly, svhercupou thcre followed a sharp dia-
logue betwcen the two women in their unknown
tongue, and one of the small sphinxes snatchcd at
the bread and bacon, and began to eat it.”

Presently two men carne up, looking so ficrce
and talking so roughly that Maggie was frightencd
and could hardly keep back her tears. The wo-
men chattered with thcm, and they all seemed to
be quarrcling.

“ Maggie felt that it was impossible she should
ever be queen of tbese peoplc, or ever coinmuni-
cate to thcm amusing and useful knowledge.

At last the younger woman said, in her previous
deferential, coaxing tone:

“ *This nice little iady’scome to live with us;
are n’t you glad ?”’

“ “Ay, very glad,” said the younger, who was
looking at Maggie’s silver thimblc and other small
mattcrs that had been taken from her pocket.

The wornan saw she was frightened.

“ *W e’ve got nothing nice for a lady to eat,’
said the ofd woman, in her coaxing tone, ‘and
she’s so hungry, swcct little lady.'

“ ‘Here, my dear, try if you can eat a bit o’
this,” said the younger woman, handing some of
the stew oii a brown dish with an jron spoon, to
Maggie. . . . If hcr father would but come by in
the gig and take lier up! Or even if Jack the
Giant-killer, or Mr. Greatheart, or St. Georgc
who slew the dragén on the half-pennies, would
happcn to pass that way! But Maggie thought,

with a sinking heart, that these lieroes wcre nevir
seen in the neighborhood of St. Ogg’s.”

“ Her ideas about the gypsies had undergone 11
rapid modification in tlie last five minutes. Fom
having considered them very respeciful com-1
panions, amenable to instruction, she liad begun
to think that they meant perhaps to Kkill hcras
soon as itwas dark, and cut up her body for gradual
cooking; the suspicion crossed her that tlie fiercc-
eyed oid man was in fact the devil, «im iniglu
drop that transparcnt disg'uise at any numiein and
turn either into the grinning blacksmith. orelsea [
ficry-eyed monster with dragon’s wings.”

“ “What! youdon't like the smell ofit.iny dear,
said the young woman, obscrving that .M.iggie did |
not even take a spoonful of the ste«-. ‘Tiya]
bit— come.’

“ “No, thank you,’ said Maggie, sumiinmingalll
forcé for a desperate efforc, and trying [n smilem
a friendly way. ‘1 have n’t time, 1 think. it secms
getting darkcr. I think 1 must go home now,and
come again another day, and then | can liring you1
a basket with some jam tarts and nice things.’

“ Maggie rose from herseat . . . biithcrliope
sank when the oid gypsy-woman said, ' .Stop a hit, |
stop a bit, little lady; we ’ll take you home 4l
safe, when we ve done supper; you ol N
homec like a lady.”

“ Maggie sat down again, witli smail fiiiibinj
this promisc, though she presently saw ilie tall gid
putting a bridle on the clonkey, and ihrowinga|
couple of bags on bis b.ack.

“ ‘Now, then, little Missis,’said the younger man.
rising, and leading the donkey forward. ‘tell «i|
where you live — wliat ’s the fiame o’ the jilacc:'

“ “Dorlcote Mili is my homc,” said Maggie, |
eagerly.”

“ “W hat! a big mili a little way this sidc 0’Si. |
0gg’s?’

“ *Yes,” said Maggie. ‘Is it far offi itliink|
| should like to walk there, if j'ou fileasi''

“ *No, no, it'll be getting dark ; wc niusi inak |
liaste. And the donkey ’ll carry you as nice & |
can be — you ’ll see.’

“ He liftcd Maggie as he spoke, and set hcron 1
the donkey. She fcit relieved that it was not ine
oid man who seemed to be going with her, butslic |
had only a trembling hope that she was reab
going home.

“ “Here s your pretty bonnet,” said the youngvr |
woman, putting that recently despised but no" j
wclcome article of costume on Mag.gie's n
‘and you ’ll say we 've been vcry good lo yu
won’t you ? and what a nice little lady we said «u|
was ?’

“ *0Oh, yes, thank you,” said Maggie ; “I’ra™! \
much obliged to you. But l««'ish you ‘clgoi‘itbM J



loo.! She thought anything was better than going
s'ithone of the dreadful men alone; itwouldbc more
cheeriultobemurdered bya larger party.” . .

'Tt now appeaved that the man also was to be
scatcd on the donkey, holding Maggie before him,
and she as incapable of rcmonstrating against
lilis arrangement as the donkey himself, though
no nighiniare liad evcr seemed to her more hor-
rile. When the woman had patted her on the
back, .iml said * Good-bye,' the donkey, at a strong
hint from the man’s stick, set off at a rapid walk

TV

— seemed to add to its dreariness: they had no
Windows to speak of, and the doors were closcd:
itwas probable that they werc inhablted by witches,
and it was a relief to find that the donkey did not
stop there.

“ At last— Oh, sight of joy! — this lafie, the
longest in the world, was coming to an end, was
opening on a broad high road, where there was
actually a coach passingl And there wasa finger-
post at thc coérner; she had surelyseen thatfinger-
postbefore — ‘To St. Ogg’s, 2 miles.’

“ THEI?’B WAS QUfTS A CiKOUP HOCN'P TME PIRE W'HEN THEY BEACHED IT.”

alongthc lafie toward the point Maggie had come
‘roman hour ago, while thc tall girl and the rough
“rchin, also furnishcd with sticks, obligingly es-
“rred them for the firsthundrcd yards, with much
soreaming and thwacking.”

Ir<as a terrifying ride for poor Maggie. “ The
to iiglit (if the setting sun seemed to have a por-
'Mous meaning, with which thc alarmiiig bray

t second donkey with the log on its foot must
snreyhavc some connection. Two low thatched
oiages— the only houses they passed in this lafie

“ The gypsy really mc-ant to takc her home,
then; he was probably a good man, after all. and
might have bccn rather hurt at the thought
that she did n’t like coming with him alone.
. As they reached a cross-road, Maggie
caught sight of some one coming on a whitc-
faced hoi-se.

“ *Oh, stop, stop!’ she cricd out.
my father! Oh, Father, Father!’

“ The sudden joy was almost painful, and before
her father rcachcd her she was sobbing. Great

‘There’s



was Mr. Tulliver’s wondcr, for lie liad made a
round from Bassct, and liad not yet been home.

“ *Why, what s the mcaning o’ this?' he said,
checking his horse, while Maggie slippcd from the
donkey and ran to her father’s stirrup.

“ *The little miss lost herself, | reckon,’said the
gypsy. “‘She ’d come to ourtcnt at the far end o’
Dunlow Lafie, and | was bringing her where she
said herhome was. It ’s a good way to come arter
being on the tramp all day.’

“ “Oh yes, Father, he’s been very good to
bring me home,’said Maggie. ‘A very kind, good
man.’

“ ‘Here, then, my man,’said Mr. Tulliver, tak-
ing out five shillings. “ It ’sthe best day’s work
yoii ever did. | could n’t afford to lose the little
wench ; here, lift her up before me.’

“*Why, Maggie, how ’s this— how ’s this?’ he
said, as they rodo along, whilc she laid hcr head

against her father and sobbed. ‘How carne jou|
to be rambling about and lose yourself?’

“ *Oh, Father,” sobbed Maggie, “ 1 mnan-afl
because | was so unhappy — Tom was soanoryl
with me. 1could n’t hear it.’

“ ‘Pooh ! pooh !’ said Mr. Tullivcr, sooih-l
ingly, ‘you mustn’t think o’ running «vay itor.l
fatliev. W hat 'ud father do without his
wench ?”’

“ *Oh no, I never will again, Father— never.'

“ Mr. Tulliver spoke his mind ver\- stronglyl
when he reached home that evening, and thecflen!
was seen in the remarkable fact that Maggie nciti |
heard one reproach from her mother, or onc lauiil
from Tom, about this foolish business of henuivl
ning away to the gypsies. Maggie was raihcr anef
sti'icken by this unusual tveatment, and somciimal
thought that her conduct had been too wickedij|
be alluded to.”

By Huldah Morgan.

Bang, bang, wcnt the pestle; snap, snap, flew
the coffee-kcrncls, over the kitchen floor, under
the cupboard, back of the door; sliding, and trip-
ping, and skipping, like so many little brown slip-
pers offon afrolic, with no restraining feet to guide
them.

Such a kitchen for dancing; wide, and stinny,
and shining — an ofd, oid kitchen in an oid, oid
house ! And the sun glared brightly through the

low open Windows; and the tall dock in the
iookcd down kindly, and did its best to tickoS
promptings for the racrry little rcel.

Bang, bang, bang; snap, snap, snap; andW
heavy iron pestle sank stiffly back against ihe t
fragrant mass. L

Two long legs which had been stretched o» 1
the kitchen floor picked themselvcs up; tivobro”l
hands, which had just let fall the black pt* |



drubbed a tattoo on the table, and a clear, boyish
«ice burst out;

' S«c the conqucring hc-c-cro comes!
Sou*ou*oiind the trumpets, beat tbcdnuns”—

And tlie owner of the legs, hands, and voice,
lluoked tiieerfully down at ihc brown fragments
Isirewed about the floor.

'Looks Uke a regular celebracion. Guess
Itliere 's unough left, though;” he peered scrnti-
ndngiy into the mortar. “ 1put ina good charge
this aftcrnoon. No wecak coffee for to-morrow.”
Then, with a sudden inspiration :

‘ Weak coffee is a sign ofslaveree,
Nor.e 's wanted in ihis lanc) of Ubcricc.”

After which original burst of patriotism, the lips
Ibelonghig to the voicc puckered tliemselves up and
lueni off whistiing, accorapanied by the legs and
| hands,

Now, you must know, that this was the eve of
|[Jul)4, 1S76. The long-leggcd boy knew it; the
Idock in the cérner knew it; and the sun, bless
l«u, he knew it, too ! If you can keep a sccret,
lihesun, and the dock, and I will take you into our
Iconfideni-c and tell you something that the long-
llegjed boy did n’l know,

Long ugo, on another July night, in some year
loiour Lord (no matter which), in the days when
Ithc housc with the sunny kitchcn was not an oid
lliottse, .Tiid when ihc dock that stood in the
Icotner- though quite as tall as it cver became —
Ivas still young; just as the night was falling in a
llililc New England villagc, there carne rumbliiig
lupthc Street a fine yellow gig, cirawn by an okl,
mchite harse.  On through the gloom of the cvcn-
Jing thc\ carne, horse, gig, and driver, past one
Icandie-lighted home after another, until the okl
liiwsc turned in and stood before the hospitable
Idoorof lilis house, which then was not oid. Out
IthroLgh the open door fioated the fragrance of
jnewly baked biscuic; and, within, one could catdi
Ife faint glimmer of coals 011 the kitchcn hearth.
Ilhere wcre oais and hay in the barn beyond,
(ind—rest: a thing not to be dcspised by a

Muntry diictor's horse, It was a gratcful sight to

*«cirm man ; it was a tcmpting prospect to a hun-

KP beast; and the tired creature started impa-
Tently onwai'd as his master alighted. But the
PKtor bcsitated and turned back, and the oid
liorsc, obedient to his word, stood still.

And now the curtain rises upon our Itero. It
|sMttlicdoctor; it is not the okl white horse; it
|5 i'ot lo be even the boy with long legs. The
f “fiain was a leather curtain, and ihe hero was of
|™": which fact, no doubt, accounts for the un-

length of his heroic existence. The curtain

T -

hung from the gig-cushion, and the doctor lifted
it and peered beneath it into that capacious and
mysterious region familiarly known as “ under-
the-seat.” There was a moment of groping and
of subdued ejaculation on the pan of the doctor,
and then there carne, bumping and tinimping out
upon the floor of the gig a heavy, black object,
which he straightway shouldercd and carried within.
The okl horse trotted off toward the barn ; but, if
you had ventured over the thresholcl after our hero,
you would have found him in the office standing
in State, surrounded by pill and powder, extract
and elixir,— all the helps and hindrances that the
knowledge of the times had bFoughl to the little
country doctor in his unpretentious struggle against
suffering. Strong, heavy, and black, there stood
a large iron mortar, with its ponderous pesile.

Certainly. You havc sccn it before, in the
sunny kitchen with the low Windows; but, his-
torically considered, this was its first appearance in
the large house with the tall clock. And so long
as the ofd doctor drove about in the yellow gig,
blistering and bleeding his grateful patients, so
long did the mortar and pcstlc stand fakhfully at
home, keeping guavd over their less steadfast com-
panions. But a time carne when the days of the
years of the good oid doctor were told ; and then
our hero was banished, with saddle-bags and medi-
cine-cliest, to a dark comer of the great garret.

There it stood, year after year, until one day
the boy with the long legs carne upon it, dusiy,
and covered with webs which some ambitious
spider had spun about it, thinking, perhaps, to
chain fast this iron fortrcss for its own, But the
boy, after the manner of many another invcsti-
gator, soon found that the responsibilities of dis-
covery are quite as great as its triiimphs, and by
no means so short-lived. For the first flush of
interest in the new plaything had hardly fadecl,
when, in an unlucky hour, a second discovery was
made, and the young discoverer and the oid hero
found tkemselves copartners in the daily task of
cnishing the liome-browned coffee.

The amount of noise which that venerable mor-
tar was capable of producing commanded a cer-
tain degree of respect. In addiiion to this, even a
short experience in life had taught Master Long-
legs the interesting lesson that the possession of
an intimate friend, upon whom onc may wnrk off
all ill-bumor, is a blessing grcatly to be desired.
Here was a coinrade who might be pumnicled by
the hour without injury to his physique; a friend
who responded sympathetically to noisy confi-
dences; acompanion from whom there was no fear
ofrecriinination. Surely, itmighthave been worse |

Meanwhile, on this centennial eve, the hands on
the oid clock-facc had not been idlc; the sun had



set: the moon had risen, and the shadows which
all the long afternoon had slantcd eastward now
were turned toward the west.

The boy with the long legs had stopped whis-
tling and had assumeci an air of supremc irapor-
tancc. Eviclently affairs of moment demandcd his
attcntion to-night.

He had held numberlcss consultations with
other boys, all of whom wore a like expression of
importance. In a State of breathlcss cxcitement,
he had mounted Oid Dobbin, and liad gonc
plunging down the Street, upon some errand of
great secrecy. On their return, Ofid Uobbin was
observed to be in a'simllar state ofbrcathlessness—
duc, probably, to excitement.

Finally, with pockets full of fire-crackers and
punk, the boy had presented himself at the closed
door of an oid red barn. Here he gave three
loud raps, three low raps, and stood waking.
There was a fumbling within. Presently thc door
creakcd, stuck on its hinges, then suddcnly burst
open. Straightway camc the demand:

“ Friend or foe?”

“ Friend.”

“ Countersign ?”

Lexington, Lundy’s Lanc, fit, bled, and died,
ut, ne, gao, quin, tenAguominus! "

This countersign was adniitted by all the boys to
be a gera ofits kind. AsBob, the sentinel, put it,
“ Tell you what, boys, she s a regular little beauty,
and about as safe as they make 'em. She ain’t the
sort of thing thata fellow ’d happen on by chance 1”

Its accurate repedtion seemed to give entire
satisfaction on this occasion, for thc sentinel an-
nounced :

“ All right, fellows!
and let the Colonel up.”

But the laddcr had made but half the dcscent
from the loft above, when the door was pushed
hurriedly opcn and a panting boy appcared. He
crowded by the Sentinel, impatiently exclaiming;

“ Bothcr the countersign, Bob! 1 can’t stop
for al! that stuff! W here ’s the General ?”

The ladder struck thc floor with a thump; the
head of thc General appcared in a bar of moon-
light which struck across thc loft.

“

Heave down the ladclei,

“ Herc! What’sthc matter? ”
“ Lots !” was the bricf reply. Other heads
appeared, and from thc darkness where heads

could not be seen voices were heard. Evidently,
the loft was a stronghold of some sort; for in a
moment it was alive with heads and voices; voices
of all keys, and heads of all ranks, to judgc from
the titlcs used. There were colonels, niajors, cap-
tains, lieutenants, ensigns, and — heralds ! — boys
of every rank which a carcful study of school his-
tories could suggest.

Sturdy New England boys they were; riiid hj
all her wanderings, the moon had not looked gpon
a jollier and manlier set than those she was pcer-
ing down wupon, in the loft of the oid red bata|
on this night of July 3, 1876.

Sam, the nesvcomer, was already half-way upi” |
ladder. Eager hands pulled him over its projeci-l
ing top, the Colonel following ci6se at his heels.

“Now, Sam!” “ Quick!” “W hat’s up;"|
carne from all sides.

“ Well,”—an ominous pause followed. asiftkl
news wcre too startling to be disclosed liastih-I
“Dr. Chapin says the bell shan’t ring to-nigkl
He does n’t care who tries it— ‘up-stroeter’ot|
‘down-streeter '— it ’s all thc same to him 1”

Dr. Chapin! Were thc skies falling? Gooé-l
natured Dr. Chapin: Why, since first the
was hung in thc belfry of the village chuich, yeatil
and years ago, its patriotic tones had been tlie Sisil
in all thc regiéon to foretell the coming ni eaclil
Independence Glay! Since the time when ihe gavl
hairod men of tlic town were bojs with Drl
Chapin, no Fourth of July had come and goag
without the gallant strugglc between ihc bopi
living north of the chuvch and the bnys iivinjl
south of thc church to outwit each other. andlita|
gain possession of the bell-iope.

For years, as the midnight stroke had i'wakenelj
thc good people of the country-sicle to an sil
forced contcmplation of thc privileges of .-\ineriail
citizenship, they had turned woarily in ilieit 1
and vowed that this should be the last lime iHil
those boys should clisturb their sleep. liuiwlitil
the morning carne, and thosc boys, hungry aoll
triumphant, carne trooping home to lircaklaa;!
when they reponed that this year il;c domn
streeters had been first at the ropc; or wheil
young Sam told oid Sain how he had ouiniiidl
young Bob, by very much the same stratagwil
through which oid Sam had been circuniventedb!!
oid Bob some thirty years before,—»hy, ite'l
was an end of the matter! And, aficr all, tliwl
isbut one Fourth of July in nll the year, andto |
ing one’s rest broken somc night a year henee.i>i|
matter of trival importance to-day. 1 bree kr-j
drcd and sixty-foiir nights of undisturlicd slurabnj
had always provcd enough to effacc tlie dangiT
ous memory of the three hundrcd and sixty-itkl
Back of all this, | suspect that no man liad (ni
been found who was bold enough to face tlie bod
ish indignation that would be sure to folio" J
rebellion. Thus the matter had reslcd ihrouJ
two generations and part of another ; and |
boys supposed that it would rcst, perhaps

That there would be grumbling tn-nigl'i-Jl
and widc, when the tones of the bell were te" |
was what the boys expected; but that any*<l



rtiild openly reijel and attempt to defraud them
of tlieir ancestral rights, was an evil of which
iliey liad not dreamed. And now the blow had

there were many, had looked complacen!; the men,
of whom there were few, had gazed admiringly.

It was at this inspiring moment that Sam ap-

peared with his startliiig

report. “ Prompt, deci-

skirmish against the up-
streeters was insiguificant

sive action,” the General

- had glibly coimscled a
momentbefore. Most truly

it was needed; but what

/\ should that action be?
The renewal of the yearly

THE I.ONC-LECCED BOV SAT DOWN TO CONSIPER.

lhihn, doak by the hand of their own familiar
jftiend,—and that, too, in Centennial year! Do
IJou ivonder that tliere was diré dismay in the loft
|of iheokl red barii that night?

riie biiys never kncw — | doubt if Dr. Chapin
lhiinsclf cver knew— how lic carne to this bold
jddemiination. It may be that, to a thoroughly
|guod-iiauivecl mau, the novelty of an occasional

ll-naUircd action is attractive.

file down-strecters had held their meeting eaiiy
r» givc them time to complete preparations for a
Isirategic movement (so the General, its author,
mcalled it) designed to outwit the company of the
Itp-strccters, and to gain for themselvcs a signal
mncior)-— in other words, a speedy asccnt to the oid
|Wfry and the first puli at the bcll-rope. Itssuccess-
I d accnmplishmcnt clcmanded, so tlie General liad
ji“silold them, prompt, decisive action on the part
1“ both officers and men. The officers, of whom

Ui in comparisou with a com-
bat, wherein the good-na-
tured doctor figured as
their foe.

“ Oh, what nonsense!”
“ April fool ’sover, Sam !'”
“What do you take us
for?” were the greetings
hiirled at tlie innocent
bearer of the unweicome
news as he stood aniong
them. Too crestfallen to
reply, he drew from his
pocket something that re-
tlectcd a dull glimmer in
the moonlight. There was
a shout of relicfas he hcld
itup. ““The churchkcy!”
“ Knew you were fooliiig !”
“ Good for you, Sam i”
But Sam’s attitude was
anything but reassuring.
“ Where ’s tlie other?”
asked some one. “ That s
just it!” burst out Sam.
“ This is only the inside key. Dr. Chapin says
the outside key is ivhere none of us will get it
until five o’clock to-morrow morning.” Five
octlock on a Fourth of july morning! To hear
the tumuit tliat followed one would suppose that
tlie glory ofthe national Starsand Stripcs depended
upon the ringing at midniglit of the cliurcli-bell
in this Gttlc New Englaiid viilage.

The General, who had been sprawling on the
hay in abject confusion since the arrival of this
intelligence, now raised his liead with a good-
natured, “ Come, fellows, shutup!”

The inviting proposition apparently iiict with
little favor, for tlie hubbub only iiicrcased. This
was hiimiliating. The General sprang up astride
a projecting beain. He looked about for some-
thing svith which to cali the meeting to order.

“Bob ! Pitch up that rake !”

The Sentinel, who, legardlcss of the possible



enti-ance of the foe, was balanced in a perilous
position at the top of the ladder, chanced to hear
the reqiicst, and obediently handcd up his weapon.
W ith this imwieldy mace, the General proceedcd
to pound “ Order!” at the same time emphasizing
his commands with several well-aimed thrusts at
the most noisy of the offendcrs within his reach.

Gradually, by dint of frantic poundings and
pokings, and becausc there seemed nothing to say
further than to thrcaten the absent doctor with the
most reckless kinds of revengc, the loft became
tolerably quiet, and the boys turned their attention
to their commanding officer.

He still sat on the beam, warm but triumphant.

“ Well,” reproachfully and with a final blow of

the rake handie, “ I should think you might keep
still a minute and hear what a fellow ’s got tosay !”
“ Yes,” boldly echoed the Sentiiiel. “ | ’ll put

the next fellow out of the fort, who can’t keep
quiet, and mind his own business !”

“You! Better put yourself there!” chuckled
the Colonel, as there carne a thundering knock at
the barn-door.

“Come, huriy up!” “ Dont let ’em in!”
“You 're a pretty sentincl!” “ Don’t forget the
countersign !” followed the humiliated soldier in
his rapid and reckless desccnt of the ladder. But
whoever was withoutdid not choose to take advan-
tage of the unguarded statc of tlie outposts, for
the knocking continued. The Sentinel reached
the door; there was an animated parley for a few
moments, and then carne the report, “ It ’s Dick
Hall from the up-streeters, with a flag of truce.”

The General hesitated; military etiquettc con-
cerning the reception of flags of truce and their
bearers was unknown to him. He had a siispicion
that it would not be ih accordance with the dignity
of his position for him to go out to the messenger,
To admit one of the enemy to the loft while every-
Iliing was still in confusién would never do.

Meanwhile the messenger waited.

The General glanced questioningly around in
the dim light; then, with a desperate assumption
of coolncss, boldly commanded, “ Bring in the
fiag, Sam.”

The gravity with which this request was lieard
was reassuring; the General breathcd more freely.

Evidently, no one thought of objecting to this
proceeding, the Sentincl least ofali. He promptly
showed himself nt the open door with the demand,
“ Let ’s have your flag, Dick!”

Dick’s own knowledge of the xiltimatc dcstina-
tion of flags of truce was quite as misty as the
Sentinel’s; but he had no notion of allowing
military demand to intcrfcre with personal right.
The flag was his own handkerchief; its staff, his
popgun. So he stoutly replied, “ Not much !”

“ They always do,” rejoined the Sentinri.

To doubt this statement might be to stitiwigr,o.|
ranee Of military measures; that Dick «ould noil
do before a down-streetev.

“ Well,” he admitted doubtfully, “ tak" ii; im|
be sure to bring it back. What are you goingio|
do tvilh it, though ?”

The poor General, within, was intei t on ihtj
same question; but of that the Seniud knnf
nothing as he witheringly replied, “ Dii«ithii;|
W hy, what they always do.”

The flagwas promptly prcsentcd within.  It[ijlj|
been used during the day to hold Dickk storeofi
ammunition; and now, grimy, and with asironjl
odor of gunpowder, it seemed anything biii &g
of peacc. The boys gravely watched the .iscemoil
this limp bannev to the loft, feeling that .icemial
degree of respect was due it from its cuiinecliMI
with such an important matter. They videnilij
shared Dick’s curiosity as to what was to be done|
with it, but they said nothing.

Itwas a trying moment for the General; buihi>|
honesty carne to his rescue.

“ Well, boys,” he frankiy admitted, '‘I 'mnpl
astump! What s to be done with it?”

The gravity of the loft, which was fast laccominf)
painful, vanished as the Colonel promptly sug|
gestcd, “ Wash it!”

This restored the General’s prcsence of mind.

“ Here, you, Rob, take her back ! Colonel,;-™j
come along with me, and find out what '<wanidll
The rest of you fellows keep quiet, and getiipi|
plan to beat Ihe doctor !”

Five minutes went by and no feasiblt plan |
been suggested; ten minutes, and thu Gencnill
had not yet returned; fifteen minutes, andiliil
boys began to grumblc ; twenty minute.-., and ibt|
Colonel suddenly appeared among them.

“ Oh, boys, such larks !'” and with an ecsiaiic|
vvhoop the Colonel inounted tlie ladder. AfitrJ
carne the ccmmandcr-in-chief of the ul'-strectfii.|
and hehind him, pcll-mcll, all his devoted liwps

“ Three chcers for the up-streeters!” shouiedl
the General, who was bringing up tbhc rear.

“ Whoop, whoop, lioovay !” roared tlic invadirlj
liost, untroubled by any feelings of falso raodfsiyj

“ Hooray!” feebly echoed the wondorirg bopl
in the loft, who {to prevent any possible misandtf-r
standing) immediately addcd the threatening n-|
quest, “ Say, want us to pitch into thcm ?”

“ No, no!” shouted the General and GloR-

“ Come on, if you want to!” invitcd tiic "'l
abashed up-streeters.

“ Hold on, cnn’t you?” the General ordoredj
despairingly. “ Just waittill you near "hat’sup,
and he scrambicd up the ladder and srcenwij
mounied the executive beam.



The boys were growing angry ; there was not a
Inwnient to lose.

“Non-, fellows, ki, yi 1 Here ’s to beat the cloc-
iiorl" and, with a swing of his hat, the General
|ktl off.

. This was irresistible; up-streeters and down-
ISifegiorS howled in company.

“Non. then,” demandcd the General, seizing
Jhischance, “ are you ready >" and, before any one
lhad an opportunity to object, he had begun his
Ispeecli. After that, curiosity kept the boys qgiiict
|«hile thc General explained affairs.

He loki them that a new foe had appeared, and
lid feuds must be forgotten; the foi-ces of the
Istreet must unite to dcfcat the doctor’s unpatriotic
Idemand. The up-streeters had a scheme, a scheme
lihal he, himself, would have been proud to get
lap; they invited the down-streeters to help put it
lihrough. Would they do it?

ltwas a very simple plot, as all successful plots
late, | believe. A window with a broken lock in the
Ichurdi g.illery, a tree just outside with a strong
llimb Ic.ming down near to the window, and, to
Ireach the limb, there was the doctor’s brand-new
Ititlder.

The poetic justico of this last suggestion ap-
Ipealed to their boyish imaginations, and a mighty

dioiitWCM up when at last the Generals specch
Isas endeil.

Peace between ihe up-streeters and the down-
streeters ivas declared on the spot. Then carne a
Igrand coimcil of war, the once rival coramanders
xinferrin;., amicably in the loft.

Thehands ofthe oid dock in thc kitchen pointed
ioelenni, and the moon rodé high in the lieavcns,
rlien, with coinpleted plans, the enthusiastic
I'cung bclligereiits marched peacefully over the
Muietlieids to the little while church.

Doctor Chapin was sleeping— a quiet, restful
Bloep—when there carne, trembling through the
fjumnier air, the muffled, imccrtain first stroke of
|bell tolled by unaccustomed hands.

Doctor Chapin opened his eyes. *“ Imagina-
Ibn! —riibbish !'” and he smiled a grim smile to
i ink that the habit of years had wakccl him on
liisjuly night. Doctor Chapin was something
Pl I pinlusophcr, and he reflecled, “ This cer-
j~ 1 make a good story for me to tell at thc
f«t mecting of the Connecticut Valley Medical
jlisociaiion!”

"hat Doctor Chapin thought next, I do not

W hat he jrr/rf next, I shall not tell: itwas
Imagination '— nibbish ! for, dear and
| carne, as if in contrndictinn of his
a second stroke, this time fiirn and

P"" «"lh the strength of many hands.
“to it on the authority of an oid ow!, who

was perched on a tree without, that, at the third
stroke, the doctor appeared in the open window
with an ejaculation of which a devout owl could
not approve. It was at thc eleventh stroke, the
owl said, that the doctor’s face brightened, and he
gave a happy chuckle as he murmured to him-
self, “ 1 've got it, 1°’ll be even with the young
rascals yeti”

Seventy-six strokes they pulled,— some short.
some long, some strong, some feeble, as different
sets of boys relievcd each other; and then a line
ofdark figures carne slidingonc after another down
the ladder.

At two o’clock they were to come back again;
until that time there was other sport on hand.
The window was closed, the ladder laid behind a
fence, and tlie boys werc off.

Two o’clock carne and with it carne the boys,
somewhat sleepy and ravenously hungry, but still
patriotic.

There was a race for the church, a chase up the
ladder, a rush for thc bell-ropc.

“ Now then, boys1 Here she goes!”

W ith a shout, they bent eagerly to the task;
but from the liell above there carne no answering
peal.

“That’s queer; try it again. /Voru, then!”
and the boys breathed deep and pulled hard ; the
creaking rope slid stiffly back, grating mpurnfully
in its wooden socket; but still the bell was silent.
The rope fell from their hands. They looked
suspiciously at cach other.

“ Anybody bcen cheating?”

Stories of witches and goblins floated into thc
memory of somc of Che smaller boys.

“ You don’t suppose it ’s ghosts, do you ?” tim-
idly suggested one of the boys, who, with an eye
to unearthly possibilities, had already considerably
shortcned the distance between liimself and the
open window,

“ Ho, ho, ho !” laughed the Colonel. “ Ghosts?
Come on and let’s find 'em! Up to the bcifry,
boys!”

So up to the dark belfry they wein. Once in
the belfry, there was an eager search ; and a honl
of dismay went up from the boys, as in breath-
less tones the General announced, “ The —bell-
tonguc ’s— gone !”

They searched high, they searched low, under
the raftcrs, back of the beams, but no bell-tongue
could be found.

They formed in line, and each, in turn, vowed
that he knew nothing of the inissing clapper.

“ W ell!” wailcd the boys disconsolately, at last,
“ tbe fun’s all over; we might as well go home
and go to bed."”

Then, suddcnly, the Colonel's cheerful voice



rang out, “ Say, fellows, got any wijre? Well,
then, | 've got an idea. You just bless the shades
of my ancestors, aud | ’Il be back in a jiffy,”
and the Colonel and bis idea disappeared in the
darkn ess.

Down the ladder, over the fence he svent,
through the dewy fields lie rau, until, panting but
gleeful, he stood within the door-yard of the oid,
oki house. A mosquito net guardcd the kitchen’s
open window. He hesiiated an instant, and then
put his fist boldly through. “ Fix it to-morrow,”
he muttered. A moment and he stood within.
There, in the corner, he saw the object of his Corn-
ing:— the oid movtar and pestle. He liftcd the
pestle gently and laughed softly to himself as he
said, “ Ha, ha, my beauty! You won’t make a
bad clappcr for a centennial bcll, will you ?” And
then lie was off again.

A pair of dcwy shocs stood by Dr. Cliapin’sbhed;
a coat covered with webs and dust was flung over
the back ofa chair, while 011 the table glimmercd
a small iron object whicli had not been there two
hours before.

The doctor was dreaming,— dreaming of this
same piece of iron. He thought that he held it
firmly in his hand, when suddenly it wrenchcd
itself from his grasp, rapped him sharply over the
knuckles, perched itself fainiliariy 011 his shoulder,
and sliouted in his car, “ Clang, clang !”

The dream ended ; but still sounded the mcialiic
voice,—*“ Clang, clang!” Thcre was no mis
taking it. He sprang from his bed ; a rapid search
showed the innocent iron tongue lying untouchcil
on the table.
bell, peal after peal, as if the glad spirits of the
boys wcre iiiocking the sliort-lived triuniph of the
astonished doctor.

The oid gentleman droppcd into a i.hair and|
groaned. Scvcnty-six slrokes they had pulled be-
fore; probably they would now complete ilie other
eighteen hundred!

“Why clid n’t I let tliosc boys alonez ! mightl
have known they would get the best of iil Bui
where, in this gloiious Republic, did thcy rake wp
another clnpper?” And then from groaning te
doctor fell to laughing,— which provee. ivithom|
doubt, that he was a philosopher.

By and by the boys grew tired or took pity, andl
the clangor in the belfry died away. .Anddien, |
from laughing, the doctor fell once more 10 sleep-]
ing, and the boys trooped homec.

The mortar and the pestle still stand in the]
pleasant kitchen ; and the iron-tongiie hasfoiinjj
its way homc to its belfry towcr, where. perhaps, |
some day you niay come upon them, guardingthe]
oid, oid house and the little church in the quietj
Connecticut valley.
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DOGS OF NOTIUD AMERICZz\NS,

P.ART
By Gertrudi- Vi

JOHN BURROUGHS’S DOGS.

John- ilurroughs is famous for his success in
reading a wonderfully interesting book, which is
‘n il language few can transiate for want of

— J.V» W ji, uuacivxng gyg§, §§iliﬁlious
<ina.;irkVF all jot0ng cyes are requived.

| er books may be read at one’s case. One

n sturty thcm by the fireside in winier, under

'V "'I'®" 't storms, in cool shadows when the

IS nercc ; but he who turns the Icavcs of the

VOL. XV.— 43

n R. Wickham.

Book of Nature ofttimes must do so at much sacri-
fice of physical comfort, regardless ofcoid or heat,
unmindful of rain or snow, and forgetful cven of
hunger.

And then, after each lesson is Icarned, to make
the study of prnctical vaUie the reader should be
able to.rcpeat the lesson in Ian%uage which all
may understand. ’

This, John Burrougbs docs most deiightfully,
and offcrs us dainty volumes concerning “ Birds
and Poets,” “ Fresh Fields,” “ Wintcr Sunshine,”
and the “ Wnke Robin.” He is like a tiorist who
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takes a patcii of uncultivated land for his gardcn,
and, after a spring and summer of care and toil,
invites inio it all who love flowers, seiecting and
arranging the choicest for them to bear away.

One can casily imagine Mr. Bunouglis’s boy-
hood. Even then lie must have ljeen a rarc com-
panion for a walk, seeing with his young eyes what
was invisible to others; detecting the first breath
ofspring lipén the imprisoned tree-buds; hearing
the faint, far-away notes of tlie coming birds;
knowing when and where to look for the rarest
wild-flowers; noticing every change of foim and
color in the passing clouds, and giving, in those
early days, bright promise of the future which
finds him to-day the famous American author and
naturalist.

We shall not be surprised to learn that one who
has discovered the family secrcts of the birds, and
is on intimate terms with that shy symphony in
watcr-coiors, the speckled brook troul, is also fond
of all animals, and especially of dogs.

They are the chosen companions of his daily
rambles, and are otherwise taken into distinguishcd
confidence.

“In ioving a dog,”
sure ofa full return.”

W ithin twelve years,

he says, “ one is always
or since living at West
Park, New York, Mr. Burroughs has had three
little black-and-tan friends, all of whom succcs-
sively carne to grief, leaving behind them a sorrow-
ing master.

The first was “ Rab,” who lived only a year,
and then fell a victim to distcmper. He was loved
in the family almost as though he were a child,
and regretftil tears werc shcd at his death.

The nextone was “ Rovo,” awonderfully spirited
and intelligent dog. He was very fleet-footed, and
always began to chase the sparrows in bis glee,
when he saw Mr. Burroughs making ready for a
walk or a drive.

He lived to be three years oid, and in that time
carne almost to read his master's very thoughts.
Rovc was poisoned.

His successor was “ Lark,” the dog of the gentle
heart; neither so active fior so intelligentas Rovc,
but very affectionate. A simple-minded clog was
Lark. When seizing a squirrel he would take hold
as far from the squirrel’s little teeth as possible,—
usually by the tail,— and consequcutly was always
bitten.

Lark became very dear to his master, and they
had m.any svalks and talks together. When he
died, in 1881, Mr. Burroughs was so bereaved that
he concluded to love no more dogs, and kept that
resolution for four years.

Here is a bit of cloggcrel that Mr. Burroughs
used to repeat to his little boy about Lark, which

« Scc "Leiter-box,"

will interest the Very Little Folks of ST. Nich.

OLAS:
“ My dog Laik»
He can bark
Aficr dark,
And hit the mark
‘W ay over lo Hydc Park."

The present reigning favorite is “ Laddic."*

| svish that | were able to place him upon the
same high plafie of fidelity and affcction as «&
occupied by his lamentcd predecessors, but,-
alas '— Laddie is unmindful of his rare privileges,
and sometimes forsakes his master to run offto
town with — the butcher !

It seems too bad thus to publish him to tht

“ LADDIIS/ OSE OF JOHN KUKROCCHS S 1»008

world; for, if he could realize how his shoncom-
ings were being spread before so many critical |
young eyes, he doubtless would be much mortifiel, [
and at once mcnd his vagabond ways.
Fortunately for Mr. Burroughs, Laddic isiic
his only dog. He has a fine black setter, byilif
waggish fiame of “ 1 Know,” who is all one coud
wish in a canine friend; faithful, affectionatc, ad
with no inteiests separate from those of his rossic"
He seems not to have a single savage, or een
unkind, drop of blood in bis veins. Indccd, il nu-JI
be an animal of unbounded good nature thatwould
allow two cats and a smaller dog to use him
rug; for in coid weatlier Laddic conlly
himsclf for the night in the space
Know’s outstretched legs, curling up againsr to
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longsilken hair to keep warm ; while the cats, for
ihe same reason, nestle ciése to their big, gentle
friend, and sometimes even situpon him as he lies
| siietchetl out by the kitchen stove,
Occasionally 1 Know acts as if he knew he
ivsbeing put upon, for no dog of character would

springs upon him, usually putting one paw on Mr.
Burroughs’ arm, and hopping along for the first
few paces on his hind legs !

A sportsman would not valué I Know highly,
for, although a thoroughbred setter, he has never
been trained to hunt; but the instinct is strong in

“1 KNOIV," A 5STTER EOO DELONCINO TO JOHN UC.BROUGHS

Iweiobc found in such an undignified position.
| Buthe is too kind-hearted openly to resent their
frecdom, so his only rccourse is lo shcd thc cats,

'fiprive Laddic of his silken blanket by get-
jingup and laying himself down in another place.

| hnagine the dazed loolc of the cats as they

Ilheir soft couch hcaving, and find themselves
| pitched o(f upon the floor, and the disgust of that
| itlerasca], Laddic, when his covering walks away.
| P'ty them, for we can imagine
| sojust lioiv long poor I Know is allowed to pos-
isnew camping-ground in pcace. No longer
t'tose comfort-loving friends to stretch
“Hri around to thc other side of thc

themselves in their oid posi-
Sreat moment of the day with I Know, is
i getting ready for an aftcr-
| ditr * i dy f f
tt «alk. Tlicn how he leaps, and harks, and

him, and he scours thc fields and woods in a lively
manner, especially when he strikes the trail of a
partridge. Then he is in a quiver of cxcitement.

We trust that faithful, obcdient I Know will be
long-lived, and for many years to come continué
thus to bo his master’s companion and humble

As forthc rebellious truant, Laddic, wc are
is over he will

friend.
ccrtain that when his wild youth

pose as a reformed dog, and will ofier good advice
drawn from bis own expcricnce.

T. D, ALDRICH’'S DOG.

Op course, an animal of such rare attainmcnts
lives in Boston, and furtherniore, he assisis in
cditing the AthinUc Monthly!

Lest the latter statcment lead to injustice, and
Triplet be held responsible for all the dogmas
expounded in that highly respcctablc niagazine.



let me hastcn to explain that his connection with
the Atlantic, though most honored and intimate,
is somewhat limited.

His duties, performed with great regularity and
dccorum, are self-appointed and self-taugUt. In-
dccd, regarded solely as a dog of letters, he would
lje considered truly a self-made dog.

He watches for the postman, receives the mail,
nnd carrics it proudly and safely to the library of
liis master, who is Thomas Bailey Aldrich, poet

“"TKU'LEr, T. B. ALDRICH s uUoOC.

and author, and editor of the Atlantic Munthfy.
In view of this fact there may be foundation for
the rumor that Triplet is the médium between his
master and the waste-paper basket; that by a
mutual understanding the dog singles out rejected

manuscript at a glance, and gently drops jt «here |
it belongs.

Triplet, as his flame suggests, is onc ofa trioof |
playmates, his two companious being Mr. Aid. |
rich’s twin sons; and probabiy it is safe 10sv
that one-tliird of all the fun and frolic, cnc-third |
of all the noise and mischief, sure to oceurinal
house sheltcring two boys and a dog, is made by
the beautiful, pcttcd, Irish setter.

So much ofa child ishe himself, that he requirei |
a warm, comfortablc bed every night; he ltringj
it down from an upper room, and slccps «ith bis |
head high on a pillow.

Although, I trust, a dog of strictcst democraiic |
principies in accord with his cnvironmeciit, Triplet
perhaps would be justified in assuming aristocraiic
tastes and tendencies; forheis of a rare brced, and|
his anccstors have won enviable distinctioii atdog
shows.

Addcd to these natural advantages, is anaca-l
dcmical cducation acquired at Sumnecr's kennels, |
Dorchcstcr, Mass., where he graduaicd mil |
trained to the gun.

FRANK R. STOCKTON’S DOC.

“ Fax” was a melancholy proof of the sayinj,!
“ Accidents will happen in the bcst-regulaiedl
n familics.” Mr, Frank Siockton,!
| though a brilliant novdist, 1l
1 or mas, no judge of a ctog, Hcl
fell into the grave error ofpl”I
suniing that the biggest is invaii-l
ably the best. But wc, «lioaifl
wisev, know that the tiriest planil
in a bed of seecllings, or thel
“weenicst” puppy in alitteroi|

dogs, is often the choicest.
his brothers and sister and 1)
carne so large and clumsyast|

intcrfcre with their comfort,
eventoendangcr theirsafely,Mi j
Stockton ncvcr should liare ao|

cepied him as a gift.

he had not, Fax would have IKedj

and died in obscuiily, so itej
world would not havc knt«a|
all the possibilitics of canintj

charactcr ; and, after all. in
rcspecls he was such a
as you naturally vould
Mr. Stockton to cali his own. He was
original, and entirclyunconvenlional. Lihk®' |
he that his mother was a beautiful
and that her othcr puppies usually favored |
maternal side of the housc. He prefcrredto



liver-colorcd and white, himself, and to look and
act likc a conglomérate of ail kinds of dogs; to
lave the head of a hound, the cars of a spaniel,
and the forelegs of a setter, whilc the rest of his
tiody was that ofa pointer.

But jt was not merely this physical patchwork
thal made Fax an object of interest. His mental
incongruities were equally varied. Ignoring the
iiaditioiial rules of interest or affection that are
supposeri to govern the canine mind, he succeeded
in keeping himself continiially conspicuous, and
consegiiently never suffercd the neglect which is
loo oficii the portion of modcsty or diffidcnce.
“Fix's latest” became an absorbing topic of
Uniily interest; and “ W hat will he do next?”
nasa daily inquiry.

One of his eccentricities was a too literal inter-

“"FAX." A DOG WHICH HEUONGKD TO FRA.SK R. STOCKTON.

pretaiion ofthe injunction, “ Welcome the coming,
speed the parting guest.” He was insucha hurry
‘oriothe speeding that he frequently commenccd
>Wore the caller entered the house. Mr. Stock-
im says—*“ He would nm to meet the pcreon as
lkough he had known the visitor intimately for
)Hrs,— wagging his tail and his body too, as if
Mnple tail-wagging were too slight a welcome for
« Nistiiiguished a guest. As the dog went caper-
"f and mincing down the path, his every gesture
“cined to say, ‘Why, hosv do you do? How
Slad we shall all be to see you ! Everything is
"«lyfor you; thcre are chickens nnd hot rolls for

*Set *

l.c«€r*box,”

tea; we have a spare bed, if only you will stay.
Then, still wagging himself about the pleased
visitor, he would drop a little behind, and have
the guest by the leg before one could say Jack
Robinson.”

Fax had a scientific turn of mind. He early
cstablished a museum in the back yard, and was
always collecting material for it. He never be-
came discouraged at the frequent raids made upon
it by various members of tlie family who objectcd
to his methods of acquiring spccimens.

Bonos, whether of beast, fish, or fowl, werc care-
fully covered up, togetherwith hismaster’sslippers,
his mistress’s pursc, and the baby’s stockings.
Early morning, before the family were up, was his
favorite time for work in this direction ; and then
he would stand around, looking unconscious and

(AFTER A SKETCH FROM MEMORY DV MR. STOCKTOH.)

innocent, while they, halfdressed, werc scarching
for missing articles, and exclaiming, “ Who took
myshoes?” “ Where ismy other stocking? ” =« 1
say, who s dot my towsis ?”

This tendency to appropriate and secrete things
for which he could have no possible use did not
ceasc with his puppy-days; and with his maturcr
months was dcveloped an utter disregard for the
rights of propcvty in general- He no longer felt
limited in his choice of food, for instancc ; both the
butcher and the baker were ciése at hand, and it
was easier to help himself abroad than to wait for
his usual dinner at home; and whenever he chose
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to change his dict, there were delicious herring at
the .nearest groccr’s, and he knew where they were
kept.

He was generally on hand when his master or
mistress started out for a walk, ready to go along
and to bring distress and shame upon them. Mr.
Stockton relates a ve.xatious but amusing instance
in which Fax made him feel conspicuous and
miserable.

“ One Sunday, as with a weil-dressed crowd |
was going to church, I found Fax following me.
Knowing that he never entered a church, | took no
particularnoticeofhim; buthappening to lookback
a second time, | saw him at my heels with a twist-
loafin his mouth ! He had been in the shop of an
irreligious baker in those few minutes. This was
too much for my sense of piopriety, and as ] failed
utterly to drive him off, and began to attract con-
siderable attention, | was obliged to go down a
side-street and so home. That dog was never
abashed. 1 have seen him chase chickens into
the very houses of their owners, and, before their
astonished eyes, pin the poor fowls to the floor.
Ofcourse, at such times, 1 did not wish any one to
think that | was acquainted with the dog. But on
being discovered in any disreputable intrusién into
house, store, or garden, it was his habit to run to
us, and jog along demurely behind us, as much as
to say, ‘These are the folks | belong to; if you
have anything to say, say it to them.” And very
often people did say it to us.”

And yet, no one could help liking Fax, for fo
spite of his glaring faults, he was interesting, Such
an utterly ridiculous dog could scarcely failof being
so. And then he was kind and affectionate «ith
the children of the family.

Also, Fax at times displayed great intdligencc
A large dog, chaiiied during the day, was let loose
at night, well muzzled. Several mornings in suc-
cession his muzzle was found hanging loase from
his neck. How it became unfastencd was a great
raystery until a watch was set upon him, «hen it
was discovered that soon after being untied forthe
night be would lie down on the grass, and Fai
ivould unbuckle the strap with his teeth. and puli
the muzzle over the big dog's nose.

At different times, after somc aggravatingoffense
against propriety or mordis on the part of Faj,
Mr. Stockton would endeavor to escape frnm fur-
thcr consequence of this canine mistake 1 | giving |
him away. But the dog always carne, or «as|
brought, back. Then a relativo, out of regard for
the family honor and peace, tried to poison him
He ate the dose in safety, and lickcd his chopsiir |
more.

Finally, one day, he poked his head through i
a pane of glass in a grocer’s window, in order lol
reach a covcted bunch of herring, and was then
and there handcd over to justice, ir the siiape ofa|
passing porter, with orders to take the dog anay |
where none of the family would ever again st|
eyes on him.



DRILL;

A STORY OF SCHOOL-BOY LIFE.

By John Preston True.

Chapter XlI.

The General was right. The new drill was a
completo success. For a time it beat even the
novelty, skate-sailing, out of sight; and putting
ifie students through the manual (which, be it
remarkod, the General had devised without tak-
inga trip to Arizona, or holding an interview witli
ihc Apaches) kept the whole community in a
state Of subdued excitcment.

The two daily drill-hours were borne on the wings
oithe wind, and were past before they seemed to
have mure than come. There wassomuch todo in
them, and progrcss was so slow ! In the first place,
the bo\s found that Harry was a very martinet as
a drill-inaster, “ out-heroding Herod” in that
respcct.  If a student failed in a maneuvcr, if he
hurried or was too slow, or if the twang of the
bow.striiig carne two seconds too soon to be in
iccord with the rhythmic count by which the
iDotlons wcre measurcd, that student went back
Dlite beginning and did it all over again until he
«05 faultless. There was grumbling, of course ; a
great deal of it, at one time or another. Perhaps
the only one who did not find fauit was the very
one from whom trouble had becn expectod.
Mitchcli, when his turn carne, went at the manual
«iih a ccrtain sullen determination to excel that
corried him through in just half the time required
forLieuicnant Rankin; and Mitcheli reccived his
arroivs first of all.

But ll.avry was popular, and, moreover, was
genumely enthusiastic; besides, the habit of drill
had so wrought its work upon the students as to
tender tliem far more receptive of ideas than any

recriiits would be under similar circumstances.
thanks to a time of mild weather which pre-
dnded skating, lie found it less of a task jhan he
ad aniicipaled, to teach these hundred boys to
sv and to release their bow-strings together;
and after arrows had been given, battalion-cliill
hoamc a source of hcarty enjoyment.

Some few complaincd of wearincss, and were at
anee supplied with lighter bows, after which no
‘ntlber objection was heard. Thcrc was much
ten emulation among the different companies
a>erthe records of thcir respective marksmanship;
ntrecords liad been kept from the day when first
Ni targets with filled quivcrs and did
"t best to mar the perfoction of the fair

faces. Company A led at the outset, of course;
but the others rapidly advanced in precisién.

Under such inducements a week of school life
passes with astonishing swiftness, and when Satur-
day of another week dawned and left the first in
the past, hardly more than a day seemed to have
flown by. One thing attested it, however; the
threatencd thaw had dallied by the way, and after
some slushy weather the ice ivas solid as a rock,
although alow moaning carne from the southward
and a storm seemed farewing in that direction.

There are fashions among boys as among men.
Let a new game be launched upon the sea of life
and become caught in the undercuirent of public
approval and it soon leaves all others far behind,
as did the famous *“ fifteen-puzzlc” in the year
i880.

Harry already had set a fashion. There ivas no
doubt about that. For days at a time the boys had
thought of nothing but his neiv method of flying,
and it was not asyet grown commonplace by famil-
iarity ior dulled in the least by the long intcrval.
The General even combincd the novelties, for an
hour, by holding the Saturday quarter-slaff drill
on skates upon the ice. Doctor McCarty was
inclined to joke about this experimcnt, and tried
to quiz the veteran over his lapse from precedent.

“ Quite a mistake, Doctor ! Ifyouwillread Dutch
and Sivedish history you will find more than one
occasion upon which a forcé of skatcrs wrought
havoc in an enemy’s ranks, hovering around them
like hawks, as the soldiers werc marching across
some frozen lake. 1believe that on at least one
such occasion, skatcrs took partin aregular pitched
battle!” and the oid soldier tugged at his mus-
tache with a certain feeling of grim humor at thus
having got the better of the little Doctor.

It was a glorious day for sailing. The wind
liowled around the corncrs of the Institute build-
ings, and swept shrieking across the lake from the
southward until the boys had difficulty in standing
against it, and those who had the means took a
recfin their lateens. Oid sailors looked knowingly
at the signs in thesky, and prcdictedasnow-storm
within twenty-four hours. This only made the
boys more eager to make the most of the skating
while it lasted; and some twenty of them, having
little storm-laiUernsswingingfrom the yards, started
immediately after suppcr, with the intention of



beating down the lake a dozcn miles or more, and
then scudding back beforc the wind. Dafie, Harry,
Rankin, Mitchell, and Nat Young were among
them, and all of them were skillfnl sailors on the
water, which is almost the same thing as being a
good ice-sailor. To know how to bcat up against
a smackiug breeze, to keep right side up when the
gusts carne,— the same principies are to be fol-
lowed on ice or water. It was a pity there was
no moon until late that night; but the darkness
made the lanterns gleam all the brighter, as they
darted hithor and thither like will-o’-the-wisps,
and the boys at the Institute waiched them for a
long way, as they zigzagged to and fro in thcir
seemingly erratic and butterfly-like courses.

The sky was heavily ovcrcast, and here and there
flakes of snow fluttered lazily down at shortening
intcrvals,— forerunners of the storm which the
wcather prophets had prcdicted,— flakes at which
the principal shook his head with some misgiving,
and which led him to order the great lamp to be
lighted in the tall clock-tower. The iamp soon
sent a bright bcam flashing through the darkness.

There was a crowd of skaters all the evening on
the ice near the Instituto, in spite of the fact that
many of the students had béen upon runners
nearly all day. Three or four kegs of lar were
mounted upon barréis ballasted with stones, and
with these for goals, blazing red in the night, many
a game of “ Prisoner's Base” was played, varied
at intervals by its cousin among games, “ Scout.”

The latter may not be known everywhere.
Bricfly, it is this: Two boys keep Che goal, touch-
ing every skater they can catch ; whiie any player
who, untouchcd himself, can touch the goal, is safe
for that game; the first boy caughthas to be goal-
keeper next time, while the last caught becomcs
the second goal-keeper and chascr of the rest. It
was very exciting, and kept thcm warm with excr-
cise. Thcy lacked the presence of the best play-
ers, however, all of whom wcre away with Harry
W ylie; and some began to woncler «Tiy the party
had not returned.

" There they are ! ” shouted one at last, and all
within hearing turned and looked with straining
eyes. Far away, secming almost on the horizon,
a score of twinkling lights — mere pin-points —
glittered in a wavcring fashion against the black
curtain of the sky, vanishing and reappearing
without growing pcrccptibly larger; while a strange
rumbling, grinding sound carne echoing down the
wind, so faintly that for a time no one noticcd it.

W hcn gusts carne, the low rumble grew louder,
but it died away to a mere murmur during the
lulls.

Suddcnly the distaut lights grew dim for a
moment, and then vanishcd altogether, Five, ten

minutes passed, and still they did not reappear,
A gray mist was rapidly advancing toward ihe
skaters, spreading entirely across the lakt. Then
carne a hiss and a rush, and they found thcmselves
wrappcd in a blinding snow-squall, the partidcsui
snow as fine as dust. Meanwhile the low rumbling
increased in volume as they struggled toward the
shorc, guided by the reflector in the towcr. A
the same moment a telegraph messenger rushed
up in great excitement with a dispatch, addressed
to the principal, from an agent down tlic lake;

“ Caliin all bkaters: ice js breaking up,
Hildketh,"

Scarcely a minute elapscd before, loud and dear,
the notes of the buglc rang out the “ Rctreat,”
and in scurried tbc last of the skaters, witli flying
feet, to joiii the crowd on shorc. But the yachis-
men,— the swift-sailed Corinthians who shot .may
southward in the early cvening,— they had nol
come back. And the ice was breakingup!

It was about half-past nine in the evening when,
some ten miles away from tbe Instituto, the boys |
liad come about and on the starboard tack, liug-1
ging the wind as closely as was possible, liad |
glided into a covc for a momecnt’s rest. It wes|
hard work,— this standing up against the wind for |
so long a time.

Nat Young’s lantern had blown out, and he had
some difficulty in rclighting it.

“ Strikcs me that we have come far cnough,”
he observed, when the flame was again buming |
brightly.

“ It is about time to go back, that ’s a fact”
Dafie assentcd, Consulting his watch, “ Howthe
wind doesblow!—W hat ’s that, | wondcr?"

“ That,” was a heavy crash reverbcrating along |
the ice, which seemed to tremble under thcm,
startling every bo)' to his feet. Thcy h:ul noticed |
this tremulous wave-motion before. A inile anav |
to windward a black line stretched across the lake. |
W ithin the last few minutes it had a]>pvoachcd |
perceptibly nearer, and tbc crashing sounds had |
increased alanningly in volume. H.nrry Mylk|
started out to investigate, and Mitchell. afteral
moment’s hesitation, followed him. A few niitiuies 1
later Mitchell with frightencd eyes carne flyi"?|
back a-slant tbe wind like a sca-gull.

“ Tvavel, fellows ! the ice is breaking-” |
out stopping he threw his weight back against ihe |
wind and, in a twinkling, shot away homewardon
the other tack, with the wind on the quarlerwhic 1
he had found to be his swiftest. He was folb"" |
by all the rest at their utmost speed. Done, ™ |
carried a tremendous spread of sail, shook outhn i
reef aud shot after Mitchell likc an Arclic o« i" |
pursuit of a flyiug haré.



“Where ’s Wylie ?”” he sliouted, as his sail for
m mstaiit blankeced Mitchell’s.

“Corning! He told me to give the alarm,” roarcd
lttclicll over his shoulder; “ there ’s his light!”

Ilt«as not his light, it was Rankin's; but they
hed gone several miles
before it was discovered
dial Harry Wylie was
inissing.

“Wliere did you see
himlast? ” Danc asked
sharply, whcn Mitahell
roundcdto svith the rcst,
ad stood with his sail
poinled to the wind.

"Just beyond the
foint. He was forty rods
aiav, and shouted down
ihfunnd, to start you—
thel the ice was going. |
fies scarcd,” he added,
jhoncstly, “ and )it out
aiieryouwithoutdelay.”

“Perhaps he went
lashorc,” suggested Nat
Voung, doiibtfully.

‘He would n’t have
idreihat. ' know ! It ’s
lailes away from house
inrioid! Something has
jbappened tn him,” said
jlhnkin, with decision.

The wind, whistling
jas the blcak and
Idtsolaie expanse, sang
ignly a bitter song,

'vhiie fiakes shot
Ning past a group of
[Bes ashy palé. For
peral moments no one
Isioke. The dull thump-
k. grinding, crashing,
ij sallen waves gnawcd

B edges of the ice
N cruslied it up by
pB,-using its frag-
Nems as sledges svith
ipichloboatdown upon

resi— echoed from

™*Ningche black plain beneath tremble.

Ve iniist n’t stand here, or we shall be caught

1 ewater before we know it,” said Lieutcnant
| " w finally, with a shudcler at tbe thouglu.

~ome, boys; it’s the best we can do.”

‘Il heavy hearts the boys started, swung

i ®d .and began to gatlier hcadway-

“t “ fow rods they kept together. W hat cach

onc thought it is difficult to tell. W batEdward
Dafie thought wasthat Mitchell knew more than he
chose to tell; and his heart throbbed with wrathful
sorrow for his lost friend. Ifitwasso— if Mitchell
was the cause . He did not finish even to him-

“ SOON TIIli U>N<; NOTES OF TIII5 BUCLE RANO OUT WILD AND SIIRILL UFON THE NICHT."

sclf, but bis teeth set sternly, and a savage flash
carne into his eye. There wasreason. He remcm-
bcred the drill, the fire, and other less notable oc-
casions when thc niill-owner’s son had shown
cnmity against Wylie.

W hatever he had determinecl to do, he was "not
allowed time to carry out bis plan, for before they
had gone a dozen rods Mitchell gave a grcat sweep



around, and shooting back toward the others, who
were somewhat to the rear, shouted as he passed:

“ Good-bye, fellows! | 'm going after Wylie."

The next instant they saw him darting away to
windward, the white flakes flashing from beneath
the Steel as his skates ground into the ice, his lan-
tern streaming out horizontally from the yard;
and before the others had fairly comprehended
his intention, he was half a mile away.

“Well, 1 ’'m beat!”

And the rest agreed with Lieutenant Rankin.

“1’m going with him !” Dafie cried, but Ran-
kin caught the end of the sail and held him.

“Don’t be a fool. Daffle. You can’t do any
good ; two are enough to lose. See, there !”

The snow had come; a dense, whirling cloud
that sifted into everyunguarded seam and cranny,
and for very breath forced them to turn their
backs. Five, ten, fifteen minutes passed as ihcy
drove northward on the wings of the rushing
storm ; no sound but the hissing of the sieet rat-
tling against the sails, tlie howling of the gale, the
gride of the irons on the ice.

Suddenly Nat Young, who was on the extreme
right, gave a great shout; he had caught sight ofa
beam of light struggling through the snow. Atthe
instant, from somewhere inhis direction, out leapcd
the ringing notes of the bugle; they had nearly
passed the landing unawares, and as they turned
and learned their direction, leaning hard against
the wind, they gave long sighs of relief, and bore
up again for the welcome wharf.

“ Thank God ! It was the principal himself,
shaking their hands heartily, helping them up the
ladder, calling each by fiame.

“ Are you all here?” Asad silence answered
him. It was so hard to say it! For a minute no
one spoke. Then the principal asked again, in a
quick, supprcssedvoice:

“ Rankin ! who is it?”

And the answer carne so reluctantly:

“ Mitcheli, and—Wylie !

There was something ominous in the joining of
those flames; something ominous of treachery;
and through the crowd of students upon the wharf
swepta murmuring, which betrayed to the princi-
pal the fact that there liad been trouble before
between the two. He drew Rankin aside and ques-
tioned him sharply until he had Icarned all that the
iatter had to tell, both about the past troubies be-
tween the two students and the particulars of thcir
present disappearance. That Mitcheli should go
back after Wylie seemed inexplicable, unless—
and it was a startling thought— he was in some
way responsible for Wylic’s lingering, and haci
repented when it was too late. Yet there was still

time for Mitcheli to return, and when lie caind
there should be a clearing up of all this mysten-

“Blunt!”

“ Here, sir ! ””and the student sprang up froul
a sheltered corner, where he had laken rewi
from the driving snow, and saluted.

“ Go out to the end of the wharf and«indac,ilj
upon yourbugleonce a minute until further ordml
Use the higher notes, and take advant.v'e of Utf
lulls.”

Chapter X II

HE end of the wharf «as;
particularly expos.d placs
and the sleet iy
across it in horizunial line-l
swept by the full forcé of ihif
blasts that carne in ouir
succession. There, if aM
where, could be fdi

throbbing pulse of the storm; but lilunt tx)
his bugle unquestioningly and departid ivihojJ
hesitation.

The principal looked about him and sekcte®
an athletic youth who stood near.

“ Lawton, run up to my library and ge: lh
heaviest umbrella in the rack. Return ,is soona
possible, and go down and sheiter Bhini.”

Lawton vanished, but reappeared, puffing, )|
hurried on to join Blunt. Soon the long noteso
the bugle rang out wild and shrill upon thenj
an unearthly wail, piercingly keen, that cut acrag
the wind far out into the lake.

And that saving blast reachcd the earecfj
skater bewildered in the driving snow !

Again the bugle shrillcd across the lake, seen
ingly much louder than before. Lawton «as i
besidc Blunt, and the hollow umbrella threwouil
ward some of the sound, while shieldiiig the buglej
and enabling him to blow the harder.

Down the wind, also, carne the crashing oftil
breaking ice ; cake was grinding upon cakc, tossitl
in the heaving water, bursting apart as the iieaii
swell rose and fell beneath the brittle plain. If
skater was to reach the shore it must licsoonl

And one of his skates was broken j

He was in great peril. The snow wasanindii|
depth, a moving, clogging blanket or the ice. Ifl
beatagainst the wind upon one foot w.as a ven
vere test ofskill.  Still he did it, though but slonl)!
Again and again he was for an instant ovatol
anced, and as often did he resume bis baitlcunfl
the elemcnts. The snow ficw from before liisfeil
and the sail, stiff with sleet, cracklcd at every
tion. At last, raising his bowcd head, he sa«'
light from the grcat clock-tower shining mndj
above him. The same instant, the ice ben«T

hissing



DRILL.

II||r| trembled suddenly, and a loud crash carne
Ifith the «ind. There was open water within a
AL LE

||||I10||g distance !

On shore, under the lee of one of the buildings
lukirthe w-liarf, a knot of boys were congregated:
Liihcoat-collars turned up around their ears, and
[handsintlieir pockets, theygazedoutward. Edward
Dafe«wasone ofthem. He feltbitter against Ran-
kinfor preventing his return to search for Wylie.

*T ought to have gone !” he kept repeating,

lought to have gone in spite of you! W hat
pod «viuid Mitchell do, if he found him ? W hat

i« he gii back for, anyway ? W hat was it to him
mcther H.arry carne back ornot ? | believe that lie
ras at the bottom of it all, and played Wylie some
mrvy trick that hindered him from following us,
uie ihen was friglitened at the result!”

1 acted for the best, Dafe,” said the lieuten-
ini,gloomily. “ 1could see no advantage in your
Sirgafter him, and | see none now. You could do
»lood, .and as the ranking officer present | was
ﬂn’ﬂtkforyour safety. | could n’t do other-
nse. under the circumstances.”

“Hangsafety ! ” said Dafie, hotly. “ W hat good
islife 10 me, if | must know myself a coward to
lieendof time, to pay for it? | ’drather be under
k ice once for all, and done with k !'"

Thebugle sounded shrilly as he spoke, the weird
loies sending a shiver through them! Then a
itawy gust folloived the Iull, as though it were
anicspirii of the storm summoned by the bugle-
<si, and they could feel the building rock before
t saapping and cracking; and louder than all
iiae the crash of breaking ice, now startlingly
lisiinct.

There «vas silence among the boys. Tlie crowd
ii melted away, for most of the students had
imelothoir rooms, not caring to face the storm
"SO, as they could notbe ofany use. Atlength
w remained save the skaterswho had thcmselves
mnindanger, the principal, who was walking up
wdown in the lee of the building, Dr. McCarty,
) aceompanied him, and the bugler with his

ihield-bourer,” who, steadfastat their posts, sent
““nnging notes at regular intervals.

uddenly Dafie sprang outward from the «vall
«isiood listening, with his hand to his ear.

"Hark!”

Toramoment there was perfect silence.

L ” Hat Young ventured to remark.

rocertain that | heard a shout,— there ! Did
ernearit?”

The\ did_ most distinctly, a clieer)-, boyish cry,

through the blinding snolv.
acommon impulse the boys gave a hearty
rea rushed down the wharf to where the

683

bugler stood; Dafie foremost, and halfwild with
anxiety.

“1 see him ; it ’s Mitchell! ” shouted Lawson,
thinking he recognized the form of the skater who
was leaning hard against the wind and rapidly
gliding shoreward, coated with a mail of sleet from
head to feet.

Dafie gave a low cry expressive of both grief
and rage.

“Justletmegethold ofhim !” he said, as though
to himself; and the lieutenant, suddenly looking at
him, saw his hands nervously opening and closing
in a very suggestive manner. Stepping to his
side, the lieutenant gently passed an arm through
Dane’s. It might not be safe for him to be left
to his own guidance for a few minutes.

The sail, meanwhile, kept steadily on, and in a
very few seconds its wearer glided in beside the
wharf. A dozen hands reached down to assist the
skater, and lifted him, sail and al!, upon the solid
planks. But no one congratulated him, no one
shook his hand until the principal and Dr. McCarty,
hurrying as fast as possible, had nearly reached
the group, when Dafie gave a loud cry, flung
Rankin backward as though he were but a child,
and, rushing forward, threw his arms around the
snow-encrusted neck. “ It’s Wylie!”

“ Ofcourse 1”said thatindividual, wonderingly;
“ who did you think | was?”

“ My dear boy 1” and the principal grasped him
warmly by the hand, while a rousing cheer went
up from the rest.

“ We had given you up for lost.”

“ 1 was n't far from it, sir,” Harry answered
with a laugh and a shiver, as the boys crowded
around him with heart)' words of welcome. And
as though to confirm his words, even as he spoke
the ice ci6se to the wharf broke asunder with a
loud explosién that went crashing and echoing
along the shores from point to point; and the rush
and splash ofrolling waves followed, mingled with
the grinding of the ice-floes one against another.

“ That will do, Blunt,” said the principal to the
bugler, who, still obeying orders, was preparing to
give another blast.

-“ Wylie, where did you last see Mitchell 2~

“ Down below Echo Point, sir!” said Wylie,
instantly comprehcnding that there was another
missing boy. “ | saw the ice was breaking up and
shouted to him to give the alarm and saw bim do
so. Then | started toward home, and was making
a long reach toward the other side of the lake,
«vhen the squall carne and | broke my skate. |
did not see him aflcr we started homeward.”

“ He went back after you, they tcli me,
the principal in a low tone.

“ After me ?” and there was a break in his voice

”

said

rE0»



as he thought of what, he kncw too well, had
befallen the missing onc. “ I did not see him,
sir,” he said again ; and without another word Che
principal turned away and silcntly departed toward
the Institute, sheltered from the driving snow by
the umbrella which Lawton thoughtfully held
against the storm, although the preceptor seemed
utterly unconscious of it. The students followed
him, depressed and sad. Mitchell had not been
intimate with any of them. Many would have
been glad to hear of his dismissal. But now -

As the students gained the summit of the bluff
and turned for a last glimpse at the lake, now
visible in whitc fiashes, Rankin laid his hand on
Dane’s shoulder, while he stood clinging to Harry’s
arm.

“We were mistaken, SergcanC; wc owe that
much to his memory ”; and Dafie imderstood.

“ 1 admit it, Lieutcnant, and | am sorry 1 mis-
judged him,” he said, clearly, that the others
might hear. “ He was Che one hero among us.
If ever he comes back 1 shall tell him so !”

And that was Mitchell’s réquiem. When, a
week later, the storm was over, and the sun shone
brightiy again upon a glassy plain ; when again
the glittering stecl carved magic rufies upon the
surface, and white sails darted swiftly here and
there, some skaters found, miles away from shore,
a bamboo mastand yard frozen in the ice, with the
tattered sail still attachcd to it. They also found a
glove. trimmed with dainty fur. But the owner
had gone where there was neithcr malice, fior hate,
fior envy, fior misiepresentation.

The boys carefully cut out the wrcck from the
brittic ice, and bore it homeward — revercntly, as
they would have borne the arms of somc dead sol-
dier,— and placed it, dripping, on thc vacant desk
within the chapel. And there werc tears in the
eyes of boys, to whom tears had bccn for years
unknown, when the first-sergeant, in calling the
voll before prayers, inadvcrtently called the fiame
of Mitchell, and the boy nearest to the desk an-
swecered,

“ Not here!”

THREE MONTHS LATER.

Tramp! tramp! tramp! tramp! tramp! tramp!
tramp 1 tramp! camc the rhythmic beat of feet
along the drili-hall floor. A hundredboys in dark
blue uniforms and round caps without visors, were
marching with steady step toward thc lower end
ofthe hall; they wcre broad-shouldered and atli-
ietic, rcd-cheeked and bright-eyecl, and straight
as lances.

Around their waists wcrc bclts from which hung
quivers. From thc round-mouthed quivers peeped

the many-colored feathers of the arrows. T
light from the Windows fell upon long linesi
richly polished bows at shouldcr-shift, th.it;
and fell, rose and fell, in steady unison iviihi
tramping feet below.

Far down at the distant end of the h.ill a roici.
gayly painted targets reached across the buidiij
from side to side, each a foot in width, .indwiilil
number painted on a square above it. Theliyll
from a window fell across thc row, m.-kin.'i
targets show distinctly.

“To the rcar”— and still the boys swept
ward, as though unheeding.

“ March !” At the word, each form uheeleill
though upon a pivot, and thc ranks wcrc marchiij
back whencce they carne.

“Halt!”

Down carne the upraised feet with a single bti|
and the ranks were motionless.

“ Bracc ”— outwent cach rightfoot, twenty-ci’ll
inches forward — “ bows !”

Each bo«' was placed svith tlie tip againsti
instep of the advanced foot, held widi ilic riji
hand by the middie, with thc are conve.T lcsiii
the owncr, while the fingers of thc left linnd ptisi
away. W ith a single movement, pulliiig wiih«
hand and pushing svith the other, thc bmv
strung. Back sprang the feet to line.

“ Drasv’— cach hand in Ihe front nink flcrj
a quiver,— “ shafts ' ” The flashing shafis»
placed upon thc strings, held by the fingers ofli
right hand, the tips of the first and secnnd lin{ij
being hooked beneath the cord with llic .in
nock between them.

“ Square — away 1”

The front rank carne to right-face, cxcepii
heads, which still remained svitli faces towani ilj
distant targets. W ylie, svho had been givingd
orders (Captain Wylie nosv), stcppccl swiftly loti
end of thc line.

“Raise—bows!” Up svent.the bosv-imO
the frontrank, the eyes of each fixed upon his(*|
particular target, svhich seemed so small and roo»
and so very far asvay. And as lhc btnvs rose!
right hands drcsv the cords backssard, sh»l|
steaclily, until thc feathers of thc arrows lodi
the chins, and thc arrosv-heads touchcd tlicte'l
les of the left hands. Watchfully the
glancecl along the line, and when thc rising i™
ceased their movement and svcre motionless,
instant sharply camc thc order:

“ Loose !”

Tsang-g-g-g! W ith sudden melotly of i»™!
ing cords, tlie wingcd arrows flcsv down tte 4
like glancing rays of light. Back tu thc lisK*|
ears carne a pattei-ing sound like thc disBUio 1



hailstones on the roof, and the canvas curtain
iliindtlie targets swayed and shook beneath the
loivsof .iirows which had missed.
“Draw — shafts!”

.ind the practice went on until ten flights of
roiishad been sent hissing on their way.

Front— face! ” At the command the front
inku'hecled themselves around until they stood
meemore facing the targets.

"Unbrace”— out went the right feet again —
boivs!" and in the same manner as they had
mbracod, the 100)7S of the cords were slipped
unthe nocks and the bows sprang back, scarcely
Mfrom their formcr straightness.
"Shoulder— arms! Forward — march !”
The ranks moved onward to the otiier end of tlie
The second rankhalted, whccled about, and
iheir (iirn took up the practice at the targets
mrtitc end of the liall whence they had just
i, «hile the first rank gathcred their arrows
curtain and cushions on the padded floor,
idlhc scrgeants and corpovals rccordcd the valles
the liits which had been made upon each target,
isigned to him.
'mHo«- are you nowadays, Dafie? ” asked Hairy
ivlie, stnick by the alert and animated air of liis
lloiv-officcr, as his friend carne towaid him grasp-
gahaiiclful of arrows. Dafie was a lieutenant
1B, butali the officers practiced except the officer
‘tlic day.
“Exccllemwcll,”my lord!” and Dafie laughed
itlisatisfaction. “ The Doctor cxamined me to-
Nand | 'm three luches larger around the chest
al was three months ago, and my biceps looks
I*a blacksmith’s. | 'm up among the nineties
the class-rank, too ! — we ‘Il make things howl
mBe get to college !'”
“Corporal of the guard, number five!” sud-
dy rang loud and clear above the noise and
taofvolees, and the individual thus summoncd
[“Sol up his quarter-staff impatiently and went
wondering who was the intruder this time,
lievillago rowdies sometimcs made trouble.
Dafie, Wylie, Rankin, and Nat Young were dis-
'»ing some item of importance in a cérner, when
ji"veremade awarcofsomething unusual taking
mcealiout the door. The boys were crowding likc
wing bees about tlie entrance, and eager voices

“shouting luslily. The cxcitement culminated
weprolonged, hcarty chcer. The officersstrolled
fiord the . . . .

door, inspircd by a mild curiosity,
A" ane, who was taller than the avcrage, gave
“Cnt start, rubbed his eyes, looked again, then

with an excited shout darted forward into the crow'd,
which he unceremoniously elbowed right and left.
But quick as he was, Harry Wylie was befdte him.
Tlie crowd gave way, as by magic, before the cpau-
Icts. In the centcr of the ring stood a boy, palé
as from a long illness, thin to emaciaiion, his hands
almost transparent, and on one chcck a great scar,
running up across the temple and ending in the
closely cropped hair. As he saw Wylie bursting
through the ring, he raised one hand with a half
timid, deprecatory gcsture, and it tremblcd visibly.

For an instant Harry stopped and looked at
the new-comer with the look that one would have
whcn meeting some great mystery— some prcsence
from another woiid than ours. Then with aspring
he threw his arms around the other’s neck, and
again a mighty clieer burst from the crowd of
e-xcited boys, a cheer that this time found voice
and fiame together:

“ Mitcheli! 1~

“ Mitcheli,—and all ’s well'”

And Wylieand Mitcheli stood there, looking into
each other’s eyes; the one mutely asking forgive-
ness, the other filled with gratitude toward the one
who had gone back into the face of death for his
sakeandhacl thus made amendsfor the past; stood
there until the excitable Dafie threw his long arms
around them both and scaled a friendship that the
three have never broken.

How Mitcheli escaped, he could not tell. A
hunter had found him wandering in the storm
more than twenty miles from the lake, and in a
forest. Thcrc was nothing about him to disclose
his identity, and a terrible wound had for a space
set his reason astray. The deep snows had shut out
all access to the busy world, before he rose from his
bed again. It did not matter. He did not care to
know all that had happened. It was enough that
he had left his oid self behind him, and that his
better nature had at last gaincd the mastery in
spite ofyears of injudicious training.

Here wew:ll leave thcm. Tlie new drill wasa per-
manentsuccess. The boyswho wentoutfrom Wild
Lake Institute, in after days, in college and in life
took even higher rank than thcir predecessors, and
they carried with them no bowed fornis, palé
cheeks, or hollow chests. Each day was to them a
luxury, and life was to them no less a pieasure than
aduty; while, as Dafie once remarked, in a mo-
meat of evrfidenek, Ciiristianity seemrced to come
more easily to them. A perfectly sound man is not
a good subject for temptation.

THE END.



MORNING-GLURIES.

By lIsaac Herr.

'"Red and purple Morning-glories,
Lightly swaying in the breeze,

You seem filled with fairy stories ;
Won’t you tell them to me, please?”

‘ Little maid, we have no stories,
True or fairy, new or oid.

We 're but laughing morning-glories
For your pretty hands to hold !

A PIG THAT REALLY CAUSED A WAR.

By Willis J. Abbot.

That a pig “ nearly
caused a war,” as
Julidn Ralph told us

in the March number

of St. Nicholas, is
doubtless astonishing
enough, but people

well versed in the his-

tory of the United States

can go cvcn one step far-

ther and declare that once a

pig really caused a war. And

the war brought on by the in-

defensibie proceedings of the pig

was that great conflict in 1812 which

assured to the United States the inde-

pcndencc which had been won in the war
of the Revolution.

It all happened in this wise: Two citizens
of Providencc, R.T., fell into a most un-
seemly discussion on account of the lawless
trespassings of a pig owned by one of them.
The aggrieved party possesscd a very fine

garden, in which it was his custom to spend his
hours ofieisure, weeding, grafting, and transplant-
ing the flowers and vegetables in which he de-
lighted. But often, as he entered his garden in
the evening, his ears would be saluted with a grunt
and a rustie, and the fat form of his ncighbor’s
pig might be seen making a hasty flight from the
garden in which ithad been placidly rooting all day.

In high dudgeon the gardener sought his neigh-
bor and complained of the pig’s frequent visits,
declaring that a little time spent jn repairing the
pig-sty would restrain the animal’s roving propcii-
sities. But to this the owner of the pig responded

that if his neighbor would kccp his rickety foxt
in proper repair, the pig might take itsdailyaiJ
ing without temptation, and the garden wouldnd
be endangcred.

Repcated misdeeds on the part of the |rig fanntl
the smoldering fires of dissension into the tiraef
of open hostility. At last the crisis camc. Thl
owner of the garden, rising unusual!)- carly on|
morning, discovered the pig contentedly In
the last of a fine bed of tulip-bulbs. Flesh av
blood could stand it no longer. Seizing a piiclil
fork which lay near at hand, the ouu'aged gaf
dener plunged its sharp tinos into the haplcss [IJ
and bore the body, thus fatally impalcci, tothest!|
where it met the gaze of its owner an liour ort«l
later. Thercafter it was war to the Kiilfe bci"«|
the two nciglibors.

Now, what had all this to do with the warol

1812? The answer is simple- The two neighborf
belonged to the political party known as liii
Fcderalists.

Through ail the outrages that Great Britaii
inflictcd upon the United States: whilc scame|
were being impressed, American vesscis siapp
on the high seas, and while every possible india
nity was being committed against the flagofiw
United States, the Fcderalists remained friendll
to Great Bvitain, and contested every proposjlio|
for the declaration of war.

But the Democratic party was eager for'i3!|
and as British o: prcssion became more iinbcarswf
the strciigth of 'he Dcmocrats increased. It-|
happened that t f lection district in which i
twoneighborsliv-  td bcen about equallydi'to'f
between Dcmo md Fcderalists, butthebwl



A PIG THAT REALLY CAUSED A WAR.

15)rivW always succeeded in carrying the eiection.
iniSii the owner of the garden was a can-
id.hte for the legislature on the Federalist ticket.
Kis neighbor had always voted that ticket; but
|'r,;«,mth his mind filled with the bitter recollcction
I'd ihcdcatli of his pig, )ie cast his ballot for the
I |iiincrni. - When the ballets were counted the
flicii.icrat was found to be elected by a majority
lufone.
H'hen tlio ncwly clccted legislator took his seat,
li; lirstduty was to vote for a United States Sena-
|lir. He cast his vote for the candidate of the
who was also elected by a majority of
ino. When this senator took his place in the
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United States Senatc he found thc question of war
with Great Britain pending, and after a long and
bitter discussion it carne to a vote. The Democrats
voted for war, and the Federalists against it. As
a rcsult of the voting, war was declared — again
by a majority of one vote.

The war that followed gave to American naval
history the iamesofLawrence, Pcrry, Porter, Hull,
and Bainbridgc. It is one of the most glorious
chapters in our national annals. And in view
of the facts thus briefly recounted, it does not
seem to be wholly whimsical to trace its origin to
the quarrel between the two citizens of Providence
over the wandering pig.



By Elbripgk S. Brooks.

[C.BSAR RoDNEV, of Pover, scrvcd in th« Conilnencal Congrcss os delégate from lhe ihree " Countiee upon Delaware. asdicro
then termed. After the Declamtion of Independencc thcsc counlies received the nnme of “ the Dclnwnrc State,” aml, in
present offieial title of the ” State of Delatvare."]

IN that soft mid-lancl where the breezes bcar * Moncy and men we must have,” he §aid,

The north and the south on the genial air, “ Orthe Congress fails and our cause is dead.

Through the county of Kent, on affairs of Give us both and the king shall rot woke
State, will —

Rodé Ctesar Rodncy, the delegate. We are MEN, sincc the blood of Bunker iiiii

Burly and big, and bold and bluff, Comes a rider swift on a panting bay:

In his three-cornerccl hat and his suit of snuff, “ Holo Rodney, ho 1you must save the day.

A foe to King George and the Eiiglish statc For the Congress halts at a deed so great. |

W as Ctesar Rodney, the delegate. And your vote alone may decide iis fate-

Into Dover villagc he rodé apacc. Answered Rodney then : “ I will ridc willPP'

And his kinsfolk knew, from his anxious face, It is Liberty’s stress; it is I?reedom’sneed.-

It was matter grave that had brought him When stands it? To-night. Not anio
therce, spare,

To the counties three upon Dclaware. But ride like the wind, from the Delawarc.



rodney’s

«Ho, saddle tlie black ! 1 Ve but half a day,
Andtlic Congress sits eighty miles away,_
ilutl'li be in time, if God grants me grace,
Tosliiike myfist in King George’s face."”

Heis up; he is off! and the black horse flies
Onthe norlhward road ere the “ God-specd !”
dies.
Itisgallop and spur, as the lengues they dear,
| Andtlie clustering mile-stones move a-rear.

I ltistwo of tlie dock; and tlie flcet hoofs fling
| The Fiddsboro’ dust with a clang and ding.

I Itisthree ; and he gallops with slack vein where
| Theroad winds down to the Delaware.

Four; and he spurs into Newcastic town.
From his panting stecd he gets him down—
| Afresh one, quick; nota moment’s wait!”
And off speeds Rodney tlie delégate.
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It is five; and the bcains of the western sun
Tinge the spires of Wilmington, goid and dun j
Six; and the dust of the Cliester Street

Flics back in a doud from his coiirser’s fcct.

It is seveii; the hoise-boat, broad of beam,

At the Schuylkill ferry crawls over the strcam __
And at seven-fifteen by the Rittcnhouse dock
He flmgs his rein to the tavcrn Jock.

The Congress is m et; the debate ’s begun,
And Liberty lags for the vote of one —

W hen into the Hall, not a moment late,

W alks Ctesar Rodney, the ddegate.

Not a moment late ! and that half-day’s ride

Forwards tlie world with a mighty stride:__

For the Act was passed, ere the midnight
stroke

O’er the Quaker City its echoes woke.

At Tyranny’ feet was the gauntlet flung;

‘We are free I’”” all the bells through the colonicsrung.
And the sons of the free may recall with pride

The day of delegate Rodney’s ride.

m" A-



N SID E the
limits of
thequaint
oid city,
Aimapo-
lis, the
capital of
thc State
of Mar)-
land, is
a large
school sit-
uated in

extensiva grounds and surrounded by a high brick
wall.  This is thc United States Naval Academy.
As rnost schoolboys know, lhe city of Annapolis
lies upon the banks of that beautiful river, the Sev-
ern, two miles from its junction with the waters of
Chesapeake Bay.

It is at the Naval Acacicmy that bo>s who are
over the age of fifteen, and «'ho have successfully
passed the necessary mental and physical exam-
inations, learn to become midsbipmecn.

Slrictly speaking, there is no such person as a
midshipman in the service of the United States.
Possibly the boy readers of Marryat and Cooper
can scarcely credit the existence of a navy without
“ middies”; but still it is a fact that for the past
ten years thc rank of midshipman has given place
to that of naval eadct.

The United States Naval Academy was estab-
lished jn 1845, during the administration of Presi-
dent Polk, for the education of what are termcd
“ line” officers of the navy.

The line-officers of the navy are those «ho per-
form the legitimate miiitary duties of ilie navya
opposed to those who perform the non-'"mbatri;:i
but equally necessary duties, such as doc im-s, pay-
masters, engineers, and chaplains. Tlu.se lLitu
are known as “ staff” officers, and are not cfc
cated at thc Naval Academy, but are .ippomic]
from civil life.

W hcn, some years ago, steam-vessels rame irm
use as ships of war, it became ncccssaiy tliai th;
naval engineer should be something mure thaaa
mere engine-driver. The conditions of ilie senite
made it imperative for him to be an ablv. »dci>iite,
and practical engineer. For this purposc a ihtf-
ough education in his special line w.is recessaryil j
and those intending to be engineers were .idtniiite
as students for a two-ycars’ course in the Na.d
Academy. Their training was, of ciuirse, Mo
gcther different from that of the midsliipnien. nd
so the students were dividod into cudei-engiitecj
and cadet-midshipmen.

After a few years it was decicled to make ihv
courses of study the same length fin both cie"
neers and midshipmcn, and all the students «ere
dcsignated by the same general title, being «Htl
“ naval cadets.”

The length of the course at the Na\-a! Acadcni;'
is four years. A candidate for adniission
first obtain permission from home to eiiter ihc li-»
in acompelitive examination for an appointiw™
to be given by the Congressman from his '
If successful in this examination, lie
permit to appear before the examining board »
Annapolis, and this board determines upon i



Iflhi h A il" «<PPOintment as naval cadet.
wd if he 1 Pliysically sound,
astom Ti examination

AMenta K receives his appoint-
This e a naval cadet.

‘fe place in June, and as

| atets are all absent from the academy

i'v, N fii-,

EEE>[, * J =

on “ leave,” the successful candidates. or “ plebes,"”
as they are tcrmcd, feel their self-importance more
strongly than they ever can again.

In fact, howevcr, their appearance is anything
but imposing. They strutaboutin a conscquential

but evidently uneasy manner, struggling to appear
nt ease, and certainly not succeeding.

flne
< |



AS AWK'VARD SQUAD

The plebes, or “ youngsters" {as they are also
called), are at once quartcred on board a large,
old-fashioned wooden frigate, which always lies
alongside tbe dock, and does duty during the
school-sessions as a gunnery ship.

This vessel becomcs the residence of the plebes
during the summer months ; here thcy have their

“ON SUNDAV

first experience of sailor life; and here, among\
other things, they first acquire the art of sleep

ing in a hammock. It is truly an edifyiiig siglii i
to see these lads, on their first night, struggling

with thcir hammocks. The hammocks uscd Il |
the navy, you must bcar in mind, aiv very un|
like those in which people swing under ihe ireo |

Or Tilli

IH KDLL-DKESS UNIFORM, IS INSPECTED



[n tlic CQuntvy. The navy hammocks are made
oflieavy canvas, and are sluiig from the beams of
thesliip. They are usually hung quite high from
the deck, so that it is not easy for a beginner to
clinib jato one with any degree of grace,— even if
he manages to get in at all. Usually the novice
simggk's in from one side, and goes hvad over
heelsout at the other — inattress, pillows, and bcd-
dothes, all accompanying him. After two or
three Liiisuccessful attcmpts of this sort, however,
ihe grcenest begins to improvo, and one or two
irecks of practice is sufficiciu to make any one an
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academy, and the regular academia year com-
mences. The lads of the lowest or fourth class,
who have been spcnding the summer on board
ship, are quartered, together with the more recent
arrivals, in the main building of thc cadets’ ciiiar-
ters, and are assigned to looms on thc top floor.
The whole body of cadets is now organizcd into
four divisions, containing an cqual number of gun-
ciews consisting of sixteen men, taken from each
of thc four classcs. There are a first and a sec-
ond captain to each gun-crew ; they are under
the supervision of the commanding officers of thc

IN THE IKIESS HAI.U

’dept il) the art.  The days are spent in clrills aini
cxerciscs of all sorts, and are somewhat of a
prcparation for those in which the cadets will
bave tu take part during thc academic year. Theo-
Wical iiistruction, also, in the studies they will take
upduring their first year, is given in small doses.
" Septcmber another sot of cadets is appointecl.

CCform the remainder of the fourth class, and
uiliough both the June and Septembcr new-
«niers .are members of the s.ame class, the June
“toivals are rather inclined to make much of their
«niority over the “ Seps,” as thc later comers are
‘fmed. During the latter part of Scptember thc
I' K cadets return from their summer cruises;
"S' diat have been on leave come back to the

divisions, who are called cadet-tGeutcnants. The
wholc battalion is under command of tlie Cndct-
Liontenant-Commander.

These cadet officers aro appointecl from the first
and second classes, the highcst in rank being ap-
pointed from tlie first class; and, as a rule, they
are looked upon by thc “ youngsters” with a re-
spect amoiinting nearly to awc.

The daily routinc of thc school during the grcater
part of thc year is as follows: Revcille, at 6 A. m.
in thc fall and spring nionths, and fifteen minutes
later in the wintcr. Then follows “ breakfast for-
mation,” with inspection, and reading of the report
ofconduct for the day prcceding. Before break-
fast, prayers are offercd by the chaplain. The day



is divided into three periods of two hours each,
two periods occupying the forenoon. The third,
or aftemoon, period ends at four o'clock. Jn favor-
able weather a drill takes place after tho third
period, and lasts until about half-past five. At#6
p. M. comes supper, after which the time until 7:30
is spent in rccreation. At that hour the bugle-
call sounds for evening study-hour. This lasts
until 9:30; and during this time all cadets are
required to be in their rooms, and are supposcd to
be studying. At tcii o’clock “ taps ” are sounded,
when lights must be put out, and all must be in
bed. As Saturday is a half-holiday, only the fore-
noon is devoted to work, there being two hours
of recitations and two spentin drills. The after-
noon is given up to rccreation.

A limited number of the cadets are allowed to
visit the city, but must not reinain later than sup-
per-tiine. No one can enjoy this privilege whose
avcragc mark in any study for the week previous
is unsatisfactory, or who has more than a certain
specified number of demerits for the prcccding
month. On Sunday, of course, there are no reci-
tations. In the morning, about ten o’clock, the
entire battalion of cadets, in full-dress uniform, is
inspectcd by the commandant, after which the
cadets are marchcd to the chapel to attend divine
Service. Those who desire to attend a church
outside of the academy can do so by obtaining
special permission from the commandant; so, al-
though all are required to engage in some form of
religious worship, each cadct is at liberty to choose
that which he prefers.

As soon as a cadet isadmitted into the academy,
an allowance of five hundred dolfais a year is
credited to him ; but no cadet is allowed to draw
from the paymastcr for spending money more than

*CREAT cum”
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a dollar a month. As cadets are not permitted lo
receivc money from outside, )'ou will see that ihrv
can not form very extravagant habits.

Each day certain cadets are detailcd fur dutv,
The officer of the day is taken from the tiist class,
and superintendcnts of each floor are selencd from
cach of the four classes. The officer of the dav1
has general charge of the building, and the supcr-
intendents are responsible for the ohservance of
the rcgulations on their respective floors. They
are required to make frequent inspections during |
the day, and to send in a «vritten repon of all d-
linquencies at the expiration of their toiii uf dutv.

Each room in the dormitory is occupini by tivol
cadets. One ofthese is alwajs responsibL forthe
orderly condition of the room, each cadct taking I
his turn in thus acting as superintendcns. The
rooms are inspected every morning by thi- officer
in charge. Atthisinspection the floors must have
been thoroughly sivept; the beds must lie ncatly [
made up; shoes carefully placed in a line underl
the foot of the bed, and tbe interiors of u.ndrobes
neatly arranged. Any delinqucncy is vcported;
so you will see that if naval officers are not menl
who keep things in pcrfcct order, with a place forl
everything, and everything in its place, tbe blarae|
should not be laid to their training in tbc nanl|
school.

The cadets’rooms are furnishcd with nccessan-1
articles only. The boys, unlikc most coMege sit-
dcnts, are not allowed to exercise their tasie in
attractively decovating their apartments; thcy are
not permitted even to hang pictures on tl.c walb;
and the only place available for the exliibitioii of
anything pictorial is upon the inside siirface oflhcj
wardrobc-dior. This may appcar too slrii't a rule; j
but if the cadets were allowed to indulge tlieit

“ SAN'TBE." READY TO PIRE



losles for decoration, those who had moncy would
']l 1l have elaborately furnished apartments,
118 poorer companions wouid be obliged
1Dforcgo that pleasure. This might Icad to envy,
Imddiffcrences of a disagreeable character might

FIRST-CLASS MEN TAKING MERIDIAN ALTITUDE OF THE SUN,

loccur, K'liich would be hardly compatible with the
| general c-ontentrnent which it is desirable to encour-
lage. The cadets, in addition to their other duties,
Isiso recuive instruction in gymnastic exercises,
llo'ing, dancing, and swimming; and everything
lidoiie 1.) cncouragc athletic sports such as base-
ball, football, and boating. Once every year they
Ipve «hat is termed a “tournament.” This is
I's performance in the gymnasium, and is usually
I"itnessed hy a number of visitors from outside,
1sod by the officers attached to thc Academy,
and Ihcir families. The “ tournament ” comprises
Syiimasiic exercises, fencing, looxing, and thc like.
Il jsusually a highly creclitable affair, both to the
isdetsand to their instructors.

Asat all miiitary or naval posts, every pi‘ecau-
don isiaken to guard against fire. The cadets
AS"caspcciardrill, called “ fire-quarters,” in which
I leett'lioiu battalion is organized into a fire-brigade,
| ltere being in the Academy a steam fire-engine
I *'dliose-carriagcs. At these drills tbe fire-bell is
| lounded, .as if there wcre an actual alarm, and
| cadet goes at once to his station. In thc
1“Pwiiy Uf firemen, thc students of the Academy

have frequently done most efficient work in the
city of Annapolis, where thc applianccs for fight-
ing fires were of the most primitivo sort.

The cadets are good dancers, and occasional
“hops” are among the recreations allowed. The

ON THE PRACTICE CRUISE

principal hops of the scason are, onc in January,
given by the firet class; and one in June, given by
the second class as a farewell to tlie giaduates. At
both of these hops, which are given in the gymna-
sium, great skill is shown in decorating the build-
ing with fiags and flowers. The combination of
these, with brilliant uniforms, happy faces, pretty
girls, and charming music, makes a scene long to
be remembered.

Every summer the first and third classes of
cadets are sent on what is callcd thc “ practice
cniise.” The cadet-midshipmcn are sent on board
of a sailing vessel, and the cadct-engincers on a
steamer. The sailing vessel is manned principally
by the cadets. They are regulnrly stationcd, like
a ship’s company,— the first class as pctty-officcrs
and scamen, the third class as orclinary seamen
and landsmcn. This cruisc, in addition to the
scamanship drills at the Academy, ennbles a
cadet tn become thoroughly familiar with all the
duties of thc sailor. He Icanis to heave the icad,
slecr thc ship, recf and furl thc sails, and, in fact,
to perform every task which falls to a Jack tar.
The practice cruise thus gives a thorough school-



ing in prsctical navigation,— the cadcts being
required each day, wlicn at sea, to report the ship’s
posilion, and, when in port, to pcrform duties
similar to those dcvolving upon a navigating
officer. Each member of the first class is also
inatlc to practice as officer of 'the deck, and
cach has to takc his turn in hanclling the ship
in different manciivcrs, such as tacking, wear-
ing, getting under way, coming to anchor, and
so on. Sucii a cruise really gives the >'oung
sailors more practical experience than they can
possibly get later, even during two or thrce years’
experience in the service.

No description of the Naval Academy would be
complete without an attempt to convoy some idea
of the numcrous peculiar words and phrases uscd
by the cadets. They never speak, for instance, of
studying; they cali it“ boning.” A cadet who is
dismissed is said to have bccn “ bilged.” Exami-
nutiuns are “ exams.” ; unsatisfactory is “ unsat.”:
and thcrc is a long list of briny abbreviacions uscd
in cxpressing thcir sentimcnts, most of them

A SHAM FIGHT.

hardly intclligible to an outsider. W hcn, tlierc-
fore, you hear a cadct spcak of “ making fast”
liis shoe-strings, you must know that he simply
mcans tying thcm. Thcrc is not an officer or
profcssor who is not nicknained by the students;

and sometimes these fiames are very expressivej
and strongly suggcstive of the little peculiarities uf]
the individuais.

Four years slip by rapidly, and at last the gteail
day of graduation arrives. The graduating e\a |
cises takc place in the monih ofJune, in the pivi-l
cnce of a ljoard of official visitors appointcd by iliel
Secretary of the Navy; and there are .ilso noi-I
official visitors, the relativcs and friends of thel
cadets. This is a time of intense cxcitement to ulll
interested, and is a pcriod of grcat mental andi
physical s”iain upon the student, for cNami-l
nations at the Naval Academy are not “diikisl
play ”; they are something more than mere for-l
malities. On the day of graduation the IUplonusT
are presented to the graduales in presoure of thel
whole battalion of cadcts and the officcis ufthein-l
stitution, at which time an address to tlu gra<liut-|
ing class is delivered by a mcmbecr of tlie Board | |
Visitors. This exercise ends the acadeinic yearJ
from that time the school ccases active nperationsj
till the school year again bcgins, in the fill tetra.

LANDIMG THE FORCES

Of course, four years of boy-lifc liko tliai pas-*
within the walls of tlic Academy must witness nui'j
pranks and escapados on the part nf ihc I® f
students. Lct me, in closing, give you an accou *
ofonc of these.



About Christmas
and N'cw Y ear’s Day
ilie Annapolis Ex-
press is biisv ill de-
liicring  juimerous
boxcs at the Acad-
tmy; boxes are sent
10 the cadets from
their lidiTies, and, as
a rnie, contain all
iorisofgood things to
eat. The larger the
box ihc more does
ilie i-ccipiciit gain in
liopiihijty among
liis clas®n”atcs, as all
iilioin ilie fortiinate
cadetincludesamong
his circie of friends
expccttiicome in for
asliarc of the good
things. No'v, as a
matter of course,
aiiicc, ivcll-behaved
"louii;, gentleman,”
«noobserves the reg-
ulalioiis (as all
should (lo), and is
rather .iverse to lay-
ing up for himself a
ftorc of demerits,
«ll retel, with his
lioon companions, in
the delicious feast
during tlic hours of
rccreation, when such
things aro allowable.
Xot so, however, his
more  mischievous
comrado-in-anns\vho
pusscsses a tastc for
the somewhat highly
spiced inddents connccted with Academy life. He
«ill gailiev his choscn companions around him at
the hour of midnight, and then, in the “ dead
«mgtc and midcllc of the night,” will they gorgc
thcmselves with the rich cinintics-  liut woc bctidc
those (iai'ing law-brcakors should the officcr-in-
diai'ge Imppen to enter the reoni during one of
the spccial night inspcctions in which he now nnd
then finds it liis duty to indulge.

One coid night, .iboiit Christmas time, a large
fnd iiiviting-looking box was discovered in a room
thatshall hce be niimbcrlcss. It wore un expres-
tion imiicativc of a most passionate longing to
haveits contcnts deveiircd. The occupants of the
twm and joim-owners of tho precious box agreed

SUAMANSIIIP DBILL

ALOPT ON THE FOUE.MAST

ti gather together a few genial and approciative
souls after “ taps,” and then do jiistice to the
tempting viands.

Infonningthc otheryoung gcntlcmen interested
of thcir intcntion, at ten o’clock inspection all
wcre found propcrly nestlcd ni thcir bcds and
apparently asiecp. Allowing ampie time for tlic
coraplction of the inspection, and for all wcll-
rcgulated officers-in-diargc to have retircd, these
wily tais suddcnly awokc, and vcry steallhily the
invitcd guests trooped into the room. They then
proccedccl in rather a buvglar-likc manner to open
tho chcst containing the hidden treasures. First
camc two largo turkcys, bcautifully roastcd ; then
qtiails, with delicious jelly, fruit, nuts, cakcs, and



A-V ACADCIIV HOP

50 on through tbhe list of articles to be found in
every well-filled Christmas box.

The company set to work wilh vigor, and in
a short time were deep in gastronomic bliss.
Suddenly was heard in the adjoining corfidor
thc tramp of feet and the sounds produced by Che
clanking of a sword. There was no uncertainty as
to the significance of this ominous warning. The
boys kncw that the officer-in-charge, having for
some reason become suspicious, had directed his
steps to this particular room. There was no time
for deliberation—the efficient naval officer must
learn to be prcpared for all emergcncies! Such
visitors must find hiding-places, and they disposed
themselves in this manner: One in each ward-
robe, one under each bed, whilc thc fifth crouched
in the fire-place, concealing himself with the firc-
board; the sixth and last luckless youth, finding
no unocciipied place in thc room, lowered himself
out of the window, and found a resting-place for
his feet on the capstone of the window below,
steadying himsclf by clinging to tho window-sill.
In this way, by puiling down the shade in front of
him, ho managcd to be completelyhidden from the
view of any onc in the room. The two occupants
of thc room were in their beds in a twinkling,
snoring vigorously. Rap !rap !rap ! at thc door;
no answer. Thereupon, in walks thc officer-in-

charge. The snores increascd in quantity andl
quality of tone. “ Mr. Blank,” says the ufficer-iii-I
charge ; but that gentleman is so dee|ih wraptial
innocent and pcaccful slumbcrs that the 'Ummonsl
fails to arousc him. The officcr-in-chargc secsandl
smclls evidenccs of the feast; and, having beeni
a happy student himself, proceeds to investiganl
in a most thorough manncr. Opening the «anl-Il
robe doors, he brings forth the temporarvuccupaniil
of those pieccs of furniture, now decidvflly crest-|
fallen and meek; similarly he discovers iliose 1
den under the bed and in the five-placc.

So the five bon-vivants are summarily disposed|
of; but do not let us forget the unfortniiaie sisili
member, who all this time has been hangingoai-I
side the window, scantih’costumccl in a niglit-shi'i' |
You will remember that all this happcnecl on.il
bitterly coid winter night. A fur-liiud ovcrew!
would be none too warm on such a night. "ted
then, must he the suffcring that this snantily da I
cadet is undcvgoing? It is truly terrible X0 an1
témplate. How sincerely is he bemoaninghh®"’!
and how earnestly he regrets having Ich his«ai®I
bed; how firmly docs he rcsolve never toris" |
again, even should it be to taste of a rcpasta cM
dred times finer! The officer-in-charge,
the room, has just closed the door, and our OTil
with a decply sincere sigh of thanksgiving, “1



Itodrawhis stiffeneci iimbs and body inside the
‘ loomagain, comforting himself with the one mor-
Il of cmisolation, that he at least has escapee!
I detcction. But, alas!— misfortiine does not yet
‘relinquish hcr hold on him. Walking along the
| street bclow the ill-fated window, is the Command-
‘ani of Cadets, miiffled up in his warm overcoat.
H5 eyc is suddenly attractcd by an object on
| tieoutside of thc building, and as he approaches
I nearer, he puzzles his head to find out what it
can possibly be. Just as he is almost under the
radoiv, he sees indications that this white and
apparentiy inanimate thing is about to put itself
inmotion. Then docs he fully apprcciate what
lihis spccter-like apparition is, and cxclaims,
‘wWiat are you doing out there, sir, at this time
loinightand in that disgraceful costume ? Getin at
once,and report yourselfto the officer-in-charge !”
Justal this juncture the officer-in-charge comes out
ofilic building, meeting the Commandant, who
directs his attention to the offencler. “ Mr. ,
{oup to that room and see if that young gentle-

man has developed symptoms of insanity, and, if
necessary, have him placed under medical treat-
ment.”

The officer-in-charge, promptly obeying, again
enters the room, finds the apparently insane ad-
venturer coid, shivering, and repentant, takes his
flame and orders him to his room, making a great
effort to keep a straight face. The officer-in-
charge, feeling that now he has consciciuiously
performed his duty, “ turns in” for the night.
The next morning, when the offenders’ flames are
rcad from tlie conduct report, they excite no corn-
ment, until the officer reads the fiame of one
reported for “ hanging out of window, dressed in
night-shirt, at 12:35 -Y. M.” Then the gravity of
the battalion is on the very verge of dissolution,
and our hero, standing in the ranks, with a most
woe-bcgone countenancc, suffering from all the
tortures of acute influenza, is brought to a full
realizaiion uf the fact that the okl adage about
stolen fruit being the swcetest is not always to be
relicd upon.

fiRADUATES LEAVING ANNAI'OUS.



SUMMER HOMES FOR THE ANIMALS.

By Rouert

It seems to me, if | were a frog,
1 ’d likc a summer home at Cutchogue ;
Cvi-chogjie «- Cut-chogue — Cul-chogue — Cut-
chogus/
Oh, I 'd jump at a water-front at Cutchogue.

And then how nice, if | were a chicken,
T would be to live on the Wissahickon ;
Wissec-see-hkk'n/  Wissee-sce-hick'n !
T svould be cheafi-cheap-cheap on the Wissa-
hickon.

And if | were a dog, in search of some flowcry
Dogwood resort, | ’d rcsort to the Bowcry,
And, whether the weather werc dry or showery,
My bark would glide through its Bozv-ivow-
wowery—
Er-r-r-r-WOW — rr-r-r-r-WOW — rr-WOW-WOW -
WOWERY!

If 1 were a colt with a wheezy whiiiny
Or a racking pain, I ’d visit Virginny,
And if by marauders ray gate should be broken.

U.

Johnson.

For a coit’s revolver 1 ’d send to Hobokcn.
Whe-he-ke-ke-hc! \Vhe-he-he-he-!u!
No whinny sounds tinny in ole Virginny.

And every year, if | were a rabbit,
| ’d go to Newboro’ by forcé of habit:
How softly my rablcts would purr when fnlkspctul
And murmur, when asked to go dinin;;.—*“OhJ
lettucc!”
T would be so like New Early York- -(beggind
your pardon ! )
Of course 1 mean Early New York)- H thev'
Ict US
Go out in the evenings to nibblc O—7 j.arden.

If 1 were a cock o’ the walk, 1 ’d ride
From end to end of the railroad guide,
And 1 °d sing with the car whccls (alUgio, na
largo) o
Tuck-tuck-in-thc-ticket-that-takes-to-Chi-Ck-gih
(’T is an irony sound, whcn you can not so fmgo)j
Tnck-tuck-in-the-ikkct, inck-tuck-in-llh"lki<U
Tuck-tiick-in-tke-fickct-tkat-iakes-to-ClihCk-gi)'

FOR THEIR COUNTRY'S SAKE.

By Mrs. C. Emma Cheney.

“ Well, | cali Homburg a pretty siupid place,”
said Harry, shutting his book with a vindictivc
bang.

w So it is, for five days in the week,” replied
W alter; ““ but the sixth is all tho Jnllicr for that.”

“We need to stretch our tongucs and rest our
tired jaws once in a whilc,” little Phil chimed in.
“ Why my mind really aches with thinking nothing
but Germéan, from Monday morninff till Fridav

night.”

“ Why don’t you think in English, then?”
Fritz asked.

“ Nonsense!” answered his brother. *“ You

ought to know that a fellow can’t think in onc
language and speak in another. | ’'m athorough
German in school hours, ‘sanerkraut' and all,”

“ But, Harry, we are Amcricans all the rcst of

the time,— regular
aren’t we?”

Poor Phil, a little hnmesick pcrh.ips, clund
loyally to his own belovcd country; so bis cousia
W alter said, kindly, “ Yes, Phil, of cnuise ne are|
I-lurrah for home !'” and PhiTs face brigbiened.

W alter was a sturdy, rosy-chccked bel, «hnba
no need to drink from the health-giviiig founiaral
for which Homburg is so celebraled. Hiscousiii
Philip, altlioiigh nol much younger. was scnsiinj
and delicate in appearance, and so sinali tlwi il'j
boys sometimes nicknamcd him “ Yillwrt

The other two boys, llarry and Fritz, «fie
Homburg because their mother was an invalid.

So these four friends lived under jhe samerrol
studied with the same master, and liad righ'f’
fun together.

T

‘star-spangled-bannei ’ bojs*



Thenext day was Saturday. It happened also
lobea/'/iday; indeed, these festivals coinesofre-
(fietiily, in (iermany, that one wonders whether
;e peoploever do anything but play.

Onthis particular Saturday, the boys had per-
missionto spend the whole day just as they chose;
fhich made it a rcd-lelter day in advance.

Upinilie morning with the birds, no bird was
bappier tlian they. The weather was all that cven

1jboy'slie.irtcould wish. Hastcning to U\tBrnnnen
|fotamorning draught, the very stohes of the red
" nosaicon which they stood seemed to catch ihesun-
Ishineand hold it fast. Pretty peasant girls in gala
IdMses, «earing jaunty little caps, dippcd up for
Ithemthe bubbling water in beautiful Bohemian-
Idassunnblers, of every shape and color.

Banks ufautumn-tinted flowers striped the thick
I green turf here and there, Ivies covered ugly,
I boken walls, making them comely. And over
Itil lumg a soft, bluish haze, half hiding the little
lld™as it lay asleep at the foot of the Taunus
I Mnuntains.

Alread; the orchestra was playing a grand and
I'solem h\ inn, and with the music a glad thanksgiv-
liij crept into the hearts of the boys. But these

‘pvlath did not know that all this beauty and
| biightnesv made so large a sitare of their pieasure.
| Bengrnwn-up people seldom find out such things.

This luiliday did not begin an hour too soon for
lalthat tl‘c friends had planned to do. Eaughing
aoiishoiiting for very joy in their frecdom, they
dimbcd pan way up a spur of the nearest mount-
ain, gatheiing nuts and gorgeous aiitumn-leaves, or
cracking innoccnt stones, hoping to find a living
toed imprisoned in one, as sometimes happcns.

h hen they grew tircd of this, they thought of
Ife oid c.rstle ; and, after somc delay, they
| oboined perinission to enter it.

‘Let iis prctend that we are princes paying a
lvistto tbc Landgravc,” suggested W alter.

Or atnbassadors fiom America,” Phil hinted,
I slivly,

“11hat isan ambassndor ?” asked Fritz.

IVhy, he is a— a— an adver/isemeni for his
| & 0iry,” i'hii stammcred.

mWell, 1°ll wagcr America will be pretty well
[ I’hil is to be hcr ambassador,” said
I 'Wlicr, laughing.

Boar I'hil flushcd, but answered, bravely :

Then 1 hopo evcrybody will love hcr as well

I ts1do.”
Tlientheyall went in, through the grounds, which
biri out likc an Engliah park. They climbed
I'Pto the very turréis of the ancient castle, from
bich the town lookcd likc a toy vilinge. The tall
| «bite to«-er” filled tlicm witli awe. Everybody

“«s that it dates from the twelfth century; but

it looked so grand and solid that the difficulty lay
in imagining that it liad not been there always.

When these self-appointed “ ambassadors”
carne out of the castle-gate into the world again,
they dccidcd to pay a visit of “ inspection” to
the linen and woolen factories. At that time
Homburg had become too gay and pleasure-loving
to give much attention to her manufactories, but
once thcse werc her only means of getting a living.
The boys went througli the cereniony of asking
questions and taking notes, with many a nicrry
jcst about the “ Report" which they would make
to their government. Phil was thinking all the
time of the milis of Lowel! and Willimantic, away
across the water, but he dicl not confess it, for fear
ofbeing laughed nt.

Being boys of hearty appetites they sandwiched
their numcrous adventures with luncheon, which
was partly supplied from the general lunch-basket
and partly procured at stalls or cafes, and of course
thoroughly enjoycd.

At length our hcroes entered the pleasant park
again. Through tangios of green, past the Kaiser
spring, over carpets of yellotv icavcs,— on they
strolled, until they were tired. The park was a
picture of sweet conteni on that soft, hazy nfter-
noon. Here and there were seated «ornen, ljusily
knitting, while quaint little children played at their
feet; and the orchestra— always the orchestra —
played drowsily.

Again the boyish appetite asserted itself and,
very naturally, W alter suggested that they should
follow the example ofall the world, and order ices.
This proposal was received with applausc, and they
made their way to the Kursaal.

Entering the Kursaal, they seated tltemselvcs at
a table, and soon four pairs of bright ejes werc
intently studying Germéan. A bili of fate is cer-
tainly an attractive means of making the acquaint-
ance of a foreign language. This sudden attack
of stiidiousness rcsulted in a different ordcr from
cach reader. Crcains, and the funny little cakes
one finds in Gennany, were brought and qtiickly
dispatched.

Fritz, who had finished his allowance almost too
promptly for strict politcness, exclaimccl;

“ Boys, that pistache is the vei-y Ircst thing tliat
cver was made 1"

“ 1 can't sec how you found it out,” said W alter.
“ There was n’t enough of mine for a good taste.”

“LcetUSall try it!” said Harry, and the others,
nothing loth, conscntod; so a second ordcr was
filled. It was a mcrry party, eating and chatting
in true boyish frccdom.

At lcngth Walter, who had proposed the treat,
callcd for the bili. He and Harry had a good-
natured scramblc for it when itcarne; for, after the



lordly manners of their ciders, each «islied to pay
for all.

W alter was victorious, but upon opening his
purse, he was surprised to find that it contained
scarcely a tenth of the sum necessary.

“ Here, Walter, let me lend it to you,” said
Harry, quickly guessing thc truth. Upon ciése
inspection, he discovered, to his dismay, that his
purse also was nearly empty.

‘1 AM ONUY TOO GLAD TO PE

“ het US all putin together,” Phil suggested;
and in a twinkling thc scanty contcnts of four
purscs lay side by side. A glance at the whole
amount forced upon the boys the awful truth
that even this would not meet the bili. They
had taken no note of the krenlsers during the
day, and thereforc thc marks were now lacking.

‘“W hat shall wc do ?” they looked rather than
askced.

“ We ought to have broughta nurse to look aftcr
us,» said W alter, savagely.

“ Tcl! ’ein this is all thc money we have,” Fritz
answered.

AN

1

“Yes, and be arrested
prison,” Harry added.

“ They would never daré to do such a thing jou
Americans," said little Phil, looking very white,

“ Of course they efirri, and they tiu7/," insisied
W alter ; “ the pdlice arrest everybody in iliis hor-
rid country, without any reason whatever. ’

“ Ask the man at the desk to trust ii»," again
Fritz pleaded.

for debt and put inl

OF SERVICE TO AN AMERICAN."

But his brother said, pcttishly:

“Don’t be a baby, Fritz. If we had n't takenj
a second ‘help,” we would have been all right."

“ Well, who proposcd it, | should like tokiio"-'
dcmanded Fritz.

“ You made us think of it, anyway." Harry rc-j
plied, a little ashamed to lay the hlame uponhisi
younger brother. yet not quite equal tu assuimoal
the burden himself.

“ Quarreling won’tdo any good, bnys.;"q‘:'a."ef
poor Phil, trembling in cvcry limb. ' 1 hill1
better confess at once.”

“ All right, Filbert! suppose/i do it Youe



abvays so ready to make suggestions, you can go
(ight it out alone.” Harry’s words and tone
slioived that he was getting cross; and little Fritz
knew tbat this was Harry’s way of showing that he
nsscarod; so Fritz burst into a flood of tears.
Hefelt ihat if Harry was frightened, all was lost.

“Oh. dear!” he sobbed, “ I know we shall all
besliut up in a dark dungeon under the sea for a
gieat m.tny years, and our friends will never know
ii-and —and— then we shall he ~/itmg (or
debt!”

Eveiy jnoment things grew worae. Nothing but
little paper napkins and empty dishes gave cvi-
dence of the feast so lately enjoyed. Here stood
thewaitor, in amazement, not able to understand
aword. In those palé, frightened faces looking so
nofully across the table at each other, one could
scarcely recognize the happy boys who had set out
s0ga\l; in the morning.

k gentleman «-ho was seated with a party of
hdies, near them, had obsei-ved their distress. At
ihis moment he leaned over, and touching W alter
onthearm, he said kinclly:

lhave overheard your conversation, and

you must allow me to help you out of your diffi-
culty. I have been very kindly treated in America,
where | was a stranger. Now, | am only too glad
tobe of Service to an American,” at the same time
pressing an English sovereign into W altcr’s hand.
Too greatly relieved to hcsitace, the money was
gladly accepted, and after hcartily thanking the un-
known giver the “ ambassadors ” wcnthome, crest-
fallen, but comforted.

On his way to church with his mother the next
morning, W alter was both glad and abashed to
see, in an open carriage, the stranger who had been
his generous banker. He lifted his hat poiitely,
and received a friendly nod of recognition in re-
turn.

“Why, myson, do you know to whom you are
bowing ?” his mother asked, in surprise. “ That
is the Prince of Wales '™

“ Well, Mamma, he dcservcsto be a prince, for
he certainly was most kind and gentlemanly to us
boys,” replied W alter; and as he thought of this
“ gentil deed ” he was ready to echo Lord Tenny-
son’s famous line,

S b g no i ek,

THE PARADE.

By Tudor Jenks.

Beatixg drums —

Here it comes 1

They are just turning into our Street.

Al the noise,

HiV the boys

Come running with ciattering feet!

That s the drum-major, high twirling his staff,
hookiiig as though it were wicked to laugh,
Moived by druramer-boys, smaller by half,
tadi 50 exquisitcly neaf.

Hear tho fife!l

In my life

| opver heard pipingso shrill.

And the band

Hso gi-and ! —

[“hough puffing from climbing the hill).

u™ cymbals break in with a clash.
“L in the sunshine, they guttcr and flash !
"Ok at the captain — see his red sash 1

fruly it gives one a thrill.

W hat a line —

That is fine 1

Never was marching so true,—

I would like

A big spike

In the top of my hat, would n’t you ?

How grand 1 should be in a uniform red,

W ith such a ficrce helmet a-top of my head j
Then for my country when I’d foughtand — i/rrf.?
No. | don't think that would do.

Soon thcy ’re past,

And at last

Censes the marching throng.

But the ear

Still can hear

An echo of martial song,

Softening, failing, and dyingaway,

W hile wc return to our own work-a-day
Rattle and rumble of borse-car and dray,
W earily dragging along.



THE BROWNIES' KITES.

By Palmer Cox.

The bats had hardly taken flight, W here Reynard’s paw could not ninlcst,
To catch the insects of the night; W hcn Brownies gathcred to piirsiic
Or fowls secured a place of rest Their plans regarding pleasures neu.

Said one ; “ In spitc of hand or string.
Now hats fly round like ciw s in spring,
E.xposing heads to gusts of air,

That ill the slightest draught can bcai;
W hile, high above the tallcst towcr,
At morning, noon, and evcning hour,
The youngstcrs’ kites ivith stveaniiiig lails
Are riding out the strongest gales.

The doves in steeples hide away

Or kcep their houses through the da;-,
Mistaking every kitc that flies

For birds of prey of wondrous size.”
You 're not alone,” another cricd,

In taking note. I, too, havc spied
The boys oflatc, in Street and couri.
Or on the roofs, at this fine sport;

But ycsternight | chanccd to see

A kite entangled in a tree.

The string was nowhere to be found;
The tail about a bough was wound.
Some birds had tovn the paper out.

To line their nests, in trees about,

But there bcsidc the wreck | staid,
Until | learned how kites are made.
On me you safcly niay depend,

To show the way to cut and bend.



Solet USnow, while winds are high,
Ourhands at once towork apply;
And from the hill that lifts its
cro'vn
Sofantbove thc neighboring
lowii,
We'llscnd our kites
aiofi in crowds,

Perhaps some twine-
shop, standing nigh,

Was raided for the
large supply;

Perhaps somc youthful
angler «'bines

About his missing fish-
ing-lines.

fl

To lose themselves
among the
clouds.” '

Butlet them find things
where they will,
Tho Bro«njes must be
furnished stiil;
A smile on every ang those who can’t such losscs stand.
face was spread, |l have to charge it tothe Band.
At thought of fun With busy fin-
like this, ahead; gers, well ap-
And quicklyallthe plicd,
I>lans were laid, They clippcd nnd
Andworlfforcvery pastcd, bent and tied ;
Brownie made. W ith paint and brush
Some to the kitch- somc ran about
ensran in haste. From kite to kitc, to

To manufacture fit them out. .
pots iif paste On some they paint a
. visage fair,

.
Some tan for W hile others would affright a bear,

lacks (I+ shin- - . - .
gl-nails Nor was it long (as one miglit guess JF
L W ho knows what skili their hands possess
And soine for R . . p )
Defove the kites, with string and tail, fii
rags to make . -1
the tails W ere all prcpared to ride the gale; Ml

W hile more with loads
of papcr camc,
Or whittled sticks to
make the fiame.
strings, that others gathered, soon
wmcd long enough to rcach the moon.
But «here such quantitics they found,
Tisnot so easy to expound j —

And oh, the climax of their glee

W as reached «'hen kites were floating free !
So quick they mounted through the air
That tangling strings played mischief there.
And threatened to rcmove from jand

Somc valiicd members of the band.



The birds of night weve horrified

At finding kites on every side,

And netted strings, that seemed to be
Designed to limit action free.

ISut Brownics stood or ran about,

Now winding up, now letting out;

Now giving kites more tail or string,

Now wishing for a longer string;

Until they saw the hints of day

Approaching through the morning
gray.

THE STORY OF THE LITTLE SIX.

By Eutene M. Camp.

“ Are you the editor?”

The scene was the interior of a newspapcr office
in one of the large cities. About the room lay
partiy cut newspapcrs, and in cases on the walls
w*rc many volumcs of rcfcrence books. The dcsk,
which stood in the centcrofthe room, had uponita
pad of writing-paper, a paste-pot, a huge pair of
shears, and the feet of the man to whom the query
was addressed.

The visitoi- was a lad of twelve, whosc frcshj
face and bright eyes werc in striking contrasi loj
the features of the man at the dcslc. The &rt|
of the latter h.ad the tired expression coinmonj
among brain-wovkers, particularly tliosc who
at nigiit, as cditors of morning ncirspapeis aici
coinpelled lo do. .

“Yes, I am one of thcm,” was tlic reply'to’|
camc to the boy from behind the newspaper.



The tone of the answer gave tlie questioner
ranfidence.  Advancing to the table, the lad
quickly inverted a small box which he carried,
andthere rolled out beside the paste-pot, and over
ihs big shcars, what would have made, if meas-
ured,fuilyaqtiartofcoins; fiveand ten cent pieces,
nithan occasional papcr bili ofalowdenomination.

*Then this i$ for you,” said the lad, politely
liftitig his cap.

"Why for me?” asked the astonished editor,
thtoiving away his paper. “ Tell me about it.”

"Oh, yes, sir,” rcplied the boy, nervously fum-
hling in his pocket for a lettcr. “ We gave an
enterlainnicnt last night, and this is the money
«cgot. Please send it to those folks out in Ohio
vhose humes have been washed aivay by the
iloods. My father said | was to ask you to send it
«fierever you thought it would do the most good
ffld that | was to get a receipt from you for it,”
said the little business-man.

The dctails were soon settled. The receipt was
ijiven, and with the document carefully depositcd
1) his pocket, the lad politely lifted his cap and
| bade the editor “ Good-day.” Next morning thc
icaders of the paper found in its columns the fol-
loaing story :

“An«cellent illustration of what well-directed
fffot can do was given in the iittle suburban
‘illage uf W , on Thursday cveiiing. It is
deubly interesting, too, because it was undertakcn
andsuccessfully carried out by six children, whose
agesrange from ten to fourteen years. These six
| bright littlc people had taken a prominent part in
l anentertiiinment given some weeks previous, in
| «rich they had had some stage training. Whcn
'« sad story of thc floods reached them, they
«gan to wonder if they could not do something
| joassist thc distant children whose homes had
I nswept away. The fecling grew so strong
lraong them that they held a mecting on the
sreet-corner after school, and dccided to ask per-
"1"011 of their parcnts to give a public enter-

enmcnt, m which they were to repeat their prc-
wis efforts, and add enough to thc programme
1 kn'i®, PAPOsed entertainment of sufficient

LillJ “~'A"dof Cheweekthe children hadarranged
iniAf Fbcy had divided their programme
1% d’c first two of which were made up
I""Fof tccitations and music. The third p.-irt
an exhibition of selections from Mother Goose.
ilirccll token in ec[ual number b)- the
P, the three girls composing the com-
iteL d’oy gave themselves
diCDr™"” Little Six.” The fourth part of
ograinmc consisled of a comedictta entitlecl

“Art in the Rosewood Family,” which was the
same these little folks had given on the previous
occasion. in the short space of a week, the entire
entertainment was prepared and given. The pro-
ceeds amounted to $56.75, which will be seen to
be large when itis siated thatthe price ofadmission
ivas only fifteen cents.

“ Putting the ainount of money received into a
small box, the eldest member of the company,
who is fourteen, carne into the city yesterday arid
asked the editor of this paper to fonvard the
amount to the sufferers by tlie floods. Of course
the request was complied with, and the money
forwarded by telcgraph to the president of ‘The
Red Cross Socicty." This act o f‘The Little
bix *is so praisesvorthy, and at thc same time so
imique, that we are sure our rcaders will be glad to
learn in diie time of the disposition ofthe money,”

At the time the facts occurred upon which the
foregoing story is founded, the Oliio River was
overfliwing its banks to such an extent that the
humes and crops of thousands of people had been
washed away and destroyed, Damage aniounting
to millions of dollars had been done. In some of
the cities the water rose even to the second-story
Windows of the houses. Tho national government,
through its W ar Department, distributed tents and
rations to tlie unfortunate people, but as any ST.
Nicholas boy or girl will see, upon a moment’s
thought, a great burden must be borne bv the
fathers and mothers of these destroyed hoiries in
their efforts to rcpairtheir broken fortunes as soon
as the floods should have receded.

To assist people in such emergeiicies, there is an
orpnizationcalled “ The Soeiety ofthe Red Cross.”
It is a very great and a very humane soeiety, It is
composed of kind-hearted men and women, and
has branch organizations in every civilized country
m the world. This soeiety goes to the relief of
suffercrs by flood, war, faminc, or any similar
calamity. Of course its rcpresentativcs were at
that time in thc Ohio Vallcy, and were doing all
they could forthe afflicted people.

At the head of the American Branch of “ The
Soeiety of the Red Cross” is Miss Clara Barton,
a noble woman whose unseifish work has madc
her to be luved and honored whercvershe is known.
To her the editor intrusted the money contributecl
by “ The Littie Six.”

Some weeks had clapsed, when one morning the
editor of the great city paper received a letter
which bore the scal of the Red Cross Societv.
was postmarked “ Shawneetown, IIl.” The’ nc:d
morning thc readers of tlie paper found in its
columns another story. It was written by Miss
Barton lierself, and was as follows ;



“ Few incidcnts havc ever touchcd me more
deeply than the story of ‘The Little Six,”and |
determincd to find, if possible, a special place for
their offering. We have been for weeks in the
flooded districts, and have been as far south as
Memphis, calling at ali places along the river, and
distributing food, clothing, and money wherever
we found them needed. Wc turned up-stream
from Memphis, and carne slowly to Cairo, and
then entered the swollen Ohio. But in no quar-
ter did we find the special place for the money
from our little W friends. Yesterday, when
wc were a few miles below Shawnectown, there
appeared on the |Illinois bank of the river a
woman, who wavcd a shawl as a signal for us
to come ashoi'‘c. We quickly answered her cali
for aid.

“ Climbing the bank was a difficult task, for the
water had made the ground slippciy, and despite
the fact that we put doivn boards, we ofien sank
over shoe-tops in the mud. We followed the
woman some distance from the laank. Eveiywlicre
there was a dveary waste. Trces had lIrecn torn
out by the roots. BiiOdings wecre either lying
upon their sides or had been reduccd to flood-
wood, and the ground was cut up by great ditches
waslied out by the receding waters.

“In the midst of this dcsolation,'the woman led
the way to a small corn-crib, that in some way
had withstood the floods. Reaching it, she turned
to tell US hcr story, and | noticed that the tridis
she had undergone had left great furrows of care
in her face, like the furrows in the earth about us.
She had a hard cxpression, but determination and
honesty were shown in her countenance, while her
eyes told of her faith in Providence, cven imder
her present hard conditions.

“ It seems scarcely creclible that any one could
have been so hopeful as she. Two years ago the
family had coinpleted a nice home, small and
inodest, but comfortablc, and would have finished
paying for it but for the failure of the corn crop.
They had hoped in the futui-e, but the next year
the cholera attacked their hogs and nearly all of
them died. Last autumn the fathcr bccame ill, and
after much suffering he died at Christmas. This
spring the fioods carne and carried away theirhome,
leaving them only a corn-crib; which scven of them
had made to answer for a home for nearly three
weeks. The floods also drowncd their horses, and
carried away all of their other stock, savc half-a-
dozen chickens, two of which were pecking about

in search of food ivhile the woman was telling her
story,

“ Aswe looked into the miserable corn-crib, and |
saw the straw pallet on which the family liad sicpt,
and the rags in the cracks, to keep out tlic .Mardli
wind, | could not help crying. There were severai
children about, and all were neatiy dressed. One
of the older ones said he had six fiesli-laid exs
which he would like to sell us,— an incident uhic**
showed the thriftiness of the family, dcspitc their |
affliciions.

‘Howmany children ha\-e \ou?’ lasked,«lien|
the woman had finished hcr story.

“ *Six,” quickly carne the reply.

“ “The veiy place ’

“ ‘For thatmoney,”broke in my faithful lieutcn-1
ant, the doctor, who stood at myside; aiidu-ho,!
like the rest of our relieving party, was decplyl
affected by the tale of suffering we had heard.

“1 relatcd the siory of “‘The Little Six'in i
and told her | was going to give her their moncyj
to help her to rebuiid her home. It was her lunil
now, nnd the tears ran freely down her c,ire-«onil
cheeks. Wc brought up from the boat a laip'
quantity of clothing, abarre! of flour, several boxcsj
of provisions, a bag of corn for the chickens, andl
some fresh fimil for the children. | gave ilitl
contribution from ‘The Little Six’intact into ilicl
woraan’s hands, and whcn | bought the cggs, Il
slipped into the boy’s pocket several bright j
pieces, for I knew he and his mother wuuld ntui
them before the autumn.

“ ‘Will you ilame the housc when.you have ii|
rebuilt?” | asked, as we at last prepared to go.f
The woman caught my meaning, and smilinjl
through her tears, replied:

“ ‘1 think we will cali it The Lil/le Six."'

‘“And now, my dcar Mr. Editor, | wish you «ouidi
personally thank each of ‘The Litilc Six** fotnrol
and tell thcm how much | think of thcir noblel
deed. | have recordcd the story upon the boobi
of the Red Cross Society; but | hope and klicvej
that this is not the last kind act my littk frknilsl
will have placed to their credit, if not on ihel
books of the Red Cross, then in another booL io|
which suclj good deeds are recordcd foieven’

Did not Miss Barton make an cxccllent disposi-I
tion of the money which our little friend hrougluj
to the editor that morning? And might noloibwj
children, should the necessity arise, do as noblyis|
these children did ?

' See “ Lelter*box," page 716.



WOODEN box was sitting on the back porch.
The expressmaii had left it there late that, after-
noon. The back porch belonged to a pretty cot-
[ Id the country. It was a very pleasant
place. Some of the branches of a big oak-tree that grew beside it made a
green, leafy roof for it. A pair of saucy sparrows had a nest on one of these
branches. " They chirped and twittered and scolded allday long. But they
I' not chirp and twitter and scold now, because itwas night and thev were

| asleep. * A
A toad hopped up the porch steps, and looked at the box. His eves

pilone hke little stars.

“What ’s in it? ” he asked.

Fireworks,” answered some small, crackling voices, through a wide
I riack 111 the top.

“Oh ! | see,” said the toad.
AN-hat a fib ! You don’t,” said the voices.
| know,” said the toad.
What do you know ? ” asked the queer voices.
1 know what you ve come here for,” answered the toad. “You ’ve

| orne here to go off. You ’il go off to-morrow niglit. | saw a lot of your



relatives last Fourth of July. Fine fellows they
were, but too bright to last. And such a

fuss and a noise as they made

when they did go off!

Fizz-izz-izz-izz-k-r-

k-k-r-k-k-r-k-k-r-k — splutter-splutter-splutter— swish-ish-ish-ish— bang!-1
bang !'-bang ” But, before he could say another word, “ Good-night!”
said the small voices, in tones more crackling than ever.

“What?” asked the toad.

“Good-night!™ snapped the voices.

“O0Oh! good-night,” said the toad; and he turned around and hopped

down the steps.

As soon as he was gone, one of the fireworks began to talk. ' How‘
tiresome toads are,” it said. “1 ’'m glad | 'm not one. I ’d much rather bel
a pin-wheel. For, though pin-wheels don’t live so long, they end theiri
lives in a blaze of glory. And what pleasure they give to those who arel
watching them, in their last bright moments. Just fancy: I ’m lighted
and away | go in a shower of sparks, round and round and round, faster
and faster and faster, the children shouting wdth delight. Then, whizz'in
a flash | turn the other way, and round and round and round | go, fasterj

”

and faster and faster

“Pshaw !” rudely interrupted one of the other fireworks. “ Pin-wheels
don’t amount to much. They can be seen only by the few people who arel
near them, and they have to be fastened to a fence or a tree to be seenatj
all. Now, / am a sky-rocket. | leave the earth behind me whcn | amset]
free, and away | soar like a bird, up, up, up, among the stars. And there.

burst into stars, myself,— stars of all the colors of the rainbow, and so beau-j



tilul that the real sky-stars turn palé. And hundreds and thousands of
people see me. Yes, hundreds and thousands.”

The pin-wheel made no reply.

“\ es, hundreds and thousands,” repeated the sky-rocket. But all the
other fireworks remained silent.

The toad hopped up the porch steps again.

"And what then ? ” he asked.

“Oh tyou 'reé back, are you ?” said the sky-rocket.

“Yes, | m back, said the toad. “l did n’t go far. Not so far but that
i ve heard all that you and the pin-wheel have been saying. You look
down on the pin-wheel because you are going to soar like a bird, do you ?
And_yo?7r stars are sure to make the real sky-stars turn palé, are they ? And
hindrcds, yes, thousands ol people will see and admire you, will they ?
And what then 2~

“Well, what then ? ” asked the sky-rocket.

'Why, then, what is left of you will come down to earth again, and it
will be nothing but a small piece of wood. And ali that will be left of the
pin-wheel will be a small piece of wood also. So you see, though YOU

begin in a much grander manner, both end in the very same way.”
“Good-night,” snapped the sky-rocket.
“What?” asked the toad.
"Good-night!”

O h! good-night, *said the toad; and down the steps he hopped
Again, and away to his home near the well. A;
But he had spoken W the truth; for on the next night at

tbat same hour, there j was nothing left of either the pin-wheel

or the sky-rocket but a small piece of wood.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Good-day, my childrcn, herein America, there
in England, and in all other countries where the
language callcd English is spoken — or any other
language which may havc a local valde. Somec-
how, as July approaches, and all good Jacks-in-
the-Pulpit know that the odor of gunpowder must
forone long, noisy day, bicnd with the breath of the
daisies, it makcs one feel like rejoicing that the
days of strife between England and America are
over, and that little Yankcc Doodles and juvenile
John Biills will find it out as they grow older.

Fire your crackers, my little ones, here — but
make your prettiest bows and curtseys to your
brothers and sisters across the seas, even while
you frankiy confess that it beats all how good it
feels to be an American on the Fourth of July.
TROUBLE.

THE ARBUTUS IK

Now, my littlcst folk, will you kindly roll on the
grass for a few moments, or luint for fouv-lcaved
clovers whilst your Jack rcads a very important
letter to the big boys and girls ?

Well, wcll,— you all wish to hear— do you?
I warn you that you ’ll be shocked. If | can
believe my scnscs, this letter virtually says that,
correctly speaking, there is no trailing arbutus
anywhere in America - think of that!— and that
what iscallcd the arbutus in England doesn't trail
at all, but stands up stark and stiff like the straw-
berry-tree that it sometimes is, and-------

Bless me! The little chicks have rtown, and
only my big boys and girls are listening ! | thought
it would be so. Now for the letter:

D far jJACK-is-Tiiii-Pvi.RiTr Yuur depariment in our dear St.

Nichotas always inte €S inc so much that [wam lo add a word lo
our talk aboiii arbutus, in ihc April number. Somc years ago,
Ednah D. Chcnev, Inspeaking of our dainty flowcr, soid SNE

a,
<$Jccled very much l0the rame arbutus as whollyincurrcci, and, led

by her rcmarks to make some Hule rebcarch ituo the m atter, 1 fuund

wc had «tfplant known botanically as arbutus, Pn>f. Al r«
with wbom laifierward spokeon the subject, was ata Icis to
forihcorigiu oftheiame herc, and, like Mrs. Cheney, hcdedaS??
use of /oca/rather than botankal fiames, as being nlu~t
the tnicnamc, E fiirsa Rcpeus, being the only oiie ihatheauchtS"
In regard lo the quoiaiions Iroin Sirs. Krowning and
one familiarwUh the arbutus of England knows thac itis n»ta ,
ing vine likcoun>, buta laige shrub,indeed almostairve- eY ei®i’
red bcirics, sometimes called there (bnt rarelv 1 ihIBiTull
sirawbcrry-tree, nnd frequently found in plantations and shiril
beries Masscd With )aiirel, holly, and oiherhardy shrub*. Our >, A\
ing sprmg-flower tinted likc a shell ™ is unknown to ,,.rtnsLhl
cousens until they sceithere, or known lo them onlyin iMOUired"i |
Asregards the pronunciacién ofihe word, | quite aeree .istouAuti,’
beingcorTMt, though this sccms to m ea consideradoii f>nly«coiw
ary to ihc factthai tlic namec, as wc apply U, isa misn» iner *

MK 4

w ith

Dear, dear! Well, my poor American flowcr-1
lovers, all you can do whcn next May romes jsi
to get down on your little knees, and, smmbherini'l
your grief, search tcnderly for the EplgcM RepfusX
and ask its scicntific pardon for ever having callcd |
it arbutus.

By the way, the prizc-boy of the Red Sdiool-j
house rcqucsts me to State right here that iliis|
i'ather high-soiinding namc for the pretty liulc|
arbutus gives him a good idea of the plant, whidi
he happens never to Enve seen. He says the «ord|
Repens (which is Latin) tclls him that ihe planij
«e llave called arbutus is a sort of crcfpcr,dna\
Epigcea (which is Greek) shows him that it creeps|
ciése to the g round.

So, you see, there are two sides to the iliiesijon, |
Greck and Latin are more friendly to the ilowers)
than, at fii-st thought, one would supposc possible. [

Think the matter over.

HAVE YOU SEEN HIM P

Here is a letter from a little boy at lhe seaside, |
who uses his eyes to good advantage in obserrm”|
a living mite which he calis “.Y small «nrricr."
He may mean to say warrior, hufi either wurrier or |
warriorisa good namc for the lively and pugnaciousi
fellow the little boy descrilies :

I W'ONDEN, dearJack, how many ofyour Ultle friends have «en |
this kind uf lusect; 1t U ofa brownlsh dnt, and ha.& six smnUkgs
somewhatresembling a spider’s. Thcsc litele worriera nre
ihc sand. sometimes in small passagcs, which apparenily ihcy have |
made. Ifyou .should happen to oficnd onc of these sniull crM»i«s |
in anv way, he would probabiy takc up in his liulc arms sucha |
fearful thing as a grain of sanci, and throw :t atyou. | hypc tiut |
no one wouldhurt 'Uich a brave. harmless, and intcresiing mite

I remain, your little triend, E. I'.

HOwW TO WRITE ON ICE WITH INK,

N ot many ofyou, my childrcn, will cnre lo wtiic |
youriettersonice, cvecn during the summer inonths.
But | was rather struck with the novel idcn, «lien |
aboy ofthe Red School-house told the clcar Liiik |
School-ma’am a bit of news tliat lately had conicio |
this country from Austria. It appeats tiiat Iraaci.
Joseph, the Emperor of Austria, has a country-scai |
near Vicnna, and on this fine royal estate isa kte |
which in wintcr is uscd as a skating pond.
during oncof the latest Austrian “ coid siiaps,” un
expertVicnna gentleman wentskating there. |
a little rcservoir of ink adjusted to the back of 1
skate in such a way as to allow the ink to flo'ro™ [
in a fine, steady stream. Then offhe started, ana,



before lie had skated loiig, there appcared iii his
rapid Irack the fiame of the Crown Princess, beau-
liiull)’ and piainly wriiten upon the ice.

Was n’t this a pretty compliment to set before
the king?

The example of the expoi't Austrian muy not
be easy for you to follow just now, my melting
little Americans — for ice is somewhat scarce in
«ur part of thc tvorld, and crown priiicesses espe-
ckillyso. Yet the idea of writing upon ice will
keep till next winter.

NIAGARA LET LOOSE

| WONDER if any of you have ever witnessed a
thiindcr-storm in the .Alps? My birds have told
nme of it, If you have ever seen Niagara, then
just imagine it let loose all over the Alleghany
moiintains, and you have an idea of what a rain-
storin in thc Alps is. The summits of the niount-
ains (lash over with waterfalls, and the gorges
roar with the sound of the water and of the thun-
der. The foam is seen on every side. Presently
limbs of trces begin to float by, and to get all
tanglcd up. There is no use, however, in their
Irying to stop all that occan of water and mist.
Thewaves leap “ like mad”; and if you are not
m a good high and dry spot, you are greatly in
danger,

All this is sometimes seen by birds and human
folk, but 1, for one, am glad | have not had the
honor of seeing it. | like my Niagaras in their
proper places, and in a very mild form,

No«', one of the prcttiest sights | know of is
tosee, on a sunny day, just after a shower, shin-
ing littlc streams i'unning down from tall bent
grasscs, and resting themselves in thc clover leaves
bencath.

LONG LIVES AND SHORT LIVES

St, Louis, Mf>,
UVEAR NCK*iIN-THe.PixPtT: lo answcr lo your que”iton, in a
member of St. Nicholas, as to how Joiig the day-fly ajrd
Feije 1 elephant Uves 400 years. As for the day-fly, |
iuWed tht: liitle fellow up jii Worccsier $ dictionory. W. says: " A
wiirupterous in.sectof the geitus Ephemera, which, afier ihc change
periecL (ly, survive< huia few hours.”
Herc are sonie stamiics for your coiigregotioii: " An elephant
B'Bw years; a whale, 300: a torioj«5e, loo; a camel, 40; a horse,
abear. 30; a lion, 20; an ox, 25: a cai, 15; a sheep, le; a squir-
«18:a piiinca-pig, 7.”
IhceroiY, cacle, raven, and swan Uve onc hundred years.
Y oiirioterested reader, J.J. Cc,Jr

Surely, my animals have reason to be grateful to
JJ.C.,Jr. He certainly gives them promise of
longlives, according to their kincl. W hether Provi-
dence expects them to live exactly up to these
riSures ur not, it is to be hoped that human folk
«11 respect possibilities, aud not wantonly cut
‘tert Ihc life of any animal,— thc mosquito, of
course, cxcepted.

mosquitoes piainly werc born to be killed —
'M if you ’ll watch one long enough, whcn he
'I'itnts upon yon, hummingcheerily, you ’il see him
Aetic tloivn cleliberately and sign and seal his own

Mtiwvarrant. Then, and not till then, you must
" bis c.-ilin executioncr,

Alas, if human beings had less feeling the mos-
1'ito, too, might live his hundred years!

THE ORIGIN OF A FEW WELL-KNOWN NAMES.

| WONDER, dear Jack, writes a friend of St.
Nicholas, if any of your young folk can tell how
“ calic6 ” carne by its flame ? Lest they mav not
be ablc to do so, I will say tliat it is deiived from
Calicut, a city of India, from which it was first
taken to England, in 1631, by the East India Com-
pany. Cambric, >ou may lell them, comes from
Cambria, Gingham is derived from Guingamp,
in Brittany, and muslin from Mosul, a city in
Asiatic Turkey. Tulle is named from a city in
France. Poplin was first manufactured in a
Papal tcrritory, and henee was called Papaline —
afterward changed into “ poplin,” Worsted was
first spun in 1630, at Worsted, a town in Norfolk,
England, where the industry is carried on to this
very day, Gauze is from Gaza, in Palcstine, where
it was first made.

Perhaps some of the young folk can add a few
interesting items to this list.

INDEPENDENCE DAY IN FAIRYLAND,

Some of you may think that the Fourth of July
is not generally observed in the fairies’ country,
and others among you may feel quite sure that
every day is Independence Day to the tiny people.
Be this as it may, certain poets, who know all
about fairy folk, have found out just how their
“ Fourth” is celebrated, as you ’il see by these
versos, writteu for you, and sent to my “ Pulpit”
by airy fairy Lilian Dynevor Rice,

T he wce mid-summer fairies who dwell in wood and meodow,
Alihough ihcy be but tiny folk are patcioiic too;
So when they heard the children say lhe "glorious Fourth ' w.os
coming,
They metin soiemn conference to see what lhry couid do.

Bnt fireworks and powder, torpedees, rockcis, crackera,
\Are not for salo in fairyland, as you perhaps might dteam ;
Ac first the caso seemed hopeless, bnt, aftcr wcighty ihittkiitg,
Like clever clvc-Americans they hitnpon a s6beme.

First, beneath the branchcs they iinfnrled a splendid banner,
W hose stripes «ere crirason salvia with daisies laid between,
Forgel-mc*nots and blne*belts made all one comer azure,
W ilh stars ofgoldeii buttcrcups, the largest ever scen.

Fot crackers and lorpedocs they snapped the empty seed pods,

W hile pnff.balls did theirlittle besr to smoke wilh all theirmight.
And the elfinyEir was eitded with shoming stars for rockeis,

W hile Uoinan-candle fireflics Iit all the summer night.

RATHER CONTRADICTORY

The Little School-maam askcd lier children
latcly if any of them could give her a common
English word which is dcfinecl as “confined or re-
straincd,” and also as “ going, or ready to go,”
and “ to spring, or to leap.”

Then, before they could reply, she told them
that she hekl in her hand sometliing that was-------
(this word) very ncatly and tastcfully; “ and in
it.” she added: *“ 1notice that a boy rcmarked:
‘lam (this ivord) to go swimming to-day.””

W hercupon Bessic Scott, one of the scbholars.
said with a laugh: “ And | can (this word)
any State in the Union.”

Let me hear from you concerning this word,



A JAPANESE LULLABY SONG.

By a.V.R.

The lullaby song that Japanese
mothers sing to their baby boys
and girls is very pretty, and it
makes me feel alinost drowsy to
think of it. Little children in Japan
are very good and very easily

amused. When faedtime comes they lie on tufted

silken covers on the soft matting floor, and the
good mother sits beside them and pats softly with
her hand and sings;
Andanu.
€ Gi-M

na -he wo-shilB6 - yn «a ii ko dti,

Ne - ne shi-na! Neji - ne no orno-ri
do - ko it - th? Ano ya - ma
ko - e - te, o - soto ye it - tn.

N€*nc woshi! Boya wail ko dS

Ne-nc shUna!

Nenne no omori doko ye fiia ?
Ano yama koeie o*saco ye Itta.
0-sato no O-miyage nani moratta ?

Dcjiden, taiko, ni sho no fuye,
Okj*agari-koboshl,“ ni inu hariko,
Royawa 0 ko da,
Ne-tie thi*na \ «

And this little song mcans, in our language,

Hu$h*A*byc, byc!
Darling baby is so goud,
Hiish-a*bye, byc!
W here is niirslc gone, where did she go ?
Over mouniains far away to ihe lown, | know.

The wurds *
puh-tM.

I)anima, who camc from
thought he could attntn lo suprcmc hnppincss by that kind of
doctor

oki-agari-tnbijshi" rcfor to .i toy very popular amoiiR small chiltireii in China anU Japan.
thelhing ihal may be “ hanged bul noloveniirned; and a cominon nnine f.irit in Japan is Dariima San, or “ |Ur. D.ini

Ilhe toy IS a strong pasieboard figuro ofan oid man in aequaiiing po.siiloa, and is so rounded and wcighicd at ihe botioin ih
always bob up in a sitting posturo. no matter how often uno may knock ii over.

fixod eontcmplation.”
fkoboshil " who bobs up agaiti” (oki-agari), after being knocked over.

Eastlake.

W hat buys she for baby dear, In ihe village store?
CymbaU, drums, (ltites, and ohl picniy, plenty mure,
Paper doggies, pretiy loys, every ihicg for baby,
Darling baby is so good,
Hush-a*bye, byc \

The babics in Japan have sparkling cves and
funny little tufts of hair; they look so quaint and
old-fashioned, exactly like those doll-babics that
ai'e sent over here to America. Now, in our coun-
try very young bables are apt to put everything in
theirmouths ; a button ora pin, or anything, gocs
straight to the little rosy widc-open mouth, and
the nurse or mamma must always watch aud take
great carc that baby does not swalloiv something
dangcrous. Butin Japan they putthe small babics
right down in the sand by the door of tho house,
or on the floor, but | never saw them attempt to
put anything in their mouths unless they wcre lold
to do so, and no one seemed to be anxious aboul
them. When little boys or girls in Japan are
naughty and disolaedient, thcy must be puuished.
of course; but the punishmecnt is very stiangc.
There are very small pieccs of rice-papcr called
moxa, and tiiese are lighted with a match, and
then put upon the finger or hand or arm of the
naughty chikl, and
they burn a spoton
the tender skin that

hurts vciy, vcry
much. The child
screanis with the
pain, and the red-

hot inoxa sticks to

the skin for a mo-

ment or two, and

then goes out; but

the smarting burn

rcminds the little child of his fault. | do not likc
these vioxas. | think it is a cruel PUiiishmert,
But pcrhnps it is better than a whipping- Onlv
| wish little children ncvcr liad to be punishcd.

Jn China ii iscalk) "I»y-

It is said to rcprescnt an oid Buddbisi meiint nM

The nnme in the sung means " the lidk bs-



A SUMMER IDYL.

By Henry Moore.

ASOLITARY sand-crab sidled from his cave,- And whenever you thought he was going strai.d.t
Hismelancholy, dark, and sccret lodging, aheacl ° 0 0
beurried down the shingle to follow every wave, He would shoot right offat an angle

And then kept his feet dry by dodging.

r s , Tlow, would n’titbe fun to know the funny little life
Hb funny httlc eyes seemed poppmg from his W hich he lives in his sandy home ; and maybe

v ) To have an introduction lo his funny little wifc.
And his legs seemed all in a tangle, And see ihe little sand-crab babv.



CONTRIDITORS are iTispectfully informcd ihai, betwe«n
examined ai the office of St. Nicholas.

will please postpone sentiing their M SS.

The Docs op John Blkrouchs and Frank R. Stockton.

In reply lo a letier which wc sent to Mr Burroughsconcerning
his dog Laddie, he wrote:
West l'ark, N. V,

My dog Laddie was a cur— a mixture of
black-and*tan aud spaniel, ihe formcr predominating. He died. alas,
in Fcbruary — was killed by a big dog of iny neighbor. Wheii |
caine to where he lay. several hours afier Ilic big dog had had hold
of him, he was motionless, but siill alive. The wounds which
covered his body had dried up in ihe sun. When | spoke to
he made no other sign, but all his wounds insiaiuly began to bleed
it was like bloody trars Trick(ing from all over his body. |
He died in a Hule while

Dear St. Nicholas:

lum

afrcsh;
suppose my voicc quickened his pulse.

afterward. Very sincerely yours,
John Bubroucns.
Maoisos, N.J.
Dsak St, Nicholas: Inclosed is nrough sketch from memor>'
ofmydog " Fax." Those who had known the dog and who saw the

sketch recognized the llkcnes.4, The sketch isas rough as ihedog's
disposiiion, bul it will givean ariist the ncccssary points from which
10 work. It must be remembered thal the front hilf of the dog was
setter, and the hind halfpointer. His frontlegs were short; his hiiid
legsvcry long. He was quick and animaied, his ears being gener-
ally cocked ready for mischief. 1 hope this little sketch may be of
Service. He was of a light color, with brown markings, and his long
ears werc very handsome. Yours very mily,

Frank R. Stocicton.

W e thank Mr, Stockton very much for hi'; spirited sketch of
“ Fa.v” which wc have reproduccd on page 677, just as it left his
hand,— without the help ofany other artisr.

The Story of The Little Six.
giris constituilng “ The
Little Six " were:
Misses, Zoé Parrar, 12: Florence Howe, n ; Mary Barion 11+
and Masters, Recd White, Ji; Bcrie Ensworih, o; and Llovd

Benson, 7,

THE EntERTAINMENT CIVEN by THE LiTTLB
THE BbNBMT OF THK F 100D SuPFERQgRS

P rOORAMIUE o f
PrOPLE for

CompUments O Tlu Litile Six,*
aiOpera Hall, /or Saturday Evenrug', February jt.
. Part Firset,
a»E LITTLE Six.
Fu)RKnce Home.
Ri.rh \Vi.ntii
2 OK Faseae;

9'7y.
Y iz g
* //te FnzzUd Census-laker
JtgergicH iU totheP oor-H cU S C .

n Baston
Ihree irise Ola Irornen

Part Second.

The Trocpe.
Reeu W hite
B ertie Ensivortii.

wHoni .Myyry theU fi o/n B ird "....
Song 0/0w BAbolink
Katy Dui
Jeannciic ana Jeaunof" > _
A duci, followed by lablcau by A Troupe.

Part Third.

Selectlons/rom Mother Goose" ... The Littub Sfx,

ih« xstoflune and
Consequen(ly, those who desire to favor ihe magarme wlih contributijns

T heTrofop ®ver a year, and think there is no olher lo equal il.

ilio ijch of Septcmbcr, manuscrjpts can not conveniemivt*
iinal after the last*named date.

Part Fourth,

“Art in the Rosewood Family";
A play iu Three Acts,
Head 0/the Household.... RfeRo Whitp
Citpte-/etlias o L Flokesib Hove'l
Jiiocl Koscni'ooti, ariist 0/the house Zue Kabsai

M aji* KANTCIY
Bertie Knswoiih
LiovulbxMs
Rosswoou Famiu i

Angelina Rosevjood, beanty 0/the/ainHy
Angust Roseivood, pride o/thc home
Decatnr Rose”vood, kis mother's hope..
SoHgs and CoodXighi.... Bvthe

Admission, 1$ cents; re.served sc.its, 20 cenes. Th« cniire 1
cwpis to be given 10 ibe sufferers by the fltbod. The perflmnancrw |
begin al 7:30, sharp. itiT PleubC briug ibis prograiiunu uiih yuu.

Dear St. Nicholas; Owing 10 ihe suggesiion in the March
number of St. Nicholas, about pastiug pjclurc-cDrd«, I hn\c5peni
many happy hoursduring glong ilincss, and have nine brge cirds |
covcred each sidc, and they are very pretly, | dli not plan ary
comic ones, bul made one a massof pretty faces. 1, loo, shalileid |
thcm to a hospil.ll.

Although 1am a girl, | wasvery much interested in " Ifrill,"

1 remain, your loving reader,

Paulisc I— ,
Nru MR,
Dear St. Nicholas: | want to tell you aboul my ihrce Hitle ]

plajfmates — a bnby boy, a baby dog, and a baby caf ITie Hule [
boy s flame is Harry, the kittco s fiame is Tigs, and the pup'snaw
is Wigs” because his hair is so long over his eyes that ii k>oks likca
curly wig. Wigs chases Tigs, Tigs chases W igs, and Barrycbhxs |
them all, W igs sieeps in a basket, Tigs sleeps on a rug ly ibcfet, j
and Harry jileeps in a crib. 1'igs kceps one eye open los« sba |
W igs isal, Wigskeepsoneeye open 10 seewhat I'igs is at, bul Hary |
keeps both eves iighc shut, as a*baby should,

Oneday, H.ir™ was sick and could notplay. Ties jumped6
the crib on one sidc, Wigsjumped in at ihe other, and boi'ii all ibree
were fast a<leep. Byand by mother carne Into the rooni. Hany
woke up, and said he felt better. Whcn the doctor camec, he said thai J
ihe cuddiing of Wigs and Tigs had made him quile wcll, so eiir |
afier they wcre called Dr. Wigs and Dr, Tigs.

CIAR.l H—
L'UUALK».

Dear St. Nicholas: Your account of the Mihury 1
Company " in ihclJanuary number made me think ii mighi Iriterwt j
some ofyour rcadcrs 10 hear about a gymnasium for glrb and ywirc
ladics, whiuh wc have here.

1‘here are aboui forry members, and we mcci I«'ice a ai a
dancing-hall. Our costumes are a little Hkc those dcsurludin il< |
“ Girls' Military Company,” but wc don't wear h.us, and «w i
dnisses exiend only a htllc below tho kncc. We haie duniUbdl.

wand. and percussion exercises, and a vcry prelty march. Anygri |
abovc fourteen years ofage may jojn.
W ilh love and best wishes, from A Gvxsa&t.

HOUSTt'V, TEX*

Dear St. Nicholas; | have been a subscriber10yourin.'igarw |

As | have never seen a leticr from Houstnn, | ihought| s'Oi
wriieone, and tell you something about ourclry.

Il 'is In the souihem pan of the T.one Star Siaie.
on the banks of Biiflalo Bayoiu VUiiors who come hcrclaugn at

1

. |

1iB «loa-rt |

1

such an Insignificani strcam, biitwe feel quiic proud oiii, I
/

I

I

I

the only water nearus. In ihc spring ic js rcaOy qiiile pfsitv;
its staiely magnolias and gruccful willow-irccs, ihc ““ccnery n qu»
cnchaniing.

Housion hasbetween 35.000 and 40,000 inhabitanL‘, and
gtowing. Wc have the fincst unién depot, and onc of i
Rotéis in ihc South : also a handsome market-housc, conn*’ "
and coiton cxchange. .

Our city is named afier General Sam Housion, dic icaderino



ni »'ith México The baltk of San Jacinto, which gave us our
independence, was foughtonly a few miles from here, The eistof
Aprii, ihc anmversary of thai batile, jsalways a Sute holiday. |
¢pemj*jcuer isnot too long to le pubUshed, as 1 would love to sec
=m pnni.

Your consunt reader, Mary Kate H ,

Fort Sipply, I. T.

Pea» St. Nicholas: | am a littlc army girl. and as I have
Dewseei) a letter frcnx herc, | thought | would tell you abom thc
K*ianomp which we went 10 see. We saw the Indian tepces nnd
GikltiJian children; and che mothers carry ihelr habics on their
1.1,;., and one baby, two xnonths ild, was 'bom with a tooth. |
uieJtohnng ;i botile on a tablc, as dcscribed in St. Nicholas, and
succeeded, | fenr my lettcr will be too long to print.

I am, your faithfitl rcnder, Jenmc A—

c vr - BalLTIMORB, Md,
Dear St. Nicholas : | have jusi celebrated my tenib blrchtlay,
asdyni c.m inmginc my jnvund surpriso ai receivmg a ycar'ssub*
scnptioji ii' the dear Sr. Nichol.as. Five copies lay on the table
Ialtulgllr me, and | eagerly read " Sara Crewe," and thoroughlv
ojoj*wlit [
litiidn 'he St. Nicholas, | received Iwo of Miss AlcoU's works
aadone ol,'lis.s nfinoches,
ijjuod.b)®, wilh best wishes from your inicre®ied readcr
Kisa R. S )

c vr Cairo, Egyht
pH r. Nicholas_; I don't uftg_n see. letters in ihe "Letier*
F.gypt, so | ihought | wuiild write.
Caimis very w.Arm nt present, and ihe smclls\— ihey are fcarful
wtlwliitlc narrow sireei?. I wish t could give some jdea of the
linlc, narrow alleyf®, whcrc no carriage can pass:
B«hazars have no doors, and are open to ihe Street; most of the
A for saleare ouuidc on .asiand, while thc men sit jnside cross-
ficed: such lovely table-covers in bright colore mny be bought,
orsia cu4ni>ns cmbmidcrcd in gold, doylcys, caruins, etc, One
«"«s 10 Imy them all; but one reason wFiy | haie lo go lo ihe
1~ thal if you have made a purchnse, no matier how lonz
Wfly, ihc man always remembers you, and tears out afier you,say.
fi?. Vou buy ofother people, why you not buy of me? * Itihey
~four pnunds, offer them two; after a grcal deal of wningUug
ihn.gsner.illy givc in ; they cxpect only halfwhat ihey ask.

11: do»keys are so cute : but they be.Tt ihcm so thal the donkey
rw”lly has somc raw, red spot, where his man is especially fond
«il~ng hirn with the end of the stick. There is a delicious candy
a”herc, hke marsh-mallow, callcd Turkish delighi.

J« other day | went to an Arab wedding, in a privale house:
*w ~ins wcre beautiful; ihc bride's bed was hung with white
iw s aiill r,tange blossoms; the spruad, satin worked in gold; thc

was a widower' ihe bndc was ahoui fifteen, and looked

rl as well as Iwhind, which

whtu she ascended lier ihnme: she wore oscrich

® greaimanydiamond pins.

« uie laiiiles (no men were preseni) were turned out of the room

rr* al«ng camc the bridcgtoom with a

rtn-vil money was scatiered on the gronnd (more candy

moncy) for his slaves. He rhen went upstairs to meet ihe
p»r man, he had nevcr scen her before— just think ofii.

‘Tomcn show their faces in ihe Street; they show only

carry the children on thcir shoulder?. TTie other

basket balanced on her head, nnd in

sft. ‘ooking around in an easy way. holdingto cach
wth her littlc hands. The children's eyes are always*covcrcd
1? super.stilious to brush ihem olT, and

0 ihci itﬁqirebes and stay ib«re; almo.stall have trouble
TP evos. € Kiiter class of women ride in coupés, thc

6 fRy, 59« no one can sec
ten. I 1 JA@y~vear Avhiic lace over chelr noses and moulhs,
cl-kiies - *.0? .fcatuT«s: one or two men in gay
m dressed m cloth worked in gold or silver; their legs
tl«u.Ivf slender slicks, and cali out to clear
ikog 11,11~ Soinc ofthe KiigH.li or Americans
ViH .G: liefore iheir traps: it looks verv preiiv

nn e < Icmg, as they die of hearl-
%/‘2»*;®mnmnglssohard.

*iich thc wedding, | mcanl onc of ihe hest class, of
Cairo You have to smoke ihe clgaretle s
5Psssyon, or 5" insuired. Loltse

DilB c,. XT LnXPON*, Ex0i.AND
« T am a littlc yellow dog, with no tall nnd
Tolo, and my hule mis|rc«s (of whom | am
has a cai, and thU cat has Just had
feir 1»k ihem very much. When | saw the cat carry
. oughil would likc to Iry and scc {f/ coiilti. |1 could nolcarry

them \|ery well at fir«i, bul now | can carry tliem vcr>' mucli heiter
than their mothcr. 1 like going oui vury much. and whcii Rosine
goes outand leaves me, 1 feel very iniseralile. Though 1 llke going
‘'vilh any onc but Rosjnc nnd her moihcr
and father, and sonicrimes people try to forcé me, but I will not go.
1 am a hule Krecnch dog, and can underaiand only a littlc Lnalish,
1sincerely hope this is not too long lo pul in the " Luiicr*box.”
Your liiile dug*frien<l, Toto.

-V _ Salt Lahe City.

Drai? St. Nicholas: As we hav-e never seen any Iciterfconi Sak
Lake we ihought thal wc would likc 10 see onc in your "Leitcr-
W X. We r~d yourstory, " How the Han Roys Saw Great Sali
Lakc, aud ihought « avery irue dcscripfion of thal day, as we
WCrc presen .

Wc have two baihing rcsoris, (Jarficld, which is run by the Mor-
mons, and I~kc Park, which js run by our people. The bathing is
said to be the bcsi jn the world.

We enjoy your magaaine very much.

W e aticnd Rowland Hall, a very nice school, for gtrls only.

Uood*bye. M alo axu .Maris.

— FILOMt, lovvA,

Dear St, Nichol,vs: My uncie gave you 10 me fora Christmas
present, and | cnjoy you very* much

1 am slaying uaih mygrancimaand grnndpa, four miles from Floyd.
e*v. i ™y home, | have a very prctcy canary. Hls iame is " Bobby
Shafio, but | cali him " Bob * for shori. He is all yellow, and js a
beauuful singer. He had a dark ring nronnd his neck, but it is
all gonc now'. He isvery lamc, and will e-u from my lips, His
ciigedoor is open all the lime, and he perches on our heads, and
someumes comes down lo breakfast. He is veryjealous of my ihree*
ycar-old .sister, Hesste.

I made thc paper ball, and iniend lo make some of coiorcd paper,
to hong up.

Wi ilh besi wishes, your Hule friend, Dora W ~—
_ - VT Roc.ers Park, IlI.
JJEAR i>T. NiCHOLA.s: | wroie lo vou once before, hut as my

leucr was not printed | thought | would wriie again, Every month,
as soon as you come, | go up to the drug-.store lo get you, When |
come back I slidown and read you. | amreading the stor\*, "D rill:
A Story of School-boy Life,” and I llkc it very miicli,

i should ihink ihe General would have been mad whcn the boys

oroke thc broomslicks on their knccs. | belong 10 .i company
myself, aud thc capiain inade all the guns himself, | am only cicht
years oid. so excuse all inistakes.
Good-bye, Edwasd S.
V. W ashixotok, D, C.

Da\R S’l. NicunuAS: | wriie ihi« lettcr to you, to describe a irip
I made 10 the top of the domenf ihe C.ipitol, here in W.Tshington.
Outside of thc dome, a person looking at i would say its helght was
about two hundrcd feet, while in reality it i5over three hundrcd feet.
| counted lhe stcpsonmy way up,ard found ihc number ofihcm lo
be just three hundred and fificcn. Each stepis aboutone fooi in
hcight. so fhai ihc dome isover ihrce hniidred feetin helghi. The
flight of stairs is %-cry toriuou.s; itwindsaround and .around. The
moment a person stepsoul upon ihc Hale circular piazza at the lop,
he is struck with ihc grand panorama ihat lies spread out before him,
llkc n fcDsi of good ihings, upon which he can feasi his eyes. From
ihe Capitol as a cerner, thc behtildcr secs ihe broad avcnues and
«trects radiallng to allpoinusofrhecompasa. The White House looks
llke a doll-hotise, thc Treasury building Ilke a small piccc of marbie,
and ihc new penslon*office building (made of brick) looks like a
prcssed brick lying on ihe ground People look Ilke flics. In ihe
background of ihc bcautiful picture lies the placid Potomac, backed
up by ihc Virginia huls.

| 'lierc is much more | might describe, bul I fear | have wc.Tncd
my readers (if | have Any) already, | writc ihis Icticr wiih a fecling
of misffiving, for iwo reason5,\ir.: Fir.si, bccause ihc siibfecl is such
a "chesinut,” .and second, bccau.c>e | wriie so badly.

A consiani reader, JoOHX C~r—

Constaxtinori.p,
Dear St. Nicholas: You musi not think because | )jve in C'on*

slantinoplc that I am a Turk* I am an American.
This is my firstleireno you. This is the first year | have taken
you, and | enjoy you very much. One of my favorilc stories i?

How ihe Vnnkecs Camc 10 Blackwood.” Iliitle 1-ord Faunile*
roy.” ofwhom so manv of the Icticre speak, carne before | took you,
but | have .abound volumc of ii. So i know how much th.cy must
have enjoyed it, | was looking ai itlo-day, My leiier i« growing
iong, and | must stop, | am ten ycare oid. and my fiame is

Harry H, B



YONKERS, N. y.

Drar St. NtCHOLAs: We aro iwo friends, who both think you
a delightful magaz , and have laken yon for iwo years. Yoakers
is a very pretty Ultic cicy on the Hudson, and being built upon
many terraces, is sonieiimes called Ihe "J'crracc Ciiy.

OneofUShasa goat named Pepper, and a little wagén in which we
drive very oficn. The late blizzai'd left a great many Urge drifis,
some Uoing ten or twelve fecc hlgh. The iralns were blocked for
ihrcc or four days, and no mails could be delivered. The grass is
now growing green, and ihe trces bcgiunlug to bud, ofwinch we ate
very glad, as they show che signs of loiundng spring.

N~Ithin the last few weeks, ilio new ralroad connecting with tho
elevated road in New York has bccn cumpleted.

W e both enjoycd the scorlcs of “Liitle Lord Fauntleroy,” “ Juan
and Jnanka,” and think all others delightful. W ith best wishcs for
St. NioHDLAs, we both rcmain,

Your intereitcd ruadecrs,

Madoe D, and Apol E~— .

Neuturt, R. I-

Dear St. Nichol/.as; | have taken you for along time, and 1
like you more and more all the time. My prcclous Papa has gone
away tosea,and | have noiseen him for nearly twoye.<rs, butall ihis
time | have sent you to him. 1 paint a picture for htm and mark
ciie story | like besi- So you have bcen all around the world with
him, and now you are going to Africa, for Papa’'s ship is ordered
there. | wish 1could go wi” you, because | want to see Papa so
much.

Now I will tell yon about the pets on Papa's ship. The sailors
have a monkey, two pigeons, a Madagascar catnamed Tommy, a
beauilful black oatcalled Tom, a littlecinnamon monkey calied Jock,
two puppies called Hah and Per, Every evenling ihey go where ihe
officers smoke and have a regular play. The litile dogs try to catch
Tommy, but he is too quick for the tal little balls; he jumps over
their backs and pulis iheir lalLs. 1 havc not time co tell you hnlfthe
lovcly things Papo writes me, about hl* ship and the pcis.

| want to ask you to please print this leiier, bccause | want my
Papa to scc itin che St, Nicholas as a grcat surprire. Papa gives
you lo the sailors, to rcad.

1 think "Juan and Juanita”
stories | cver read.

I havebnly one brothcr and onc sister.
and Mamma U my small sister.

I am going lo lake you a's long asyou live.

Your loving Hule Iriend,

P.S,— My bestdoliis named Queen Vicioria

and “ Lord Fauntleroy” the best

Papa Is my big brothcr,

lam seven ycnrs oid.
Laura

Peoria lu

Deas St. Nichotlas: | havc &ken you for six rnontli*. Ami.
my favoriie siories are “ txlward Athoy,” “ Truders and '
" Three Miles High in a Balloon.” 1 suppose | hkc ihc biter so

much bccause 1 saw a man juinp from a balloon, wiih ihe ald qj,
parachute, at a heighcof between one and iwo ihoiwimt feet He
landed unhurt, but he tore hU parachute a Uicle. HIs Ullocnvas
about seveniy*live feet hlgh and fifly feet in circumferi*nce. lam
thirtecu years oid. | like you very niucli.

Your Interested reader, J.)is__

WICHIT.A, K.ansas.
Mv Dear St, Nicholas: | have taken you for nearly six jears,
nnd 1 think you are ihc best magazinc ever publishctl. 1 ]Jjud
“Sara Crewe” very much, and 1 )ike all of Mis.s Alcou’v'iones. 1
livein a lively Wcsicm city, whcrc the pcople do noihing but lalkk
real estate and porc over ncw*uddition plars 1 go lu ihe Gvfidd
University, but bourel at home. Itis so diHerenl froin any school 1
ever wentlo. | am twelve ye'ireoid, and nc\tr wrote lo \ou bdére,
Your imtiring reader, Pli.mA K—

W e have received inicrcsiing
entswhosc iames are prioted below

“ Dollic,” Arthur E. I*., A. Burr, Helen B , Daisy Scikr, F. aftl
J., Alice Jciickcs, Stanley Beadle, Agncs, Joc, and KUnor, M
M ., Ethe) Goiild, Bes*le Power, Helen W, H., Janei H. Struatt,
Minnie P- R., Grace E. Hulsc, Sadie Crane, L. Judiili MoiitajnkK,
Miriam Hols Ware, Bello Adams and Edic Ilowcrs, Idrdie Nciur,
Alice L, Fairweathcr, Beriha, \i. and I..-, Rachel C. G«jn, D. F,
M. M., Lotus A.. James H. Cayford, Mabcllo L, V. M., Hany
Clossoii, Eddic Simmons, ElslcC, B., D. P,, CalUe V. M."son, Olir«
May Porry, Ethel R. Tebauli, Rculah B. Whitcomh, M>la JoCki-
ser, Mamic A, Case, Sadic Ntohols, Marién F. NiclmK, Hcm
Hunt, Harricc M. Bumett, Edwin M,, Willllc C. Megargc, K. Ywilf,
Mamie L. Wilson, Alma I'ellc Connell, S. 5., Winifred Havis, Eka«
nur .M. B., Charles E WlIson, Loulse M., Susauna C.. IrmaCop-
page, Martha C. and Elcanor H., Carlotia C. Read, Hc'icr Coch«
rane, Ediih H. Gage, Mary Bell Street, D. O., and D. F.

Ictiers from the young wiirei.pond.

|



ANSWERS TO PUZZLES |

AISEVT VowBLS. The Month of Roses, i. A drowning man
mQcahh ai asiraw. a. The ot/ur party js aUvays at fault. 3. A
/rort/ ciiy U a grcat solicude. 4. Huauin blood is allof onc color.
i Htf th:i<i converses noc, nothing. 6. Honeym ~t month
saveslKe purse. 7. li*atcrrun by, will not turn che mili. 8. Drink
y,ihe as/iero{ death. 9, The prix>/of che pudding Is in tho eating.
iw Give that which you n, Good vjords cost nothing» but
arewmh much. xa. Fancy may bolt bran and thmk it i»«r. 13,

.IkiAtiivord eosis no more than a crossonc. 14, Long fis the arm
tii\\iiucf<iy. 15. More has/c, les$ spced.
ttoaik-vA*UARE. |, P.ogan. 2. Agave, 3. Carnes. 4, Avcrt.
5 N
DotRi.H CeNrRAt Acrostic. Dandolion, mistetoe. Cross-
Toni«: I, tnaDMan. a. plAlce. 3, coNSu!. 4. reDTop. 5.
«ItELks. 6 tnLKnl. 7. golTre. 8. stOOps. 9. siNKwy.
Chakadk. Cast-a*nec.
Ea«v NjiHH.AUINr.s, Boonc. |. B-ear a. 0O-pcn. 3. O«men.
4 N'jce 5. ¢Uden.
IUISTRATEO Central .Acrostic. Cleopalra. i. danCers. a,
rijf-el. 3 piglions, 4. corOnct. 5. siii'per. 6. pyrAmid. 7.
Iviirl'erA. 8, aciRcss. 9. cavAlry.
NVuBiacAL Enigma.

Knowledge is proud that he has learned so much:

Wtddotn Is humble that he knows no more,
Do"BL!; AcROSTic, Cra”~s.words : 1. AlhambrA. a. LadlefulL
5 HiccougH. 4, AlhambrA. 5. MainbooM. 6. BalUcluB. 7.
KcwdeR. 8. AlhambrA.

_aeiino.v-lediced in iho magn

siMiia be addretsed lo St. Nicholas “ Kiddle.box," carc of The Ce.vtckv Co.,

Assa’ERs TO ALL THE PGZSLRS IN THE APKiL NuMBER w«re r
Mirli  Litin School Cadet” — Grncc Kupfer— "
Willoughby"— K. 4. § H. A.

«"my 2nd H ;rry,

ai ir 3"
Alpha Zato, 7— ¥ J H.and R, H..14 — W. S, and A. K,
M. E, R. C, 13— “ Hypatia,” | — “ Eureka,”

EASY ZUiZAf-S.

worda dcscribed contains the snmc nambcr of letiers.

trie.c have bwn riglitly gucssed, nnd placed onc bclow the
zigzags fbegmnmg at ihe upper k*ft*thand cérnerl wHI

¢ jamous ev*ent which took place on July 31, nc.arly tliirty

s I. An ob'truction. e. Much used nnw.rdays.
T1" toitess ol revenge. 5. To sairoler. 6. A
tiw-i -r I v - Frcquent. o. Tu
«ah .11 « Pifo'. 11 Furty-live iticlics. is. A ipLidrupcd
. Iy, ofji'fis '3- covcring for a lioor. 14. Tu drone.
KITTV M- M,

XIDIEKICAIL. EXIfIM.V.
ajPH\osed uf fifiy-six Ictiers, and form a sentcncc from a
Aul nrc all the same vowel, My 8-?d-6-sr-22 is a

IS the sonnd made by a cannon*Kill passing
My 43-79-2C.3 isa figlu. My 47-18-24-
My iS-47-35-52-21-37 is ihc

s*UdVfL 3>t*49-i4
«J thrnueh tio atr.
i 37-13*9-15-55 «s an nlly.

So6crates" — ‘“Solomon Quill" — Russell Dnvis —
R.— Walter T. Miirdock — F. W . Islip.

N THE JUNE NUMBER.

Hexacons. i. i. .Atad. 2. Tacit, 3. Acacia, 4. Dickens- 5.
lierce, 6. Ancle, 7. Seer, |IL x. Stem, a. Togas. 3. Egeria
4. Marengo. 3. Slinger. 6. Agent. 7. Cris. |11 i. Flam, 3.
Laban. 3, Abodcs. 4. &ladisin. 5. Ncstic. 6. Soles. 7. Nest.

A Peculiar Pi
Hear rho skylark in the cloud,
Hear the cricket in ihe grass,
Trilling blitheness clcar and loud,
Chirping glee to all who pass.
Oh, the mcrry .summtr lay!
Earth and sky keep hoUday.

Hear ihc leaves that kiss the air,

Hear the laughter of the bees:
Who reniembcrs wincer curo

In che Ghining days likc ihcsc?
Oh, ihe mcrry Jay ofjune!
Allour hearts are glad In tune.

Ji/rs, A ugnsta Darucs JVehsier.

Regin atCincap: " Coronaiion oi Queco
Victona. Crosa-word Enigma. Vernei.

Easy Cudes. |. From x to 2, cnrpei; 2 to 4, tcapot; x lo 3,
chased; 3 to 4, dircct; 5 to C, yeasis: 6 to 8,serves; s to 7, yonder;
1to5, doy; 2 to 6, lars; 4 lo 8, lubs; 3 xo 7, deer,
Il. From X to 4, cables; 2 co 4, stamps; i to 3, cli>sei; 3 to 4,
iramps; 5 to 6, season; 6 to 8, neatly; 5 to 7, shadow; 7 to 8,
wintry; t to5, cabs; 2 lo 6, sign; 4 to 8,slay; 3 lo 7, troiv.

A Letter Puzzle,

7 to S* roasts;

zine, must be received noi laierihan ihc ijib ofeach momh. and
33 East Scve nieeiuli St New York City

eceived. beforo April isth, from Maud E Palmer_ A Fjskc and
"Infanlr/\y" — Nellic and Reggic —

» +w. N. -Ats.ta, 3 — Rnnyou, i» — *Lchfc," 14—

l.aughing \V;itcr — Mamma .ind Marién, 4— Kafmn Einéra-

Turpin, 3— “ Damon nnd Pythias,” 3— KcUlc L. Huwes, 13 —
7— L.S., T"E. M. S.,8~M usbouro.

simame ofa Presldeni of the United jatales. My 40-3-19-50-33-
42-56 was ihe scene of a battle Dcccmber a6, 177?. My j4-3077?2-
38-574.~7 is the fiame of the Sccrctaty of War during Lincoln’'s
administrnlioiv. My xi-42-28-5 x-x2-4x-44-35-10 is the fiame of a
place near Wilmington that was captured on Jan. rs, 1865, My
54-38-17-9-46-4-2C-S0 I« ihe namc by which ihc first battle of Bull
Kuii is sometimcs callcd,

I»l.

F kits, Alpri, hes ihlw lomwel howsers
Spunc cih wya rof r.nylcslowref;

Hent tr.ife crh mosco llrnnsig Mya,

Nia romc chir dan wcsio r.ayra;

Jexn sentrcJcun, dan gribns sn remo
Oesm hant hosic wni h.m iwcn rcofbo;
Hent. stally, Juyl sccmo, dan seh

Remo ihelaw grinsb ni nath lal shole iherc.

DEIMECTH E I*faOVEitB.

Th.t Is*d b-c,m,s l,ght Ih,t *s ch,rf*lly b*rn.,



OCTAGOX.

i. Ancient. 2. Lon, beams, 3, To act. 4 The flaijuutng
pare oi a comicc 5. hat which drains. 6. A horse. 7. To
wandcr. “ EURBKA."

. CROWN®* rrzZZLE,

AcRiis™: X. An exclamalinn (two letters). a. A confcrence be-

tween two persons (eight letters). 3. Whnt a prisoiier has to look
out through (two words). 4. To assemble, 5, Gldage. 6. Inter-
vals of lime. 7. The last clghi-ninths ofa word meaniiig palntablc.
The iwu central rows, reading downwnrd. will spellthe flames of
two modern American authors. Leu'lse mcClLellan.

CIIAKADE.

To SOLVE ibis charade one must goby the sound;
W ho foliows t)i« spciling will soon be aground!

My the face 10 serve a$ di&guise

To hide my/m-secon(¢ from cunou.seyes:

But ih/r.fnfthe~rf/ he surely will need

In joining fourth and ihh'd, lo succeed,
For— unless | dofiurih ~ with nolirsi, though a qucst
For/rstsecoud iUrdho 's not fitiingly dressed.
To~j'ft'join UiCsecond, to these add ifie third,

Then finish wilhlbnrth, and you have the whole word.
Bul, ifits full meaning be wclf weighed and reckoned
You 'll find it no more than simplylirst second!

And a word-sparing poct. if worst comes td worsi,

Can c.spress the whole word by using mylirsi.

CENTIIAI.. ACROSTIC.

E ach of the words describcd contains ihe same number ofletters.
W hcn these have been righily guessed and placed one below the
other, the central letters wdl spcU the nameof a famous Florcniine
artisi.

Ckoss-wordsi i. Wanis. 2. Trall. 3. To wed, 4. Full of
life and mirth. $. A color. 6. A certain forcst, familiar to readers
of Shakspcre's plays. 7. Peevjsh. 8. A boy’s fiame. 9. Dcrides.
10. A navy or squadron of ships. “ ODD fish.”

ST, ANPUEW'’S CROi"S OF DIAMONOS.

I. Upper Left-hand Diamond: i. In browscd- 2. A verb.
3. A stigma. 4. Conclusién. 5, In browscd.

Il. Upper Right-hand Diamond: i, In browscd, a, A cap-
sule of a plant. 3. The narrow sea-channel between England and
France. 4, A rctreat. 5, In browsed.

Ill. Central Diamond: x. In browsed. s. A verb. 3. A
web-footed bird. 4. A cave. 5. In browsed,

IV. I>iwER LeKT-liIAND D iamond : 1. In browsed. 2. A color.
3. To pruclude. 4. A smalllump, 5, In browsed.

V. 1ABWER R icht*hand Dia.mond: I. Tnbrowsed. 2. At once,

4. To many. 5. In
*chakito."

3. Impclicd along the surfacc of water.
browsed.
DOrm.E ACROSTIC.

My prtmaU and findis each spell the fiame of a signer of the
Declaration of Indcpendence.

Cross-words (of unequal length): i. The Christian namc of a
President of the United States, clecced wichin the past twelve years.
3. A town of Spain nearwhich the Spaitards were defeated by the
French, commanded by Morder and Soull, in 1809, 3. A city of

THE DE VINNE PRESS,

tbc Nethcrlands, taken, in 1573, after a «cven monihs' dege Ivil»
Duke of Alvo. 4. A reson for blockade-ritnners during ific cl\jl
war. 5. The Britusli commandcrwho salncd the victory calW b*
the English ihe “ Batiloof che FirstoflJune." 6. A naval uflker
ofchehighe«t rank, 7, One ofihe ihirtcen original Siaiev 3 The
successful conimander ac CulloJen. g. A famous Senilunjc Ificron
10. An cminent English siaiesinan, sometimes calle<i “ Jhe (ireai
Commoner." xi. The State whose moteo is “ Ad astra per aspen "
FITZ.HCull 1 jfxs

or :S s

enigma, in that

The qwitati«n.

T his differs from the ordinary numerical
words forming itaro pictured Instead of described

consisting of fifty.seveii words, is taket~frotn ihe Dcciaialion W
Indepcndence. i*.,
PIAfIONALY

CnoSs-'voRDP: Long lonse overconis. 2. I»
smirk. 4. A territorpwof the Unjted--States;-somelimec
* Golden Suminit." 5. To cicct again. 6. Bodiesof land.

The dingonals from x 10 2 and from 3 10 4 .«pcnaiamMi
fedcration o iv TIOSS'ULTTIL

PRINTERS, NEW YORK
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