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SUNSHINE LAND.
By Ediih M. Thomas.

Thev cnme in sight of a lovely shore,
Yeliow as gold in the morning light;

The sun’s own color at noon it wore

And had faded not at thc fall of night;
Clear weather or doiidy,— 't was all as one,
The happy hills seemed bathcd with the sim.
Its secrct thc sailors could not understand,
But they called this country Sunshine Land.

W hat was the sccret ?— a simple thing

(It wili make you smile when once you know) :
foiiched by ihc tender fingcr of spring,

A million blossoms were all aglow ;

So many, so many, so small and bright,

They covered the hills with a mantle ofiight;

And the wild bee hiimmecl, and thc glad breeze faniied,
Through thc honeycd fields of .Sunshine Land.

If over the sea wc two were bound,

W hat poit, dear child, would we choose for ours ?
W e would sail. and sail, lili at last wc found

This fairy gold of a million flnwers.

Yet, darling, we 'd find, if at home we stayed,

Of many small joys our plcasurcs are made,

More near than wc think, — very ciése at hand,
Lie the golden fields of .Sunshine Land.
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TWO LITTLE CONFEDERATES.

Bv Thomas Nelson Page.

Chapter XV.

T he raiderswere up early next morning scouring
the woods and country around. They kncw that the
fugitive soldiers could not have gone far, for the
Federdis had every road picketed, and their main
body was not far away. As the morning .vore on,
it became a grave question at Oakland how the two
soldiers were to subsist. They had no provisions
with them, and the voads were so dosel}- watched
that there was no chance of their obtaining any.
The matter was talked over, and the boys’ rnother
and Cousin Belle were in despair.

“ They can eat their shocs,” said Willy, reflect-
ively.

The ladies exclaimed in horror.

“ That 's what men always do when they get
lost jn a wilderness where there is no game.”

This piece of information from Willy did not
imprcss his hearcrs as nnich as he supposed it
would.

“ 1'll tell you ! Let me and Frank go and carry
‘'em something lo cat!”

‘“How do you linow where they are ?”

“ They are at our Robber’s Cave, are n’t they,
Cousin Belle ? Wc tolcl the General yesterday
how to get there, dicl n't we ?”

“ Yes, and he said lasl night that he would go
there.”

W illy’s idea seemed a good one, and the offer
was accepted. The boys .vere to go out as if to
see the troops, and were to take as much food as
they thought could pass for their luncheon. Their
mothcr cookecl and put up a luncheon large
enoiigli to have satisficd the appotitcs of two
young Brobdingnngians, and they set out on their
relief expcdition.

The two stiirdy littic figures looked full of im-
portance as they strode off up the road. They
carriecl many loving messages. Their Cousin Bclle
gave to cach separately a long, whispered mes-
sage which each by himself was to deliver to the
General. It was thought bcst not to hazard a
note.

They were watched by the ladies from the pértico
until they disappeareci ovcr the hill. They took
a path which lcd into the woods, and walked
cautiously for fcar some of the raiders might be

However, the boys saw none of
the enemy, and in a littie while they carne jo a
point where the pines began. Then they turned
into the woods, for the pines were so thick the bovs
could not be seen, and the pinc tags made itso
soft undcr foot that they coulcl walk without inaking
any noise.

They were piishing theirway through the buslies,
when Frank suddenly stopped.

“ Hush !” he said.

W illy haited and listened.

“ There they are.”

From a little distance to one side in the diiec-
tion of the path they had just left, they he.ird the
trampling of a number of horses’ feet.

lurking about.

“ That's not our folks,” said Willy. “ Hugli
and the General have n’'tany hoiscs.”
“ No; that'sthe Yankees,” said Frank. ‘-Lel's

lie do\s-n. They may hear us.”

The boys flung themselves upon the ground
and almost held their breath until the horscs hid
passed out of hcaring.

“ Do you rcckon they are hunling for us?"
askccl Willy in an acved wliisper.

“ No, for Hugh and the General. Come on,”

They rose, went dipping a litilc dccper inio
the pines, and again made their way toward the
cave.

“ Maybc they 've caught ’em,” suggested Willv.

“ They can’t catch ’'em in thcse pines,” replied
Frank. “ You can’tsee any distance at all- .Vliorsc
can'tget through, and the Generaland Hugh could
shoot 'em, and then get away before they could
catch 'em.”

They hurried on.

“ Frank, suppose they take us for Yankees?”

Evidently, Willy’'s mind haci been busy since
Frank’s last speech.

“ They are n't going lo shoot us,” said Frank;
but it was an unpleasant suggestion, for they «en:
not very far from the dense clump of pines ljetncen
two gullies, which the boys called their cave.

“ We can whistlc,” he said, presently.

“Won't Hugh and the General think we are
enemies trying tosurround them? ” W illy objected.
The diiemnia was a scrious onc. “ Wc 'il haré to
crawl up,” said Frank, aftcr a pause.

And this was agrced upon. They wcrc soon on



ilie edge of the deep gully which, on one side,
priiecled the spot from all approach. They
scrambled down its stccp side, and began to crcep
along, peeping over its other edge from time to
lime, to sce if they could discover the clearing
ivhich marked the little green spot on top of the
hill, where once had stood an oid cabin, The base
ofthc ruincd chimncy, with its immecnse fire-place
coastituted lite boy’s “ cave.” They were ciése 16
it, now, and felt themselves to be in imminent dan-
gcrof a swceping fusiilacle. They had ids creni
apfo the top ofAthe ravine and ieke eoysultin®

"hcii some one immediately behind them, not
twenty feet away, called out:

“Helio! What are you boys cloing herc.®» Are
you irying to capture us ?”

Theyjumpecl at the unexpected voice. The Gen-

eral bi-okc into a laugh. He had been sitting on
ilie ground on the other side of the dedivity, and
had been watching thcir maneuvers for some time.

He brought them to ibc house-spot where Hugh
-vasasleep on the ground; he liad been on watch
all tlic morning, and, during the General's turn
«asmakmg up for his lost sleep. He was soon ivide
nwakc enough, and he and thc General, with ap-
pciitcs bearing witness to their long fast, were with
outdelay engligecl in disDosinTTTT’
«hidi the boysliad bro T t

The boys were delighted with the mystery of
ihcir surroundings. Each in turn took the Gen-
eral aside and held a long interview with him,
and gave h.m all their Cousin Belle’s mcssages.
-No eme had ever treatcd them with such coii-
sidcration as the General showed them. Tbe two
roen askcd thc boys all about thc dispositioiis of
‘hcenemy, but the boys had little to tcll.

“ | bey are after us pretty hotly,” said thc Gen-

1think they are going away shortly, It’s

nothing but a raid, and they are moving 0l1. We
musi get back to camp to-night,”

“ How are you going? " askcd thc boys. “ Vou

"nre )Tt any horses.”
;*We are going to get some of their horses.”
the officer. “ They have taken ouvs-now
tney must furnish us with others.”
It was about time for the bovs to start for
riie General took each of them aside, and
~
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" «hidi the boys had brou%ht.
| ing about.

bb» a reward for good condnct.

in a second they heard a familiar drawiing voice
cali out in a subdued tone:

“ Hold on, Cunnel! it 's nobody but me; don’t
>'0ii know me ?”  And, in a momcnt, they heard
thc General's astonishcd and someuhatstern repl)’:

“ Mills, what are you doing hcrc ? Who ’s witli
you ? What do you want?”

“ Well,” said the ncw-comcr, slowly, “ I 'loived
I 'd come lo see if | could be o’any use to you. |
beralrdlthre Yankecs had run you 'way from Oak-

i_fj SOy
1 sort o’

fact is, tlhey 's been up my way, and
luwecd | 'd come an’see cf | could lielp vou eit
back to camp.”

“ Where have you been all this time ?
you are not ashamed to look me in the face !”

The General's voice was still stern. He had
turned around and walkecl back to thc clearcd
space.

The dcserter scratched his head in pcrpiexity.

“1 need n’ 'a’ come.” he said, doggedly.
“ Where 's them boys? | don’ want the boys
hurted. | seen 'em coinin’ here, an’ | jes’ fol-
lowed 'em to see they did n’t get in no trouble.
But "

I wonder

spccch about the boys effcctcd what the

: General himself
iad failed to b

“ Sit down and let me talk tn you,” said the
General!, throwing himself 011 the grass,

Mills scated himselfcross-legged near the officer
with his gun across his knees, and began to bite a
straw which he pulled from a tuft by his side.

The boys had come up out of thcir retreat, and
taken places on each side of thc Geneial.

“ You all take to grass like young partridges,”
said thc hunter. The boys were flaltered, for
they coiisidercd any noticc from him a compli-
ment.

“ What made you fool us, and seiid us to catch
that conscript-guard ?” Frank askcd.

“ Well, you kctched him, did n't you ? You 're
the only ones ever been able to catcli him,” he
said, iiith a low cinickle.

“ Now, Mills, you know liow things stand,” said
“ It 's a shaine for you to have bccn

You know what pcople say about

thc Geneial,
actmg this way.

SSaivi

Hisvoiccwas as calni and his manner as com-
poscd as if lie wcie promising tlic man opposite

He looked Mills



Tlie deserter bunkcd twice or thrice, slowly bit
his slired ofstraw, looked cnsually first toward onc
boy and then toward thc other, but without thc
slightest change of expression in his face.

“ Cun’l,” he said, at length, “ I ain't no de-
serter. | ain’'t feared of bein’ shot. Ef | was, |
would n’ ’a’ come here now. | ’'m gwine wid yon.

TIM MILLS MAK&S A DECLARATION OP WAR

an’ | 'm gwine back to my company; an’l 'm
gwine fight, cf Yankees gitsin myway; butef | gits
tired, 1’'scomin’ home; an’tain't no use to tell you
I ain't, ‘cause | ¢S,— an’ cfanybody fiings up to me
that 1 's a-runnin’ away, | 'm gwine to kill 'em !'”
He rose to lys feet in thc intensity ofhis feeling,
and his eyes, usually so dull, were like live coals.
The General lookcd at him quietly a fcw sccontls.

then himselfardse and laicl his hand on Tiin Mills’
shoulder.

“ All right,” he said.

“ 1 got a iittle snack M’lindy put up,” said
Mills, pulling a siibstantial bundle out ofhis game-
bag- “ 1 'Jowed maybc you might be sort o
hongry. Jes’ two or threc squirrels I shot,” hf

said, apologetically.
“ You boys better gil
long homec, I rcckoii.”

said Mills to Will;.
“ You ain” fraid, is your
'‘Cause ifyon is, 1’ll go
with you.”

Hisvoicehadrcsiimed
its customary drau l.

“ Oh, no,” said hoili
boys, eagerly. "Wi-
aro ii't afraid.”

“ An’ tell your jnal
ain’ let nobod}' leldi
nothin’ on the Oaklaiiil
plantation; not seiice
that day you all went

himtin’ descrters; not
if I knowed ’botit ii.”
“ Yes, sir.”
« An’ tell her 1'm

gwine take good keci o
Hugh an’ thc Cunncl.

Good-bye — now mm
along!”

“ All  right, .sir,-
good-bye.”

“ An’ ef you hear

anybody say Tim Milis
isa d’sertcr, tell 'emit's
a lie, an’ you kuow it
Good-bye.” Hcturned
away as if relievcd.

The bo)s said good-
bye to all thiee, ad
started in the direciinn
of home.

chafit.R x\ 1

A fter Crossing ilw

gtilly, and walkiiig cu
through tlic woods for what they thought a safe
distance, they turned into the path.

Thcy were talking very merrily about thc (-
eral and Hugh and their friend Mills, and «or
tliscussing some romantic plan for the rccaplua'
of tlicir horses from the encmy, when tlicy caw'
out of the path into a road, and found tlicmseivcs
within twenty yards of a gi'oup of Federal soldioi’-



quicily sitting on their horses, evidently guarding
(he road.

The sight of the bliie-coats made tbe boys jump.
They would havc crcpt back, but it was too late —
ihry caught the eye of the man nearcst them.
They ceased talking as suddenly as birds in the
irees stop chirruping when the hawk sails over;
and when one Yankee called to them, in a stern
gtonc, ' Halt there ! ” and started to come toward
them, their hearts were in their mouths.

Where are you boys going ?” he asked, as he
caine up to them.
('lOiiig home.”

“Where do you bclong ?”

“ Over there— at Oakland,” pointing in the
lircciion of their home, which seemed suddenly to
have moved a thousand miles away,

“ Where havc j'oii been ?” The otiier soldiers
liad cuinc up now,

* been down this way.” The boys’voices were
iicver so meck before. Each rcpiy vas like an
apology.

"Been to see your brother?” asked one who
had not spoken before— a pleasant-looking fellow.
The boys looked at him. They were paraiyzcd
by dread of tho approaching question.

“ Now, boys, we knoiv where you have been,”
said a small fellow, who wore a yeliow chevron on
liisarm. He had a thin mustache and a sharj)
nose, and rodé a wiry, dull sorrcl horse. “ You
may just as well tell us all about it. We know
you Ve been to see 'em, and we ave going to make
you carry us where they are.”

“ No, we ain’t,” said Frank, doggedly.

"illy expressed his determination also.

“ If you don't, it ’s going to be pretty bad for
you,” said the littie corporal. He gave an order
lolivo of the men, who sprang from their horses,
and, catching Frank, swung him up behind another
cmmiryman. The boy’s face was very palé, but he
bit bis lip.

“ Go ahead,” — continued the corporal to a
number of his mcn, who started down the patli.
“Ynu four men remain here till we come back,”
he said to the men on the ground, and to two
others on horseback. * Keep him here,” jerking
35 ibumb towards VVilly, whose face uas already
huriniig with emotion.

"l 'm going with Frank,” said Willy. “ Lct
me RO." This to the man who had hold of him
tlic arm. “ Frank, make him Ict me go,” he

shoutcd, biirsting into tears, and turning on his
eaptor with all his little might.

“'3'I'-", he 's not goin’ to hurt you,— don't you
e . called Frank, sqiiirming until he dug his
"ecls so into the horsc’s flanks that the horsc
hegan to kick up.
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Keep quiet, Johnny; he 's not goin’ to hurt
him,” said onc of the men, kindiy. He had a
brown beard and shining white teeth.

They rodc slowly down the narrow path, the
dragoon holding Frank by the leg. Deep down
in the ivoods, beyond a small branch, the path
forked.

“ Which way?” asked the corporal, stopping,
and addressing Frank,

Frank set his mouth tight and looked him in
the eyes.

“ Which is it ?” the corporal repeated.

“ 1 ain't going to tell,” said he, firmly.

* Look here, Johnny; we 've got you, and we
are going to make you tell us; so you might just
as well do it, easy. If yon don’t, we 're goin’ to
make you.”

The boy said nothing.

* You mcn dismount. Stubbs, hnid the horses.”
He himself dismounted, and three others did the
same, giving their horses to a fourth.

“ Get down!”— this to Frank and the soldier
behind whom he was riding. The soldier dis-
moiinted, and the boy slipped off after him and
faced his captor, who held a strap in one hand.

“ Are vou goin’ tell us? ” he asked.

“ No.”

mDon’'tyou know?” He carne a step nearer,
and hold the strap forward. There was a long
silencc. The boy’s face paled perceptibly, but
took on alook as jfthe proccedings were indifferent
to him.

' If you say you don’'t know said the man,

hcsitating in face of the boy’s resoliition. “ Don’t
Jou know where they are ?”
“ Yes, | know; but | ain’t goin’ to tell you,”

said Frank, buisting into tcars.

“ The littie Johnny’s game,” said the soldier
'vho had told him the others were not going to
hurt Willy, The corporal said something to this
man in an undertone, to which he replied;

“* You can try, but it is n't going to do any
good. 1 don’t half like it, anyway.”

Frank had stopped crying after his first out-
burst.

“ If you don't tell, we are going to shoot you,”
said the little soldier, drawing his pistol.

The boy shut his mouth ciése, and looked
straight at the corporal. The man laid down his
pistol, and, seizing Frank, drew his hands behind
him, and tied them.

“ Get ready, men,” he said, as he drew the boy
aside to a small tree, putting him with his back
to it.

Frank thought his hour had come. He thought
of his rnother and Willy, and wondered if the
soldiers would shoot Willy, too. His face twiCched

aM



and grew ghasliy white. Then he thought of
his father, and of how proud he would be of his

son’s bravery when he should hear of it. This
gave him stiength.

* The knot — huits my hands,” he said.

The man leaned over and eased it a little.

“ 1 was n't crying becausc | was scared,” said

Frank.

“ Now, boys, get ready,” said the corporal,
taking up his pistol.
How large it looked to Frank. He wondercd

where the liullcts woiild hit him, and if the wounds
would bleed, and whcthcr he would be left alone
all night out there in the woods, and if his mother
would come and kiss him.

“ 1 want to say my prayei-s,” he said, faintly.

The soldier ;nadc some reply which he could
not hcar, and the man with the beard started for-
ward : butjust then all grew dark before his eycs.

Next, he thought he must have been shot, for he
feit wet about his face, and was lying down. He
heard some onc say. “ He 's coming to”; and
another replied, “ Thank God !”

He opened his eycs. He was lying beside the
little branch with his head jn thc lap of the big
soldier with the beard, and the little corporal was
ieaning over him throwing water in his face from a
cap. The others were standing around.

“ What 's the matter ?” askcd Frank.

“That ’'s all right,” said thc little corporal,
kindiy. “ V.'e were just a-foolin’ a bit with you,
Johnny.”

“ W c never meant to hurt you,” said the other.
“ You fee! better now ?”

“ Yes, where 's Willy? ”
move.

“ He 's all right. We 11 take yon to him.”

“Am | shot? ” askcd Frank.

“No ! Doyou think we 'd have touchcd a hair of
your head — and you such a brave little feilow?
W e were just trying to scare you a bit and carried
it too far, and you got a little faint,— that's all.”

The voice was so kindiy that Frauk was
cncouraged to sit up.

“ Can you walk now ?” askcd tbe corporal, help-
ing him and steadying him as he rose to his feet.

“ 1 'll take him,” said the big feilow, and before
the boy could move, he had stooped, taken Frank
in his arms, and was carryiiig him back toward the
place where they had Icft Willy, while the others
followed after with the horses.

“ 1 can walk,” said Frank.

“ No, I 'll carry you, b-bless your hcart1”

The boy clid not know that the big dragoon was
looking down at thc light hair lesting on his arm,
and that while he trod the Virginia wood-path, in
fancy he was home in Dclawarc ; or that the press-

He was too tircd to

ure thc boy felt from his strong arms, was a caress
given for ihe sake of another boy far away on tlie
Brandywine. A little while before they canic in
sight, Frank asked to be put down.

The soldicr gently set him on his feet, and before
he let him go, kissed him.

“ 1’'ve got a curly-headcd feilow at home, just
the size of you,” he said softly.

Fi-ank saw that his eyes were moist.
you Tl get safe back to him,” he said.

“ God grant it!” said the soldier.

W hen thc)' reacheci the squad at ihe gate, thev
found Wiilly still in much distress on Frank's
account; but he wiped his eyes when his biotlitr
reappcared, and listened with pridc to the solclicis’
praisc of Frank’s “ grit” as they called it. Vlicn
they let the boys go, the little corporal wislied
Frank to accept a five-dollar gold piece; but he
politely declined it.

“ 1 liopc

Chapter XVII.

The story of Frank’s adventurc and courage
was the talk of all thc Oakiand plantation- His
mother and Cousin Belle both kissed him and callcd
him their little hero. W lly aiso received a full
share of praisc for his courage.

About noon titere was great commotion among
the iroops. They were far more numerous than
they had been in thc morning, and instead of rid-
ing about tbe woods in small bodies, huntingfor
the conccalcd soldiers, they were coliecting togciher
and preparing to move.

It was learned that a considerable body oi cav-
alry was passing down thc road by Trinity Churcli.
and that thc dcpot had been burnt again tbe night
before. Somchow, a rumor got about that thc
Confcdei-atcs wcerce following up thce raiders.

lu an hour, most of tlie soldiers went away, bul
a number still stayed on. Their horses wcrc picit-
eted about the yarcl fecding; and they theniselvi:.'
lounged around, making themselves at home m
the honsc, and pulling lo pieccs thc tilinga tiiai
were left. They were not, however, as waiiton in
thcir destruction as thc first set, who had passed bv
the ycar before.

Among tliose who yet remaincd were thc littk
corporal, and thc big young soldicr who had bcen
so kind to Frank. They were in thc rear-guard.
At length even thc last man rodé off.

The boys had gone in and out ainong there.
without being molested. Now and then soroc
rough fcllow would swear at them, but for ihc mes'
|jart thcir intercourse with thc boys was friendly
W hen, therefore, they loele off, thc boys «ere
allowed by their mother to go and scc the maiii bodv.

Peter and Colc 'vere with them. They took ilie



inaiii road and followed along, picking up straps,
and cartridges, and all those miscelianeous things
dropped by a large body of troops as thcy pass
along.

Cartridges wcrc vcery valuable, as
nislicd thc only powcler and shot the boys could
get for hunting, and their supply was out. These
were found in uniisual numbers. The boys fillcd

they fur-

Uov KACBD HIS CAPTOR,

riel) pockets, and finally filied their sleeves, tying
tiem tightlyat the wrist with strings, so that the
Mntents would not spill out. Onc of the boys
@®und cvcii nn okl pistol, which was considered a
hteat treasiirc. He bore it proudlv in his belt, and
"eweiivied by nll the others.

k was quite late in thc afternoon when thcy

oughtof turning toward homo, their jlockcts and

WHO HKLI)

sleeves bagging down with the heavy muskct-car-
tridges. They left thc Federal rear-guard fceding
tlicir horses at a great white pile of corn « hich had
been throwii out of the corn-hoiise of a neighbor,
and was scattcved all over the ground.

They crossed a fieid, descended a liill, and took
the maiii road at its foot, just as a body of cavalry

carne in sight. A sraall squad, riding some little

A RTRAF IN ONE HAND.”

distance in advance ofthe mnin body, had already
passed by. These were Confederates. The first
man they saw, at thc head of the column by the
colonel, was the General, and a little behind him
was none other than Hugh on a gray roan : while
not far down thc column rodé their friend Tim
Mills, looking rusty and sleepy as usual.

“ Goodness! Why here are thc General and



Hugh ! How in the Worid did you get awayi
cxclaimced the boys.

They Icarncd that it was a column of cavairy
following the linc of the raid, and that the General

and Hugh had met them and vohinteerod. The
soldiers grceted the boys cordially.
“ The Yankees are right up there,” said the

youngsters.

* Where? How many? W hat are theydoing?”
asked the General,

“ A whole pack of'cm — right up there at the
stables, and all about, feeding their horscs and
sitting all around, and ever so many more have
gone along down the road.”

“ Fling the fence down thcve!” The boys
pitchcd down the rails in two or three places.
An order was passed back, and in an instant a stir
of preparation was noticed all down the line of
horsemen.

A courier galloped up the road to rccall the
advance-guard. The head of the column passed
through the gap, and, without waiting for the
others, dashed up the hill at a gallop — the Gen-
eral and the coloncl a score of yards ahead of any
of the others.

“ Lct 's go and seo the fight!” cricd the boys -
and the whole set started back up tbe hill as fast
as their legs could carry them.

“ S'posc they shoot; Won't they shoot us?”
asked onc of the negro boys, in some apprchen-
sion. This, though before unthought of, was a
possibility, and for a moment brought them down
to a slower pace.

“ We can lie flat and peep over the top of the
hill.” This was Frank's happy thought, and the
party started ahead again. “ Let 's go around
that way.” They made a littie detour.

Just before they reached tlie ciest they heard a
shot, “ bang!” immcdiatcly followed by another,
“bang !” and in a second more a regular volley
began, and was kept up.

They reached the crest ofthe hill in time to sec
the Confedérales gallop up the slope toward the
stables, firing their pistols at the blue-coats, who
were forming in the edge of a littie wood, over
beyond a fence from tho other side of which the
smoke of their cavbincs was rolling. They had
evidently started on Just as the boys left, and
before the Confederntes carne in sight.

The boys saw their friends dash at this fence,
and could distinguish the General and Hugh, who
wcre still in the lead. Their horses took the
fence, going ovcr like birds, and others followed,—
Tim Mills among them,— while yet more wciu
through a gate a few yards to one side.

“ Look at Hugh ! Look at Hugh 1~

* Look! That horse has fallen down!” cried

one of lhe boys, as a horse went down just at tlic
entrance of the wood, rolling over his rider.

“ He 's shot!” exclaimed Frank, for nciiiier
horsc for rider attcmpted to rise.

“ Sec; they are running!”

The littic squad of blue-coats were retiring inic
the woods, with the grays closely prcssing them,

“ Lct 's cut across and see 'em run 'em over tlie

bridge.”
“Come on!”
All the little group of spectators, white and

black, started as hard as they could go for a path
tliey knew, u-hich led by a short cut tlinnigh ilic
littie piece of woods. Beyond laya ficld elivided
by a stream, a short distance on the other side of
which was a large body of ivoods.

The popping was still going on furiously lu ihc
woods, and bullets wore “ zoo-ing ” ovcr the licids.
But the boys could not see anything, and ihey did
not think about the flying balls.

They were all excitement at the idea of “ our
men ” whipping the enemy, and they ran with ;ll
their might to be in time to see them -eediase
'em across the fieki.”

The road on which the skirmisli took place, and
down which the Federal rear-guard had retrcaied,
made a sharp curve beyond the woods, ai-ound
the bend of a little stream crossed by a small
bridge; and the boys, in taking the short cut, liad
placed the road between themselves and liéme;
but they did not care about that, for their men
were driving the others. They “ just wanted to
see it.”

They reached the edge of the ficld in time lo
see that the Yankees were on the other side nfihc
stream. They knew them to loe where puiTs of
smoke carne out of the opposite wood. And ihc
Confedérales had stopped beyond the bridge, and
were haited, in some confusién, in the field.

The firing was very sharp, and bullets were
singing in every direction. Then the Confedérales
got together, and wentas hard as they could riglit
at them, up to the wood all along the edge oi
which the smoke was pouring in continuous pufis
and with a rattle of shots. They saw several
horscs fall as the Confcdeiatcs galloped on, bul
the smoke hid most of it. Next they saw nlong
line of fire appear in the smoke on both sidcs nf
Ilic road, where it entered ihc wood; thoi tiic
Confedérales stopped, and became all mixcd tip;
a number of horses galloped away without ihdr
ridcrs, another line of white and red flanic wmc
out of the Woods, the Confedérales began to eninf
back, Icaving many horses on the ground, and a
body of cavalry in blue coats poured out of the
wood in pursuit.

“ Look! Look! They are running— tliey are



TWO

bcating our mcn!” cxclaimed the boys. “ Thcy

llave drivecn ’em back across the Ijridge.”
How many of them there are !”

" What shall we do? Suppose thcy see us!”

“ Como on, Mah'srs Frank 'n’ Wiily, let 's go
liome,” said the colored boys. ‘‘They 'll shoot us!”

Tlie fight was now in the woods which lay be-
tiveen thc boys and their home. But just then
the gray-coats got together, again turned at the
edge of the woocl, and dnshcd back on their pur-
sucrs, and — the smoke and bushes on the stream
hid everything. In a second more both emerged

‘m‘ LOOK! iraOK! THRV ARR RLTNHING -

O» tljc Other side of the smoke and went into the
woods on thc further edge of the field, all in con-
lusion, and leaving on the ground more horses
sind men than before.
What s them things ‘zip-zippin’ 'round my
«"'s?” asked one of thc negro boys.
“ liullets,” said Frank, proud ofhis knowledgc.
Vill they hurt me if they hit 1uc»? "
Ofcourse they will, They 'll kill you.”
"I 'm gwine homc.” said the boy, and ofT he
started at a trot.
Hukl on! — W<c¢ ’'rc goin’, too;
«'Wn this way; lilis is ihe best way.”
Thcy went along the edge of tlie fickl, toward

but let 's go

THBV ARR BSATING On,

ITTTLE CONFEDERATES.

thc point in the road where thc skirmish had been
and where the Confederates had rallicd. They
stopped to listen to the popping in the woods on
the other side, and were just saying how glad they
were that “ our men had whippccl them,” when a
soldier carne along.

“ What in the namc of goodness are you bovs
doing here ?” he asked.

* We 're just looldiT on an’ lis’nin’,”
thc boys ineckly,

“ Well, you 'd better be getting home as fast as
They are too strong for us, and they 11

answered

you can.

»WN ! * EXCLAIMBO THE BOVS."
be driving us back directiy, and some of you may
get killed or run over.”

This was dreadful!
occurrcd to thc boys.
them.

“ Come 011! Let’s go homc!” This was the
universal idea, and in a second the whole party
wecrc ciittiiig straight for home, utteriy stampedcd.

They could rcadily have found shelter and sc-
curity back over the hill, from thc flyhig balls;
but thcy preferrcd to get home, and they made
str.mght for it. The popping of the guns’, which
still kept up in the woods across the little river,
now mcant to them that thc victorioiis Yankees

Such an jdea had never
A panic took posscssion of



were driving back their friends. They bciieved
that the bullets which now and then yet whistled
over lhe woods with a long, singing “ zoo-ee,” were
aimcd at them. For their lives, then, they ran,
expecting to be killed every minute.

Tiic load of cartridges in their pockets, which
they had carricd for hours, weighcd them down.
As they ran they thrcw these oiit. Then followed
those in their sieevcs. Frank and the other boys
easily got rid of thcirs, but Willy had tied thc
strings around his wrists in such hard knots that
he could not possibly untie them. He was falHiig
behind.

Frauk heard him cali.
speed, he looked back over liis shoulder. Willy’s
face was red, and his mouth was twitching. He
was sobbing a little, and was tcaring at thc strings
with his tccth as he ran. Then the strings carne
Iciose onc after che other, the cartridges were
shaken out over the ground, and Willy’'s face
at once cicared up as he ran forward lightencd of
his load.

They had passed almost through the narrow
skiit of woods where thc first attack uas made,
when they heard some one not far from the side
of the road cali, “ Water !”

The boys stopped. “W hat's that?” they
asked cach other in a startled iiiidertone. A
groan carne from the same direction, and a voice
said, “ Oh, for some water!”

A short, whispered consultacién was held.

* He’'s right up on that bank. There’s a road
up there.”

Frank advanced a little ; a man was lying some-
what proppcd up against a tree. His eyes were
closed, and there was a ghastly wound in his head.

“* Willy, it’s a Yankee, and he 's shot.”

“ Is he dead ? ” asked the others, in awed voiccs.

“ No. Let’s ask him ifhe’s hurt much.”

They aO approached him. His eyes were shut
and his face was ashy white.

‘*Willy, it’s my Yankee !” exclaimed Frank.

The wounded man moved his hand at thc sound
of thc voiccs.

“ Water,” he murmured.
for pity’s sake !”

‘e I'll get you some,— don’t you know me?
Let me have your canteen,” said Frank, stooping
and taking hold of the canteen. It was held by
its stnip : but thc boy whipped out a knife auclcut
it loose.

The man tricd lo speak; but thc boys could
not understand him.

“ Where are you goin’ get it, Frank?”
the other boys.

“ At thc branch down there that runs into the
creek.”

W ithout slacking his

“ Bring me water,

asked

“ The Yankees ’'ll shoot you down there,” ob-
jccted Peter and Wiilly.

« / ain' gwine that way,” said Colé.

The soldier groaned.

“/ Il go with you, Frank,” said Willy, wlio
Cuuid not stand the sight of the man’s suffering

* We 1l be back directly.”

The two boys darted off, the others Ibllouing
them at a little distance. They reached the opcn
field. The shooting was stili going on in the
woods on the other side, but they no longo
thought of it. They ran dosvn thc hill and dashtd
across the little fiat to the branch at tlie ncarcsi
point, washed the blood from the canteen and
filled it with the cool water.

‘“1 wish we had something to wash his face
\vith,” sighed Willy, “ but I have n’'t got a hand-
kerchief.”

“ Neither have 1.” Willy looked thnuglitfiil.
A second more and he had stripped off his light
sailor’s jackct and dipped it in thc water. The
next minute the two boys were runniiig up the
hill again.

When they rcachcd the spot where the wounded
man lay, he had slipped down and was fiat oii the
ground. His fecbie voice still callcd for water,
but was mucli weaker than befoj-e. Frank stooped
and hcld the canteen to the man’s lips, and lie
drank. Then Willy and Frank, together, b.ithed
his face with the still dripping cotton jackct. This
revived him somewhat; but he did not rccogiiite
them and taiked incohercntly. They proppcd up
his head.

“ Frank, it’s getting mighty late,
got to go home,” said Willy.

The bo)”s voice or words reached thc car uf
thc wounded man.

“ Take me home,” he murmured;
some water from the well by the dairy.”

“ Give him some more water,”

W illy liftcd the canteen. “ llere itis.”

The soldier swallowed with difficulty.

He could not raise his hand now, There wasa
pause. The boys stood around, looking down on
him. “ 1 've come back home,” he said. His
oyes were closecl.

“ He 'sdreaming,” whispered Willy.

* Did you ever see anybody die ?” asked Frank,
suddenly, in a low tone.

Wi illy’s face palcd.

“ No, Frank; let’s go home and tcll somebotl,".”

Frank stooped and touchcd the soldier’s face.
He was talking ali the time now, though they

and «eVe

“ 1 wam

could not understand everything he said. Tbe
boy’s touch seemed to rouse him.
“ It 's bedtimc,” he said, prcsently. “ Kneel

down and say your prayers for Father.”



«sWilly, lee 's say our prayers for him,” wliis-
percd Frank.

eelcansay, ‘Now I lay me.’ But before he
could begin-——--

‘““ Now 1 lay me down to slecp, said the sol-
dicr, tenderly. The boys followed him, thinking
he had heard them. They did not know that he
ivas saying — for one whom but that morning he
had called “ his curlj'-head at home tbe prayer
tilat is common to Virginia and to Delaware to
Kortii and to South, and «hich no wars can
silence and no victories cause to be forgotten.

The soldier’s voice now was growing almost in-
audible. He spoke between long-drawn breaths.

' “1f I should die before I wake.””

“*if | should die before | wake,”” they re-
peated, and continued the prayer,

‘e And this 1 ask for Jes(s’ sake,”” said tlie

boys, ending, Thcrc was a long pause. Frank
strolted the palé face softly with his hand.

‘e*And this | ask for Jesus’ sake,”” whispered
the hps. Then, very softly: “ Kiss me good-
mght.”

* Kiss him, Frank.”

The boy stooped ovcr and kisscd ihc lips that
had kissed him in the morning. Willy kissed
him, also. The lips moved in a faint smilc.

* God bless

The boys waited,— but that was all. The riusk
settlcd down in the woods. The pvayerwas ended,

“He 's dead,” said Frank, in decp awe.

“ Frank, are n't you mighty sorry?” asked
Willy, in a trembling voice. Then he suddenly
broke out crying.

“ 1 don’t want him to die' 1 don’'twant him to
die! ”

(T/> = coHiorued.)

ihj

=i



ALL A-B

By Kate

W hf.ue the shadows pass he lies on thc grass,
Like a little pink rose a-glowing,

And watches still how the wind’s sweet will
Keeps the green leaves all a-blowing.

Rustling they sway the livelong day.
And like a river flowing

By a pebbly bench, sounds their ripply speech,
Oh, the leaves a-blcwing, blowing !

LOWING.

M. Cleauy.

When next they leap from biid-brown sleep,
Their gay green banners showing,

And over thc grass where the shadows pass,
Keep blowing and a-blowing —

Thcey 'll look for him, dear little Tim,
But will scc underncath them, maybe,

A boy who can walk and a boy ivho can taik,
Instead of a bit of a baby.

He lies on thc grass >vhcrc the shadows pass
W ith thoughts too deep for knowing,
W hile thc simlight wcavcs its gold through the

leaves,

And they keep a-blowing, blowing !

SOME STORIES ABOUT
By E.

On the Pacific

coast tile cougar

(our panther, in

the East) is called

“ the California

lion” ; in

the interior it is

more generaily

known as “ thc

mountaiu lion.”

People who have

seen this animal

(the most formid-

able of thc cat

specieson thiscon-

tincnt  cxcejDting

only the jaguar), or who have encountered it, havc
relatcd to me experiences which may prove iiiter-
esting to others. But afew yearssince, these lions
were abimdant in the moimtain-ranges back of
Santa Barbara, and many still prowl around, chiefly
at night, in search of prey. As a rule, they are
extremely sly and cowardly. The hunter, without

while

“THE CALIFORNIA LION.'

P. Roe.

trained dogs, rarcly sees them, even though ihc
signs of them are plentiful- It is probable, ho«-
ever, that from closc coverts the hunter himself i-
well walchecl. Hunger leads them to occasioiial
reckless ventures in search of food.

A fcw years ago, onc of these immensc cis.
weak and emacialed, made its way into thc liciiri
of the city of Santa Barbara, and looked iiiio ilic
breakfast-room iviiidows of a fine I)riek chvclling.
The poor beast rcceived a lump of coid lead
instead of a piece of hot sieak. It could srarccl;
cxpect any better treatment, however, for all |E
kind have jiisfly carneci a very bad reputatioa.
Onc has been known to kill fifty sheep in a single
night, so insatiablc is this prowler’s thirst for
blood. Pigs, calves, lambs, colts, and even cow
and bullocks are clcvoured by these lions, and
thcrefore thcy are well hated by the ranchmcn
Every mcans is used to destroy them, and many
annually aro poisoned.

This wily and ague beast when closely pursued
by dogs takes to a trec, like a wild-cat. A frio™*
who owns a ranch in the Santa Incz vallcy lod



me oi the narrow escape of a Inoy employed by
lim. The dogs had trced a lion not far from the
liuLise. So the boy, who was known by tlie classic
fiame of “ Prospero,” procured a gun from the
house and with more courage than discreiion
advanced boldly and fired. The wounded animal
sprnng toward him, and a second leap would have
koiight it to the boy, bul the hounds diverted its
auention. A terrible figlit followed, and it might
liavo been one of doubtful issue had it not been
for the fact that the lion was growing weak from
loss of blood, At last thc lion sought again to
climb thc tree, but thc boy succecded in dragging

+ St. RR.NC .., HOUSE N PURSUIT, HE THEEVV HIS UNEREINC

Il (Inwn and killed it. Had it not been for the
liounds, tmdoubtcdly the boy would have been
lorn to pieces: for the cougar of this region is
viiorinously strong, and iisfcrocity is terrible when
" ISiiijured or compclled to fight.

A short time since, another lion was captuved
«Mr this ranch in a manner which illustrates the
remarkable skill acquired by western cattlc-raisei-s
ii thc use of the lariat. A niounted ranchman
«as procceding along the Santa Inez road, when
lis dogs started this lion in the opon ground. It
oiinded away, sccking a tall trcc, but the ranch-
ean was too near and too quick for it- Spurring
IS horse in pursuit, he ihrew his unerring iassci,

just as thc animal sprang lo climb thc tree. The
noose fcll over its head, one shoulder and one leg.
First sheering off, to tighten ihe fatal noose, tho
ranchman never relaxed his speed a moment;
but kept on, out into the road, then a half-niile to
the ford of the Santa Incz river, and across thc
river to the further bank. The end ofthe lariat
was fastened to the strong pommcl of the Mcxican
saddle, and the snarling, writhing lion was diaggect
pell-mell along the dusty highway, and through
the rapid streain. The ranchman, however, kncw
that the creature had thc proverbial nine lives of
a cat; so, having no fire-arin, he was puzzled how

LASSO, JuUusl' AS THE AHIMAL SPR.HG TO CLIME THE TRP.E.'

to dispatch the beast without danger to himself or
his horse. A tree, stauding by itself, gave him
the opportunity he sought. At a gallop he dragged
his victim to the foot of the tree, whereupon thc
animal made such cffort to eling to the trunk as
it was still capable of cxcrting. Instantly the
captor began to ride in a circle around thc tree ;
and after a few circiiits, the lion was wound ul|j
hard and tiglu. Itwas then asafe and easy matter
to end thc bruiscd, battcrcd, and half-drowned
creatuie’s existence with a hunting-knife.

A very interesting scene in which a lion figured,
was rclated to me b\' a gentleman who was on a
hunting expcdition with two or thrcc friends in thc

(ﬁt“ =
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rangc beyond the Santa Inez mountains. Late
one afternoon they were sitting on a crag, over-
looking a grassy valley whicli was already in
shndow. Almost bcncath them a mare was graz-
ing, with her foal gamboling about her. While
the hunters were watching the graceful littie
creaturc's antics, it gave a startled whinny and
sped toward its rnother, and then it was seen that
a mountain lion was in pursuit. The mare at
once oiTered battle, showing siirprising agility and
courage. She always kept between the foai and

IHE

the lion. Whenever the lion sought to spring
upon the colt, she would interpose herself with
incrcdiblc swiftncss, whirl around and let fly both
heels.

As usual with horses out at pasturage the mare
was unshod, but more than once was heard the
thud of hcr hoofs against the tawny side of the
In her imhcsitating dcvotion to hcr young,
she made a fine, inspiring picture. Hcr neck was
archcd, hcr action most courageous; and when-
ever she struck out with hcr feet, the forcé of the
blows was tremendous. How the contest would have

lion.

iSfn

ended it is hard to say, for tbe hunters, after watch-
ing the strange scene a few moments, hastcned
down the mountain side in the hope of ha»ing
a shot at the marauder, but on the approach of
these ncw foes, the great cat at once made off,
defying all pursuit among the steep cliffs.

A very common trait in all intelligeiu animals
is curiosity; and on one occasion a young lion,
nearly grown, indulged its thirst for knowledge in
a way which unpleasantly suggested a thirst oi
a more sanguinary character. A fe'v years since

JkSS-iC.. X.

MARE D&I EKDS HbR COLI,

a well-known artist of Santa Barbara was sketching
in Glen Annie, on the famous Hollister ranch.
This glen, with its siipcrb live-oaks, forms (h
beginning of onc of the numerous cafions running
up into the mountains, and is but a few miles from
the city. The artist, without a thought ofdangci
or interniption, was painting busily, when h.ippcn-
iug to look up he saw a lion but a few yird>
away. Here was a critic which any artist raiglu
justly drcad | and the worstof it was, that hmvetcr
indifferent he was to the sketch, he might find ite
paintcr only too well suited to his taste. A pwb



able brusli, of a iiaturc very different from the
brush u'ith which he had been laying on color,
no+ occtipied thc artist's mind, and he feared
tliat it might be one which would Icavc crimson
hies in plcnty. W hat course to take, lie scarcely
knew, and for a moment the arlist and his visitor
cyed each other. The only «-cap6n at hand was
liis eamp-stool, which would ciése up into some-
ihing like a club. He dropped his brush and
piit down his hand to draw the three legs to-
gether; «-hereupon the creature began to with-
(Iraw, a fcw steps at a time, often looking back
s tliough undccided in mind. It can scarcely
be ctedited with a wish to bccomc a part of tlie
sketch, orwith any profoimd interese in the pict-
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to spring upon the painter if he could havc been
taken at complete disadvantagc. Probably thc
quiet woi-ker had at first merely excitcd thc liuii’s
curiosity. A lion, however, never needs any onc
to jog its elbow as a hiiu that a dinner ma)- be
had, with or «-ithout leavc,

A gentleman, a graduate of Yale College, who
carne here years ago for his health, told me of a
remarkable experience with this same stealthy
animal, With a friend he was out trout-fishing
m a wiid cafién among the mountains. The
gentleman, whom we will cali Mr. A., had taken
his friend, a strangcr to the regién, into the mount-
ams, intending to give him a chance to catch some
speckied beauties and perhaps to shoot a deer or

ITS HUMAN TOE."

nn thc bank of the stream witli
Y Ws lap. It should be said in his be-
Ut IACMIN T AV M <="ynsnotaccustomecltousethe

‘'vnapon, It wascarly in ihc morning, they had just
reached the stream, and Mr. A. sat on a little sand-



spit on the farther side of the brook, engaged in
fastening a fly-hook to a linc. His rifle was lean-
ing against a tree several feet away. A little cur
dog, callcd “ Lady,” had accompanied them, and
She was indulging in a himt on her own accoiint.
She soon found the dog's proverbial enemy, a cat,
but one for which poor little Lady would have
made scarcely two mouthfuls. Yelping, she ran
and juniped into Mr. A.'s arms; when, to his as-
tonishment, an cnormous mountain lion carne
bounding out of the woods after her. He sat
motionless and almost petrihed, but did not lose
his prescnce of mind. The beast was too near for
him to get to his rifle, and, by a sort of instinct,
he felt that his only chance was to keep his eyes
on those of the lion. F.vidently it had been so
mtent on the pursuit ofthe dog that it had not
seen him at first, and three or four bounds brought
1t to within about five feet of Mr. A. Then it
stopped short, braccd itself, and glarcd at its
human foe. Mr. A., with his hand on a long
huntmg-knife in his belt, looked the enraged ani-
mal! steadily in its eyes, whOe Lady cowered in his
lap. Every hair on the lion seemed to stand out

PICTURES FOR LITTLE GERMAN READERS.
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straight, which gave it a most ferocious appear
anee. For a moment it was difficult to say wkt
the creature would do; although if Mr. A. had
made the slightest movement, especially a motkin
as if mtending to shiink away, or had failed for
a moment in his stern, steady gaze, the lion wolW
undoubtedly have sprung upon him. It iswon-
derful how the mind acts at such a time and Jiow
swift and curious are its impressions. While in-
tensely conscious of an extremity of danger, ho
was aiso aware of the ludicrous action of his friend
who, instead of shooting the beast, was jumping
up and down in an ecstasy of terror, slioutinif
“ shoo 1” “ scat!” as though the lion were nolh-
ingmore formidable tirana big tom-cat. itwas
well, perhaps, that he took this course, for unless
a cool, steady aim had put a bullet through (he
by a wound that Mr. A. would have had no chance
rvhatever. As it was, the lion’s eyes faltcreii and
wavered before tire fixed gaze of man, the biistling
fur went down, and then the creature wheeled and
bounded off into the nearest cover ! By thc lirae
Mr. A. reached Iris rifle it Irad disappeared fiiiallv.

No. v.
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Poor Tnirie! Everybody told him

- \j_, that he was stugid and too small to
u -Av_\ earn his living, and always in the

A way; and that it did not pay to kccp
s boy to go mooning around thc lumber-piles and
among the saw-logs-

” Everybody” meant Unele Jim and Aunt
N'ancy, who lived at the mili in the lumber-camp;
though why they should cali it “ mooning ” Trurie
could not understand, since he never was out
except in broad daylight. The truth is, Unele
Jimhated to be bothcrcd with his questions, which
realiv were numerous, and sometimes hard to
answcr; and Aunt Nancy said he ate too much.
So une day they packed him off to Unele Nat, in
ihc big City wherc the school was, and Miss Violet.
Unele Nat did not want him either, but tliere was
noonc who did : so he sent him to school as the
casicst method of getting him out ofthe way.

Onc day Miss Violet said;

“ liliys, 1 am going to the sea-shorc, to Crab
iinnd, for my vacation, and | cion’t like to go alone,
It's much pleasanter to have some one for company
toran along the beach and find shells, to puli flow-
«son the marshes, and go out in the sailiig-gi.r
rad dip into the sea. | Ve no little brothcrs of my
«en, so | want one of x-ou to go with me, and tliis
Bhow we will decide Which it is to be : you must
tnch hrmg a collection of something sclectcd by
yourselves, either from your own homes, or tlie
shops, or from what your friends give you — what-
everyou choose; butit must be a collection ofarti-
desall bclonging to one class, and you musthbe able
W tell something aboiit each onc; where it was
ound, or made, or grown, or what it is good for. |
"lll give you three wceks to make rcady ; and then

a Fnclay afternoon we will invite the trustees,
and your fathers, and motho-s, and sisters, and
tjvnds, and they shall form a committee to decide
'inch collection is best, and which boy is entitled
o the prize — and the prize, in this case, shall be

Slay uf two wecks with me at the island.”

How tlieir eyes slionc |

W hat is the sea like,” Dicl yon eversee one?”

asked Trurie, wistfully, of the boys at hmchcon-
time.

“ Oh, lots of times,” said Tommy Needles
grandiy, as if oceans were common wliere he had
lived. “ They 'rc more likc a pot of suds when
1t 's boiling, than anything; only there’s a great
deal of it.”

“ Does it smell like that?” Trurie asked. He
thought he shoukl not care much for it, if it did.

“ No, it smells salty; because there 's codfish
in it, 1s’pose.”

“ It sounds likc a buzz-saw, when it 's going ”
remarked Ncd Cantline, with an air of wisdom,
“ and it always is going.”

Trurie was used to suds. Aunt Nancy was in
the habit of calling him from the mili verv oftcn to
help her carry out thc steaming pot; and he was
used to codfish,— they had it picked-iip for break-
fast at Unele Nat's ; and he was used to buzz-saws,
— Unele Jim had one in his mili; and that was
always going, too, tearing thc great timbers. He
could almost hear Unele Jim now, calling ; “ You,
Trurie ! keep away from that thing, yon young
rascal!” Would he have to “ keep away ” from
the ocean if lie was where it was? It was some-
what ofa puzzle in his mind what thc strange thing
could really be, after all; but he -woiild like to see
one — and with Miss Violet I He loved .Miss
Violet.

The boys were wild with plans; all talked at
once ; and each ono, it sccmed, already had enough
bcgmnings to keep him making collections until
he was a grown man. Trurie had nothing.

“ Unele Nat would n't let rae have anvthing,” he

thought. disconsolately. “ He ’'s got enough to do
to keep me. Unele Jim wouldn’t either. It’s no use
trying; but, oh ! I would likc to find something.”

He stared h.aid at his dcsk, and squeczcd seveml
big drops out ofhis eycs and sliook them nffwhcn
no one saw him. As he starccl and stared, trying
to wink back soine more drops th-it tried to come,
his gaze ccntercd on a funny brown knot-bole in
thc woodcn desk-top. He had seen it manv a
time before; he used to cali it his fish-pond, and

il

tirrl



often fished around its edge, witli a bit of string
for a linc and a bent pin for a hook, until one
day Miss Violet suddenly exclaimed, “ Tniriel”
in such a disappointed way ; as if she thought he
was a boy who studicd his lesson, even though
her back was turned. Aftcr that ho did not fish
any more. And now, as he starcd and stared at tbe
littie brown holc, a big thought grew and grew,
It grew so big, presently, that it shone right
through his eyes, and laughed over his lips, and
made his heart bcat fastcr, and caused him to
look almost as proud as Tonnny Nccdlcs.

“ He 's the handsomest boy on the bench,”
thought Miss Violet, looking across at him at that
moment. “ Strange that | never noticed it before.”
She did not know that it was the big thought
growing and growing which made him look hand-
somc.

“ What are you going to bring ?” askéd Bobby
Biglow the next day, as they satall in a row on the
doorstep at recess and swung their feet. They
were littie chaps, and the feet did not reach the
ground. “ Let 's tell each other.”

“ Corédis,” said Ned Cantline, with asnap ofhis
eyes. “They're uncommon, and we 've got a lot.
Grampcr 'n’” Grammcr gave Mammer a box full
once, when Grampcr went to Injy, or somewhcre
— combs and ncck-chains, and lockets and brace-
lets, and breastpins and ear-rings, and heaps of
things. | 'm studying 'm up.”

Everybody seemed discouraged,— corais were
so uncommon,— everybody but Trurie.

“ Well, I 'm picking up candios,” said Tommy
Needles, somewhat recovering. “ You 've no idea
whatalotofkinds there are: balls, gums, lozenges,
mints, kisses, mottoes, sheets, sticks — more than
1 can bcgin to think of. And it 's easy to tell
aboutthem; they ’'re made ofsugar, and come from
the confcctioners, and feel sticky, and taste sweet.”

“ My ! but don’t they?” Each boy smacked
his lips.

“1’'m going to choose Pins.”
Biglow, iviih great solemnity. (From the way it
sounded cach Ictter ought tobe acapital.) “ Ittakes
seven mcn to finish one and put its head on j sister
Lil said so. | 'm going to have all kinds — black
heads, white heads, brass lieads, coral tops, real
gokl, some garnets, and the finest littie pearl you
ever saw. They 'll be awful pretty,”

“ You can’t say ‘awful pretty,” Bobby Biglow.
Awful means not nice, and pretty iS nice; Miss
Violet ’'splaincd that. What are you going to
have, Trurie ?”

They all grinned. They knew vei-y weli there
was nothing in Unele Nat's house that he could
havc ; and he never had any money to buy with.

What do you think Trurie answered, when he

So said Bobby

looked up with such a happy thought in his heart
that it laughed right out before he spoke?

* Knot-holes!”

How the boys clid crow ! They laughed till
they rolled off the doorstep and over and over, and
one of them — a littie fellow — rolled all ihc wav
down to the gate before he could stop.

But Trurie did not mind. He laughed, too. and
said W e’ll see!”

The corais were lovely; all the sisters said so,
and the aunts and the cousins, _as they walked
round them softly, and spoke with exclaniaiion
points aftereach word, The pieces were laid outon
the palest blue velvet— just like the sky sometimes
when the clouds are blown out of it— and lioiv
prett}- they were ! Theycost hundrcds of ilollars,
“ Grampcr” said proudly, nodding at them asif
he knew each one personall)'; and they liad to
have a glass case over them to keep them safe.

The candios ivere sweet, indeed.

“ It took every cent | 've saved this quartcr to
ljuy them,” Tommy informed his friends with inuch
satisfaction, “ besides what was given me. Are nl
those bouncing, striped fcllows beauties, though?

And see that littie nibblc out of that one! 1
just had to taste, to see what it was like. I'm
going to eat 'em all, some time. Majbc 1l

give Miss ~bolet some, when we get doi"n to the
shore.” The others looked blank. “ | made
those littie shelvcs, mysclf,” he continued Inftily.
“ Unele Henry gave inc the black velvet stiipto
cover them, when he knew what they were for.
Unele llenry kecps a store. All sugary things
need money to buy ’emj but when it comes to
Cupids and gimcracks like those over thoi'c, they
cost, 1 tell you.”

To Bobby Biglow’s friends there was nothing o
nice as his pins; and really you never would have
thought pins could display so well. But Pamela
Biglow, who gave painting lessons, had suggested
what colors to put together. Blues and greens, she
said, killed each other; so Bobby stuck delicate
littic pink heads next the blues, and lemoii-color
ones bcsidc the greens, and lovely pearls, and fili-
gree silver, and cut-siccl, between golds and gar-
nets and jets ; and the effect was beautiful. It «as
such a novel idea, too, having the large ones sel
in a rim around the outer edge of a grcat slufled
placque — it was of velvet, and white — with the
conter filled in with the small kinds arrangcci to
look like ilowers and buttcrflics.

Littic Bergcr had fans, which made a nice dis-
play ; and Gcoffrey Towers had bultons; and
Charles Ames had soap-cakcs, in a beautiful
smelling-box (his father was in the business); aud
Harry Crofts had sponges of all kinds and sizes, on



i8.J KNOT-HOLES.

apiiik cotton-flannel tablc-scarf; and there were
ever so many others.

Trurie's carne last, away down at the end ofthe
room, where a ray of yellow sunshine slantcd in
through a crack in the blinds. It was only knot-
holcs- - nothing eisc ; some empty, and some with
their knots in them; but, oh, if you could have
seen those knot-holes ! He liad coaxed Unele Nat,
onc Saturclay, when there was no school, to let him
goover to Unele Jim’s mili; and no miner picking
solid nuggets out of a gold mine could have been
lia])pier than tlic boy who during tliose few hours
pokod among chips and saw-logs in that liimbcr-
camp, picking up knot-holcs, Ifyou don’t believe
they were pretty, go out to a saw-mill yourself
some time, and see what lovely things you find.
Pamela Biglow never puton canvas such softcolors
as Xaturc lays around the edge of a knot, in
sireakings and shadings so lovely that no one
color shows distinctly, but all run together in a
beautiful hazy way that would make an artist fiing
down his brtish in despair.

Trurie liad an eye to effect, too. He would
have liked — wcil, he had thought of a plusli mat,
ora “eperfcctly elegant” strip ofbronze felt tbatone
of the boys brought and then discarded for some-
ihing else, bui he vvas too proud to ask for favors.
Hc liad his own jack-knifc, and Unele Nat let him
use the glue-pot, finding it would keep the boy
outif mischief, and Unele Jim peimittcd one of his
men to saw out each knot in the center of a httlc
square block. W ieii this was done Trurie cvencd
llie edgcs and joined each onc firmly to its mate,
and so carefully that it was hard to tell wlicre the
joiiied place was, except by the difiereiice in color.
Ittook two wecks’ nights and mornings to finisli the
«hole to his liking; but at the end of that time it
"as the neatcst and oddest kiiid of mosaic-work.
There were red knots and yellow knots, brown
imots and black knots ; smooth knots and twisted
imots; knots with bark on, and knots with bark
off; knots that were like animals or faces; knots
"itli tracings like spidcr-webs across; knots likc
forests and mountains, and winclinills and viliages;
and one was so very like the picture of Niagara
filis in the Geography, that Trurie gave it that
namc, carving the letters with his jack-knife imdcr-
neath. One showed so goodalikencss of Bobby Big-
lo"™s dog, Spotty, that Bobby himself recngnized it
andcried, “ Helio, Spot!” Ithad thesamc shaggy
hoad, and wisc eyes, and long, drooping ears, and a
oollar around its neck; indeed, as trustee Crapper
"«mlio was a jolly oid man — said, it was all there
roit thc bark. Then how the whole roomful
lilighcd when Trurie spoke up innocenliy; “ Why,
'l « bark, Mr. Crapper! ” And sure euough it
"is, just as it carne from the outside of a log;

and the puckered hole in the center made Spotty’s
nose. There was one little frosty-colored knot
that was likc a country church with a spire. in win-
ter, with bare trees sticking up around it. Trurie
thought it must have bccn in a board that was
whiteivashed somctime, to make it look so. Then
there vvas a very high, stccply one, tliat he liked
best of all, for Miss Violet told him it was an ex-
cellent representation of the lighthouse on Crab
Island, and showed him something that was like
waves dashing up against it at the bottom. He
thought of that one a great deal, and placed it
more carefully than all the rest.

Well, after everybody had looked and looked,
andsaid what asplendicl idea itwas of Miss Violet’s,
and how neatly the boys liad arranged their col-
Icctions, and how much thc clear little fellows were
learning,— this was after they had told some very
interesting facts about the arricies displayed,—
they all sat down, and Miss Violet remarked, with
a hcightened color in her cheeks, “ We will listen
now to the trustccs’ report, if you picase.”

There was then so deep a silence that you could
hear a faint munching sound of candy-baJls some-
wliere in thc inner recesses of Tominy Ncedles’s
mouth. And poor Trurie was so vvrought up by
the day’s events that he imagined he heard buzz-
saws going everywhere; and once he thouglit
Aunt Nancy was calling him, aiicl be whirlcd
about su suddenly to run and help her take off the
kcttlc of suds, that he nearly upsct a curiy-haircd
tiiistce who was just rising to speak.

“ Beg your pardon! 1did n't mean to,” npol-
ogized Trurie, so prettily that the trustee actually
beamed with pleasure as he said, before ho thought
how it soimdcd:

“1'm glad youdiditl— | mean, | am glad you
are thc boy I thought you were; for you are the
boy who collected the knot-holes, are n't you ?
And you have won the prizc.”

There was a littie hush. The boys stared at
each other. Ned Inokecl at his coral-case and
sighed; Tommy glanced at his candy-shelves and
reached over and pickcd out a pcppermintlozenge;
Bobby gazed at his pin-piacque, and felt a lump
swclling up in his throat but chokcd it down. Miss
Violet clid not iook up at all.

Trurie had to catch his brealh quickiy to kcep
it from slipping away. He looked straight up into
the triistee’s eyes, and thc trustee thought,— as
Miss Violet liad,— “ lle’'s the handsomest one of
them.” He thought as Miss Violet did about a
grcat many things. But he saw that thc bay’s
slioes wcrc patchecl, that his trousers were too
short, and hisjacket too small- His cheeks were
thin, too; they needed sea-air and plcnty of food,
and kinclincss, in order to fill them out.



tlien how the sound of thc buzz-saws
whizzed in his ears! Or was it the people clieer-
ing? Yes, thcy were cheering; though he did
not know xvhy. But he reached out liis arnis with
a swift impulse toward them, as though he would
take them all in. His eyes filied with tcars, and
when he tried to spcak his voice was huskx’.

* You are so good! You have all been so nice
to rae ; and Miss Violet mostofall!” he cried.

And

“ Well, well, well j” laughed oid Mr. Crapper.
“ 1 finished school long ago, but 1 have learned
a pretty good lesson to-day in the Primary."

“ To think he won thc prize with nothing hui

knot-holes!” said Tommy Needles, muiHliing
another peppermim lozenge. “ But you ’ic a fine
little fellow, Trurie, and | like you; we all do.

And wc hope you 'll enjoy yourself tip-top at Crab
Island!”

AN EAVESDROPPER.

By Anna M.

A dear little eavcsdropper listened and smilcd —
(1 believe there is raischiefa-brcwing!)
For the gay, young cadct
Left his new wagonettc
Al thc foot of the hill; and he seemed to forget
That his high-stepping courscr perchance might
upset
His wagdén while he went a-wooing.

A clcar little e.avesdropper listened and laughed —
(Mysakcsl to think dolls are so sitly !)
Yes, she hcarcl thc boy say.

Prait.

“ My sweet Mistress May,
If you 'il marry me now, we will hasten away
To a far-clistant clime where 't is cooler by day
And where the nights never are chilly.”

A dear little eavcsdropper listened and sighed —
(Oh ! what if their necks should be broken?)
Then she pccrecl round the trec,
But all she coukl sec
W as two dolls, very stiff and as dumb as could Iw.
And ncvcr a sign in the faintest degrec
Ofso much as one word being spoken.



WHAT DORA DID.

A TRUE

By Mrs. M.

I WONDER how many of you, outside of tho
N'orth-west (and the city of New York!), know ex-
acth whata “ blizzard ” is. Probably you think that
Il'is simply a very heavy snow-storm. That was
ny idea of it until Coloncl Donan, of Dakota, told
Wall about it one even-
inglast winter, while the
children and 1 listened
breathlessly to his story.

“Why don’t you write
that out for ST. NiCHO-
1.AS?” | asked, when he

\ias through.

“1 don't know,” he
answered, “1 never
thought of it, You can
doit, if you like.”

In the first place,
then, littie or no snow
falls in Dakota, from
Novcmber to .April.  Ic

istoo cnld to snow, and
lhe blizzard is not a
snow-storm (in the or-
tlinary sense of the
«orcl), but a coid wind
«Itich comes swceping
down from Behring
Strait, with a vclocity
af from fifty to sixty
railes an hour, bringing
"ith ii a showcr, or,
more correctly, a blast,
of fmcly powilered ice.
Imagine a thick fog, all
of ice, blown along by
a high wind; the tiny
pirticles, coming with
sudi velocity, sting like
abiowfrom a whip-Insh.

Nothing can stand
hcfore it.

Those buffalo and cal-
do, wlin are used to it,
make for the lee side of
lhe ncarest hill, haystack, or builcling, and huddle
ciése together for safety, trusting lo being covered
hy the snow, and thus kept warm; when, if the
doiin does noc last too long, they may escape alive.

‘l AM COIMi TO Tlia lIARM TO

STORY OF A DAKOTA BLI22ARD.

1, 1Undy.

You can notsee across the Street from onc house
to another, and men have been frozen to death
within a few feet of home and safety. The ther-
mometer falls many degrees below zero, beyond
the power of mercury to measiire it; only the bcst

sur \YHAT KIJEPS h'A'I'NJEk AND THE UUS'S." (SSK .SEXT PAUe.)

spirit-thoitnometcrs can be used for these low tem-
peraturcs. When going with the wind you are
driven along with rcsistless forcé ; if against it, yuu
are knocked down and buffcted about; unless vou



are so fortunate as to find speedy hclp and sheltcr,
you aie almost sure to be frozcn to death.

One bright morning in January, 1886, Dora
Kcnt, the sixteen-year-old daughter of a farmer
living near Dcvil's Lakc, Dakota, was busy in her
Idtchen, preparing thc dinner. She had no mother,
and being the eldest girl in the family, the charge
of the household fcll on her sUouiders. Her two
sisters, one ten the other four years oid, were with
her, hclping and hindcving; while her father and
three brothers, onc being older and the other two
younger than hersclf, were at work in the bai'n,
some twenty yards away.

The thicicly frosted window-panes did not adm it
of secing out, and the great stove kept the room
com fortable; so that not uniil the

it was room

suddenly grew darker, and there carne a rattic
of ice against the Windows, as though handfuls of
sand were flung sharply against them, that she was
A blizzard

aware of thc change in the weather.

had come upon them in all its fury-

It was not her first experience of one, and, feel-
ing thankful that father and tlie boys were safe in
the barn, she quietly went on with her prepara-
tions, until just as thc kitchen dock struck thc
noon hour she placed the smoking dishes on the
table, and took down thc diuner-horn.

All well-built Dakota farm-houses have double
doors, and slie closed the inner door carefully after
her, before opening the outcr ouc. Standing in the
recess between thc two, she bicw the horn loudly
and long-

Sheltered as she was, the snow blew thick against
her, and the wind was so strong that her stout
young arms could with difficulty hold thc horn.
She went back to the kitchen and waited,— fiftecn
minutes — halfan hour. By this time the dinner
was as coid as a stone ; she set it back on the stove
to warm, and going to the door tried to blow the
horn again. This time the snow drovc into the
horn, and choked the sounds so that she, herself,
could not hcar them. Back to tlie kitchcn for fif-
tccn minutes more of anxious waiting; then she
said to her tcn-year-old sister:

“ Alice, take care of Molly and look after din-
ner. | am going to the barn to sce what kccps
father and the boys.”

“ Don’t, Dora —picase clon’t,” begged Alice, who
knew, from having seen frozen cattle and men,
what it meant to be ont in a blizzard. “ They are
only waiting till thc blizzard is over. You can’t
do any good, and will be frozcn to death just for
nothing!”

But Dora answered :

“ I nuist. | fcel it in my bones that something
is wrong, and | can’t stay here !”

So, though Alice and Molly sobbed in conceit,
she heapcd fresh coal on the fire, vvrapped lierself
in her warmest clolhing, drawing on high fur-lined
rubbcr boots, put a flask of brandy in her pocket,
and took the compass from the mantel-shclf to
show her the way; for not even a shadow of tlie
barn (although it was larger tliaii thc house) «as
visible through the storm. Then, taking tlie
clothes-linc, she tied one end of thc ropc lighily
around her waist, and, making the other fast to
the knob of the outer door, set out upon her
periloiis journey of twenty yards due north, wlierc
she knew thc barn must be. Again and again
she was beatcn down to the ground by the violence
of the wind; but she struggled on, keeping the
direction of the needle of thc compass, and at last
reaclied tlie side of the barn. Tlience she care-
fully felt her way— fortunately taking the right
course — and, finding the door, beat on it with all
lier might. 1t was opened by her brothers, and,
in the same breath, all asked the same qucstion,
she of them, and they of her:

“ Where is father? ”

“ 1 don’t know. 1 cnme to sccl1l” and "He
started for the house half an hour ago, tellitig us
to stay here until he carne back,” were simul-
taneous answers.

“ Did n't he take arope ?” asked Dora, eageriy.

“ Of course he did, It is tied outside some-
wlierc,” said thc oldest boy, a year or two her
sénior.

“ Then we must follow it and find him. Alice
begged me not to come, but | fcit sure something
was wrong. Come, Joe, we must n’t lose a minute.
Harry and Jack must stay here. Do you hcar,
boys ?”

The younger lads begged hard to come too. but
Dora and Joe did not stay to listen. “ Wc¢ mustnii
risk their lives, too,” she said, huskily. They
found the rope covered with snow, and to thcir
surprise stretched taut.

“ He must have got to thc house, safe,” said Joe.

joyfully.
But Dora shook her liead. “ No, it does n'i poiut
South, as it woukl if he were at home. Besides.

I shouted all the time as | carne along, and «e
coukl n't have passed each other. He has gone
the wrong way.”

Meanwhile, clinging to cach olhcr, they wcrc
following thc rope, which slanted lower and lo«cr
until, a few feet away, they fouud it wrappcd
around the root of a small tree. It was liarder lo
keep hold of it now, but Joe had brought a sno«-
staffwith a sharp hook at one end, and wilh thi-
it was possible lo follow thc rope’s course. Tlw;
shouted again and again, at the top of thcir clear.
young volees. Titere was no answer. Stiil thc)



toiled on, and it was not long (though it seemed
an age) before they stumbled over a snow-covered
lieap.

It was the ljody of their father lying where,
cxliausted by coid and fatigue, he had fallen help-
kssiy to the ground.

Raising his head, Dora poured part of the con-
tents of the flask down his throat. He moaned
faintly. He was alive! They lifted him, and

had gone around the tree, unconsciously Crossing
his ropc. Thence he had gone to the cnd of his
tcther, and in trying to get back to the barn, had
found the rope frozen fast to the ground. In his
cfforts to freo it, he had been blown down, and
thus clropped the cnd which he held - for he li;id
not taken lGora’s wise precaution of tying it around
the body. He was unable to find it with his numb
fingers. He shoiited vainly fot aid, and, afraid to

DORA ANU JOK KiNI» THEIH | ATHBI;.

draggcd him along, vainly trying to raakc him
"salk, since exercise «-as the best means nf saving
liis life. Guided by Dora’s rope, which she had
"ound up aftcr a fashion, thanks to her thick fur
glilvos, they at last reached the warm Kkitchen,
«liere a vigorous course of rubbing witli snow soon
restored their father to pcrfect consciousness, and
brought him out of danger.

He had lost his wav, and in his bcwilderment

move in any direction, wisely rcinaincd where he
was. He tried hard to kecp in motion, but was
Overedme by cnld, and beatcn down by the forcé
of thestorm. He mustinevitably have been frozen
to death but for tGora’s lieroic search for him.

mAnd the boys in the barn? Oh, Joe went back
for them as soon as their father was safe, and ihcy
all ate dinner together, but some three hours latcr
than usual.



THE PINTAIL.

By Ernest E.

Doubtless many older readers will know that

the pintad is a common kind of wild-duck, and
thcy may also know that its namc
thce

are

is dcrived from

long and pointecl shape of its tail. Some

with the bird
but probably vcry fcw have

perhaps familiar itself as a

museum specimen,
had opportunities of seeing it iiiidisturbed, and in

its native haunts.

Thompson.

Those readers who are members of tlic Agassit
Association will have learned that no one can aaiel!
undertake to idcntify any strange bird ur b«si.
without having it in hand to measure and le
aminc ; but it must not thereforc bo forgotlen UM
valuable knowicdge may be acquircd by watcinut'
the living creatures from a distance, by means al im
telescope. The pintail standing stuffecl in



sciiras, and the pintail lying all mangled and
bloody, were perfectly familiar to me, but it was
long before | had any idea of the perfect graceful-
ness of the living bird- RNor was it until I ljegan
to use the telescope, as well as the gun, in making
my reseatches, that my eyes were opened. And
tlien | found that a new and a delightful field of
study was before me, yet uiUouched. Ducksfardis-
taiit on some pond were brought apparently within
arm’s length by thc magic of the field-glass; and
shy birds, familiar, while living, only as far-awa)'
blotsof black and white on the quiet water, now
were seen to be graceful creatures, full of aninia-
tion, quietly pursuing their ordinary way of life,
scomingly by my very side.

Many times since have | thrown myself in the
grass by some reedy lake, and delighted my eyes
\nih such a scene as that suggested above. All
thc drawings, ali the dead birds | had ever seen,
and all the descriptions | had ever read, failed to
give me any idea of the beauty and symmetry of
tli™. the most elegant of all our ducks, the deiicate
airangemeiu of whose colors so added to the effect
of The perfect form as to make thc bird even more
strilcingly graceful than Queen Swan herself,—
whose form, indeed, is so closely copied by her
smallcr cousin with the lengthy train.

In my Manitoban home, I had many good
chances to study the pintail, and so great was my
admiratioii for its appearance that | had deter-
mined to attempt to tame some for tbe barn-yard,
and welcomed the opportunity at length afforded
by fuiding a nest not far from the liouse. It was
fonnecl of mavsh-grass and feathers, and was
placed under a willo'v-bush, ciése to the water.
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The eggs, nine in number, I cook home, and
placed under a hen. In the course of a few days
they wcrc liaiched, and the ducklings were at once
given their liberty in company with their foster-
mothei-, whom they followed closely tlienceforih,
and thus learned quiet, domestic habits, before
their wild natures had an opportunity to dcvclop.
When hatchcd, they were ciad in gokien-ycllow
down, spotted with black. According to my ex-
perience, this is the usual color for the young of
the river duck, whilst the first covering of the sea
duck is, discinctively, black and gray.

They showed marvelous dexterity as fly-catchers,
and wdiiild make marvelous leaps to securc these
tidbits. Almost as soon as they wcrc hatchcd they
coiild leap out ofa common water-bucket, so great
was the length of their legs, even from thc very
first. They soon grew so large that tlie hen was
kept standing all night in an attempt to cover
them, and so tame that they were a perfect nui-
sance about the house. But the intense satisfaction
ofseeing them thrive so well, amply repaid me for
all thc trouble incurred by the experimcnt.

Alas!— justas they were beginning to put on the
swan-likc beauty and the adult feathers of their
kind, some miserable thief broke into the hcn-
house, and took them all in a single night. That
was the end of my tame pintails, for I have not
since had a fitting time to rcpcat the experi-
ment.

1 am satisficd, however, that it would be quite
easy to add this graceful bird to our parks and
ornamental waters, if not indeed to make it a
common sight upon our farm-ponds and in our
barn-yards everywhere.

CIRCUMVENTION.

By Rev. C. R. Talboy.

O.vcE | knew a little maid
h lin declared she 'd not be weighcd,
lhough we tried fuli halfan hourto persuade her,
-Xo entreaties would avail;
Slie would 7i0f go on thc scale.
Sliall I tell you how, in spite of her, we weighcd
her?

Says Papa; “ At any rate,
I must ascertain my weighc
So, with Bessie in his arms (who ncvcr guesses
it is he 's going to do)
Al'steps on. We weigh the two ;
Then we take Papa’s weiglit out, and that leaves
Bessic’s.

Once | knew a iiitle lad,
W ho the funniest notion had
That 't would, somehow, hurtto have his picture
taken ;
And although we plead and plead,
Still he only shook his head.
Shall I tell you how his firm resolve was shaken ?

SaysMamma: “ Just wait a bit.
Here ’s oid Rover ; he will sit.”
So, while Jamie (never dreaming what the game
is)
Holds his paw, brimful of gicc,
“ Just to keep him still, you sce,”—
Lo, in taking Rover’s picture, we get Jamie's!
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boy was

looking

m jtwistful-

ly 1p at

a large

farm -

h o use.

For he had

lea rn ed,

poor child,

to judge of

people by the outsides of their houses. “ Where

there are children,” he said slowly, “ the folks are

kind;— sometimes,” he added, since the best of
rules admit of cxceptions.

There were no children in sight; but Paolo could
read signs as «'ell as another. No grown person
had thrown that battered straw hat on the piazza,
or tumbled the hay on the lawn. Grown people
seldom use sivings; and never, so far as | know,
leave a cliild tied in one, in great danger of sun-
stroke, as some heedless littie rnother had here
left her doli. The little Italian trudged up the
shady lafe to the side yard, and there weie the
children. Four of them; the cldest about Paolo’s
age, but tall and sturdy, and busy with a large
slice of bread and butter.

Paolo had not much English, but such as he had
was plain enough.

“ Picase give me something to eat.”

“ It ’s all gone,” said the boy, tossing a piece to
the dog and holding out the cmpty piate with a
flourish. He did not know that he was mocking
real hungecr.

“ Pleasc give me some bread,” repeated the
stranger; I work for it.”

“ You will ? That'’s a good joke. Come on,
then, there'’'s plenty of work here,” and Dick
Mcrccr led the way to the corn-ficld. He offered
a hoe to the boy, who shook his head. “ Going to

back out, eh ? | thought so.”

With many earnest gestures Paolo explained
that he wished to be shown how to work.

“You don’'t know how to hoe ?” exclaimed Uick,
with hearty scorn. ‘‘Why, where were yon brought

up?” With a few vigorous strokes he destroyed
forever the hopes of some floiirishing smart-ixeed.

The other was quick to learn, and the two
worked side by side, and were soon in brisk con-
versation. Paoio’s share was confined to siindry
shy glances and monosyllables.

An hour had passed, when a tall, broad-shoul-
dcrcd man strode out of the woods, gave a ldndly
look at the stranger, and an ingqiiiring one at his
son. Dick explained in an undertone.

* You may aswellcome, now,” said Mr. Mercer;
‘| see Eliza has the dinner-horn.”

The three walked dorvn the hill together.

“ Who 's that vagabond ?” muttered John, ihc
hired man, as he was washing his hands at the
pump.

“ It’'ssome ofDick’sdoings,” replied the faimcr,
with a chuekle. “/ did n’t hire him.”

Uick had hard work jo persuade his boy to enter
the house. He would have prcferred to eat nitli
the dog and chickens, but the stronger will at lasl
prevailed.

Paolo did not lift his eyes from bis piate ail diii-
ner-time, except once when Dick’s rnother spoke
a pleasant word to him. But shyness did not spoil
bis dinner. How the boy did eat, to be sure!

Dick, whose own appetite had not been hurt by
his hearty luncheon, was fairly appalled to sec liow
the beef and vegetables, baked apples, and pie
disappcared.

Mr. Mercer kept on passing the dishes as if he
enjoyed it, but could not catch his son’s eye.

“ Richard, I want to spcak to you,” said tlie
father, as he passed his son on the doorstep.

The boy followed to a seat linder the trees, where
the noon hour was oftcn spent in comfort.

* What are you going to do wilh him ?” asked
the farmer, with a nod of his head tou'ard the
house.

* Oh, he 'll
his dinner.”

“ Probably not, if he knows when he s ivll
treated. What do you proposc to do Wwith liim,
Richard?”

Dick was digging his barc toes
with an embarrassed air. Suddenly he looked up.

be moving along, he 's liaii

into the canil



“You don’t care, do you, Father? | didn’t
lilink you would, You were n't here to be askcd
and — 1 did n’t think he 'd eat such a lot,” Dick
condudcd, much ahaslied under his fathcr's steadv
gaze. A

The hcarty laugh which he had half drcadcd
half longcd for, broke out now, but ended in
sigh.

“ Poor child!” said Mr. Mercer, “ 1 did n't
think he ate any too much for a boy who has n't
had any breakfast, and does n't know whetlier he
will have any supper. He 's welcome to the food
ynu know that, Dick !” !

“ Are you vexcd with me, Father?”
tansntr

botlshalibeityoutaon

iny questiod.»!

“ W_ha_t? don’t know, I 'm sure. | 'll
IB_Ef R Hh yeur Rands. Faley Do anything you
ikc,”

I didn'thirehim; vou mustmanage

“ No, no!
>hs yourself! | like to have you do a kindncss,
my boy; but I want you to think what you 're
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the little ones, or teach yon anything wrong. He
has a sly look that | don't like. 1 would n’t have
him about the place at all, only I know 1 can trust
my son, if i can’t trust a stranger.”

The look with which this was said, made Dick
determincd to dcserve his father’s confidence.

Paolo followed him to thc corn-licld as a matter
Presently he made a false stroke and
A torrent of angi-y Italian followed.
Dick was not sure,

Scizing the hoc he

of coui-se.
UHt his foot.
It might have been swcaring.

but he took prompt measures.

pointecl to the road. “ You can go. We dén’t
allow that sort of talk here 1” said Dick.
Then followed humblest entreaties, and most

: E,;e”eecﬁﬁ]’g‘l"‘oblks’, and thc young master relented

vou lelSutTr® '~M*" >'ou must mind what

They worked in silence after that, Paolo vaguely
wondering at the sudden anger of ihe queer little
American — for it was not /lis foot that had been
hurt.

Mr. Mercer carne hy. stopped a moment to give

his son an order, and wcnt on.
The stranger looked admiringly after
the man who had s|3oken so pleasantiy
* He no ljcat you ?”
“ 1 should hope not,” said Dick,
hotly; “ I 'm thirteen years oid.”
* No very oid,” said thc other, with
his swift sad smile.
* How oid are you, then ?"
* Fifteen.”
“ Oh, come now!
don't you ?”
“ It is truc,” said thc bov, so indif-
fei-ently that Dick believed him, “ My
father, he ijcat
me,” he went

You look it___

shrankaway, It

wasbaclcnough
ir> K™k —

sure he liad not had much experience.



At dusk tliat day Mr. Mercer, witli folded arms,
was leaning against a tree watching a game of
hidc-and-seck, when he was surprised liy a bear-
hug from his cidest.

“ What havc | done, now? ”
laugh.

he asked, with a
He always had played with his children,
but Dick was of an age to be chary of caresscs.

“ Nothing,” murmured the boy, “ only you 're
so good to me.” He darted away before anything
more could be said.

“ Poor child!” exclaimed the father, guessing
his thoughts. * He has n't much idea of what it
would be to be homeless. Dick !”

“ Sir? No fair, Matt,Father ’'s calling me;”
and Dick ran back to the maple.

“ Where 's your boy to slcep ?”

* Oh, Father! 1 wish you would n’tplague me I”

“1’'m in earnest. You can’t expect John to
share his room with a vagabond.”

“ Would n't Mother make him a bed on the
floor?”

* | suppose so, but she’s had extra work to-day.
I would n’'t ask her if I were yon.He can sleep in
the barn. You 'd better tell him so now. He'’s
tired, | 've no doubt.”

Dick obeyed, but he did not like it at all. It
was not his idea of hospitality. He would have
given up his own bed and slept on the hay, and
would havc thought it no hardship j but he knew
that ic would not be allowed.

People look at things so differently. While
Dick was apologizing for the quarters offered for
the night, Paolo seizcd his benefactor's hand and
covered it with kisses.

Dick drew back in dismay, and it was an effort
to kecp bimself from saying, “ Get out!” as he
might have done to a fawning dog. His face was
so hot with blushcs when he rcturncd to the house
that his father guessed how matters stood, and for
once forcbore to teasc him.

Day aftcr day the stranger lingercd, and seemed
perfcctly content. Ho did as much hoeing as
could be expccted from abeginner, and full justice
was always done to tho wcll-sprcad table.

“ 1 can’t get rid of him,” Dick confessed, at
last. “ Father, won't you send him away ?”

The only answer to this was a laugh, and the
words, “ /did n't hire him !'”

Saturday night carne, aitd Dick was called
the north room, as usual, to receivc his 'vcck’s
wages. It had been a proud day for tbe boy
when, about a year before, his father had said to
him: “ Richard, I think you earn more th.an your
board and clothes. You work steadily, and see to
a great many things that 1 could n’'t trust to any
one else. | 'm going to give you fifty cents a
week, and we ’'ll increase it, by and by. It’s your

into

own money, of course, but |
spend it foolishly. You must keep an accoiiiit,
and let me look it over. To every dollar you
save | will add another. | can't do as inudi for
you as | 'd like, when you 're of age, but perhaps
in this way we 'll be able to save quite a suni,
together.”

The plan had worked well. The account-book
was carefully kept, and duly inspccted. Mr. Mercer
wisely made no comment on one or two purcliascs
of trifling cost and no valué. Only by occasional
mistakes could the boy learn. Dick had a bank
account of his own now, and was anxioiis to aild
to it. When a calf or a colt was given him, che
gift was not the farco that it sometimes is— bcgin.
ning in dclight and ending in a heart-wrcnch. It
was a regular business arrangcment. It would be
like this:

“ Dick, if you 'll teach this blundering fellow to
eat, you shall havc half the piice when he ’s sold.”
Now, that calf was part Aldcrney, and brcught
twenty dollars. When half of Dick’s share went
to his cherished hoard, three dollars for sclioll-
books, and two for a pair of skates which he h.id
long desired, his father had reason to think that
Dick was lIcarning both the use and the vallte oi

don’t wish yon lo

money.

To-night he looked at his half-dollar, turned it
ovcr, looked at his father, hesitated a littic, and
finally said;

“1°'d like to give this to Paolo.

“ It’s your own money.
best.”

“ Would you do it, Father? ”

“ 1 don't know, my boy. 1 did n't hi ”

A littie hand was laid on the father’s lips. and
the talk ended in a merry scufflc. Dick dicl not
wish to hear that remark again.

But Dick thought it over, and when he wisiicd
his boy good-night put the silver into his hand;
then he drew back quickiy, fcaring that liand-
kissing ceremony. But the littic vagabond hiil
too much tact to repeat a blunder. He poiired
forth his thanks in his own musical language, bul
at least the looks and tones were undcrstood.

Dick wns made very happy by tliis gratitnde,
and went to bed to dream of Paolo’s fulurc. He
would get him a place in the village, where kc
might attcnd school in the winters, and grow u]) n
good and useful man.

On the morning of Ihe peaceful Day of Rcsu
Dick happened to be the first astir. He fourd ibc
barn dcscrted. This surprised him, for his bo)
had been hard to roiise in the mornings. Atthc
barn-yard gate there was another surprisc.

“ W hy, she looks like a picture !” he exclaiiued-

His favorito cow was deckeci with a wreath o

May 1?”
Do whatever you linnk



18.J ,

dick's
the recldest clovers, thc whitest daisies. She
looked up at h.m mth an air of mild surprise, and
toised her liorns impatiently m disapproval of her

“What a babyish thing todo!” thought mat-
tei-of-fact Dick; but at heart he was touched, for
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something told him that this was Paolo's farewell
“ If that boy 's anywhere around,” he said aloud
“ he 'd better come in to breakfasl.”

but it xvas some time ElcfeilTiLrTthfelast
about his “ farm hand.”

RI'N* rOH THIlI rjSHRS
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A CUMPROMISIi.

By a .R. Weli-S

Once two little gentlemen, very polite,

Stepped up to a gatc that was narrow— quite.
The one (who was very well brcd and thin)

W as plainly intending to pass within.

The other (rcmarkably bland and stout)

W as just as surely resolved to pass out.

Now what could the two little gentlemen do?—
But say with a bow, “ After you!” * Afterj-0;//"
And there they stood bowing, with courtcous smile,
Their hats in their hands, for a marvelous while;
For the thin little man was very well brecd.

BT M QT

S eTivie, v/t

And the stout man had not a rudc hair in his head.
But thcrc chanced that way a i>hilosopher wisc,
W ho sagely effccted a corapromise :

That cach in turn should go through the last;
Thus might the troublesome gate be passed.

So first tbhe courteous gentleman thin,

W ith gi-eatcst reluctancc passed within.

And then the wcll-mannered gentleman stoiu,
W ith polished obeisance made bis way out,
But sadly turned and went back that he

Might share in tbe brcach of courtesy !

Then the thin little man stcppcd out once more,
Contentedly, where he was before.

And thus having settled the clifficuit case,
Each waiked away witli a jubilaiit face.



LITTLE

IKE TEMPLIN.

By Richard Mai.coi.m Johnston.

W hatever mayhave
liccn ihe causes that re-
tarded Little Ike Temp-
lin’s  normal growth,
every one was becoming
tired. If weakly people
in general could only
know and would only
rcflect how tircsome it
is to others to wait on
them, perhaps a larger
numlser of them would
do their very best to get

strong and make no
more ado about it. At
least, Till daily inclulgccl
thcsc thoughts about tlie
charge that had been im-

NEEu posed upon her bysome malign
influence or other, Till did n't know
what. He continued to devour all edible, and
not ri few inediblc, substances witliin his reach, and
lie icemed to take even an added enjoyment in
tileiiunishmcnts which Till got for lier and his own
misdemeanors. If Tiil’'s mind was ever troubled
hy thoughts that she ought to be a better girl, she
dmihtless was consoled by the belief that both
pci-niially and vicariously she was continually
making more than satisfactory cxpiation,
lint Till was destined for better tasks, and sbe
Miltd their advcnt with delight. About a ye.ar
after tlie sccne described in the prcccding paper,
shewas iiistalled one of her mistrcss’s houscmaids.
iler mammy also appreciated thc honor of the
itall lo the manner in which she had been r.aised.
'Alii sec nowwlnit 't is to havc a mammy dat
lighis on you ’casion’ly wid de peachy-tree, ter
stop soine o' yer badness. An’ | s’posc | got to
Rotlioo thc same 'long o’ Necl. Well, de Scripter
say dem dat has chillun got tcr have trouble.
~ct, if people kin raise 'cm right, den doy kin
git some sat’sfaction oiitn 'em. Now, you min’
an’ ten’ to Miss’ business, ‘ca’se you know she wan’
mi la/iness an’ no meanncss o’ no kinc.”
Tili cxpresscd in becoming tci'ms her gratitude
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for the admirable training that she had reeeived
from the parental hand. Yet she availcd lieiself
more than once, or twice, of opportunities to let
Little ke understand, as far as possible, her satis-
faction at being withdiawn from his intimate com-
panionship, and to try to devolve upon him some
part of the gratitude to hcrsclf that her mammy
had exactcd.

“ Laws o' massy, but I ’s glad to let my shoulders
an’back git some res’ from tolin’ you roun’, an’ from
bein’ whoop' fer your badness. E f you wus to live
a hundid year, you could n't pay me back, ef you
wus to try,— an’ which you ain’ gwine try. An’es
fcr you, Nccl, I 'm t'ankful time come fer you to
git yo’ share. Fcr you laugh at me, same as lke,
an’ you boy in de bargain, an’ kin stan’ it, an’ kin
sce how 'tis. An’now | gwine in Miss' house, |
is, an’ | wan’ bofe un you to mine how you cv'n
speaks ter me, fer | specks to liav might’ little ter
do wid sech es you. You heerd me?”

Ikc, though yet he had learned to iitter only a
few words, fully undcrstood these valedictory re-
maiks ofhis sister; and she was pleased to note
that he regretted the separation, for though their
rclation had been wanting in cordialit)’, he doubtcd
whether that with Neel would not be less so.

Noel was a stout, vigorous fellow, a year or so
younger than his sister. He fully sliarcd in her
cstimate of Little Ike; but he well knew that his
discomfiture at succccding to her position nccd not
lie cxpresscd ; and so he set to ivork to discharge
its rcsponsibilities with as liltle trouble fo himself
as possible, and only in order to evade a trouble
of another kind conncctcd not rcmotely with the
pcachy-tree.

That some improvecmcnt had liccn made in Lit-
tlc Ike, it would be wrong to dcny. His head and
body had developed to the satisfaction of cvcry-
body. Not only so, but his legs had correspond-
ingly Icngthcned, and lately had bcgun to take on
a roundncss that gave hopcs of pleasant results at
some indefinite future pcriod. They even could
be stiiod on alone, but this was the extcnt.

Notwithstanding the announccment, hereinbc-
fore recorded, of .nn intcntion to withdraw from
the society of her brothers, Till’s intcrcst in them
was prescrvced to such dcgrcec that slic was alwa)-s
promptto rcport to her mammy whatever of Nccl’s
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derelictions she happened to observe while engaged
in, or resting from, her new diities; for she seemed
disposed that Neel should succeed to the incum-
brances as well as the cmoluments (whatever the
latter might be) appurtonant to his office. Neel,
thcrefore, thought well to keep out of sight of Till,
so far as possibic, until he was relieved of her sur-
vcillancc. One day, when upon an exaggerated
report by Till his mammy had punishcd him more
severely than was just, Mrs. Templiu, having as-
certained the facts, tlireatened Till with expulsiéon
to the field if she did not cease altogether from tale-
bearing. From that time Till meddled no more.

In process of time, it was admitted that Neel
was an improvement on Till. .Littie Ike cried
much less than formerly. Neel early discovered
that it was worth his while to conciliate lke and
gain his confidence and make him, as far as pos-
.sihlc, a i-Rcipicntof hisown. Littie Ike was labored
with in order to be convinced of the meanness,
even the enormous wickedncss, of everlastingly
telling on people, whether by language or signs.
In time the invalid was made fond of cxcursions
more extended than those indulged in during the
sister’'s administration. He was taken into the lafies
fronting, and in the rear of, the yard; to the horse-
lot; to the spring and other interesting rcsorts.
Often, by silent, unobserved circuits, visitations
were made to the back parts of the gardcn where
the fruit trees were and the turnip patch. When-
ever lke took the notion tocry, it had already been
contrived by Neel that this exercise should take
place out of liearing from the kitchen. Afterward,
when drawing nearer home, the crior was given
something good that had been specificallyrcserved
until then. Then they would come back, both in
jolly mood. Neel had taught lke to play that
Neel was his horse, and to give in magisterial
tones words of command, prompt obedience to
which pieascd the rider much.

Yet, lke would not learn to walk. At least he
did not; and, as intimated before, people were
growing tired of w'aiting for an cvent so cordially
desired.

During this pcriod of anxiety, Mrs. Templin
thought onc day that she would go to the Icngth
of oficring to Neel a rcward of a new silver dollar
as soon as Littic Ikc was able to walk, without
falling, a— she kindiy named a reasonably lim-
itcd— number of consccutive steps.

The announcement of this munificent offer made
Nccl's very blood tingle through and through him.
He said to several ofhis companions that he felt it
in his bones that he would win, and that in shorter
time than pcople expccted. His mind began to
rcvolve big thoughts regardingsuitable invcstment
of the rcward he was destined to realize.

It carne to pass, before a very long time, that1
friendship, or something like it, rose between
them. A boy can manage a boy, at least in ilx
case of such management as Littie lke nccded,
better than a girl can.

Difficult as the case was, yet the feeling in Ncd’s
bones continuing to encourage and urge, he sought
with persistence for expedients whose repeated
failures may have fretted, evcn disgusted him, biit
never drove him even to a thought of reinitting
them. Sometimes, when both were in liilarions
mood, Neel would sing and dance jigs with utmost
vigor, and, standing his audience upon its legs,
invite and tempt it to imitate his own ccstntic
agility. The said audience occasionally woiikl take
two or three steps, but then, frightened b\' this
tcmecrity, it would stop and totter. Then the
cxhibitor, dreading the discouraging effects of a
fall, would snatch his audience into his arms, and
praise it to the very skies.

“ You does beat queation !” muttered Neel onc
day, in disgust at such long-continued delay in the
realization ofhis hopes. *“ Boy, you des’ iikc a
t'yarpin, dat won’ move ’cep’'n’ folks put coal
o’ fire on his back,— an’ dat whut 1 gwine do wid
you.”

Though remembering his inistress’s injiniction
that he was always to see to it that the child slioiiid
not be hurt, yet it occurred to him to turn h;s dis-
cipline from the sportive to the serious, wilh pru-
dent intention, however, to stop far on this side of
the tragic. Luxurious as Littie Ike was, he was noi
insensible to fear. Various objects of friglit, some
real, others imaginary, Neel had purposely oxag-
gerated ; and sometimes when his pupi! would be
standing with bis face toward the house and his
back to the rest of the world, Neel would sutldenly
cjaculate, “ Dar dey come now, dis minute !” and
then start as if in utraost terror he wcrc going lo
flee away alone. Then Littie lke, lifting I'h
voice to its highcst, would plunge forward, and
just before he would have fallen, Neel wouid
rescue him and scamper away with his pvecinus
charge.

W hat he mcant by “ ocy ” Littie ke well nnder-
stood to be a very large pig of tho breed callcd
“ razor-back,” which noscd about the hoi-sc-lol,
and, whenever possible, entered the yard. hs
normal State seemed to be one of raging hiniger
A convicted, rcckless thief, even a robbcr, time
and time again, and that in the broad dnyligbt,
had it been run out of, not only the yard, ihc got'
den, the patchcs around, but the kitchen,— yon+
the very piazza of the white house. Litlle I"
stood, perhaps | should more propcrly say sal. 0
mortal fear of “ Ole Flop-car,” as this beast
named.
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Ncel congratulatcd himself on the superior effi-
cacy of the new method over those that he had
liccii cmploying thcvetofore.

“1’'m boun’ fcr dat dolLir, mist'ess,” he said to
Mrs. Templin, one day, *“ Li'll' lkedon’ lack but
scb’n steps fer dcin you laicl off.”

“ .All right, Neel,” she ans's'erecl.
hrand-new dollar, so briglu you can see your face
But mind, you are not to let him cret

“1 've a

In it.
lifirt.”

SOMETIMES NEEL WOIXD SINO AND DANUi? IICS
WITH UTMOST VIGOK."

“ Oh, no 'm, he sh’a’'n’ git hurted.”

I-ike other iuxurious bous vivants, Little Ike was
arcustomed to take, for an hour or two after din-
ner, a siesta. Dinner over, he would be dismissccl

his mammy with a piece of bread sauccd
"eith grav>-, and aftcrward set down l)y Necl in
a comfortablc place where he soon dropped
aslccp.  One afternoon the mammy ordcrcd Ncel
not to go beyond thc reach of her own cali and
that of Little lke, and clirccted that as soon as thc
attor shoukl fall asleep, he should return in ordcr
to ciraw and bring to her from thc well scvem| pails
of w'ater.

Neel bcstowed his charge snugly between two

IKE TEMPLIN.
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projecting roots of a large oak that stood near
the walk, about midway between the gatc and the
white house. It was but a briof while before Lit-
tie Ike, yet holding in hand his bread, was dozing.
Ncel rose. Just at that moment Okl Flopecar
appeared at the gate and sent inquiring looks
through thc pales. Casting his cycs cautiously
ail around, Neel moved softiy to the gate, silently
liftcd its latch, thresv it a few inches ajar, and in
a low voice called back the pig, which liad letreated

from liis advance. Rcturning on tiptoe, he fur-
tively withdrcw the bread from his brother’s hand,
and wrapped it in a fold of his garment. This he
did in order to prcvent Oid Flop-car from snatch-
iug it, if thc pig should set eyes upon it while
passmgthatway. Hishopewasthatthcchilcl might
be awakcned by its movcmecnts and gruntings,
and, finding none near to deiivcr from its jaws,
avail himself of those legs (touching which it
ivas Neel's settlcd opiniéon that it was high time
Ike knew what thcy were made for),

that Little

and would accomplish at Ic.ast thc steps that
were yet jacking to ihe complemcnt so eagerly
desired.

Then Nccl went rapidly to thc kitchcn, took thc
watcr-pail and repaired to tlie well. The bucket
had just reached thc bottom when was heard the
first of a series of shrieks that sounded as jf Little
Ike was doing his best. Kitchcn-broom in hand,



mother Judy ran to the door and rushed out, doing
her bestaiso, in thatlinc. Mrs. Tempiin, dropping
her sewing, carne forth, and slie ran screaming.
Neel left the wcll-buckct where it was, and he ran
screaming. Tlic hands who were at work in a
field near by carne running, the women screaming
in conccrt, althougli having no conception what it
was all about. Above all, as well it might, rose
thc voice of Little Ike.

This is what had happened.

uld Flop-ear, having been actually invited within
the yard, raarchcd in. Following Neel a few steps,
hoping he liad sometliing, the beast turned from
the walk and bcgaii on a search. When within a
few feet of the white oak, attracted by the smell
of the bread, it approached, and after a second’s
nosing, suddenly snatclied the teinpting morsel,
folded as it was in lke’s clotlies. On Little Ike's
awakening and uttering his first scream, thc pig

/*m

“THE 1-iG WHEELED, AND VET HOLDING ITS rulzE.

SOIGHT THE GATE,

treat. As the animal made its first grab, one of
its feet was planted upon another part of the boy's
clothing, and the part already scized was toni
away. Holding to this, Flop-ear ran on.

Now what would you guess was done by Little
Ike thcii and there? No sooner did lie find liim-
self aloof from the spoiler tliaii— being convinced
that the pig, after dcvouring what it already had,
would return for the rest of him, and fecling
throiighout his whole being that his only hope of
rescue lay in liis legs — he rose, and yct scrcain-
ing, made for the kitchen. Past Neel, past lih
mammy, past his mistress who callcd to him in
vain in the midst of his rush, he lialted not umil
he had reached the kitchen step. Oiiickly climlj-
ing this, he entered, and was in the act of shuttiiig
the door— and lhat with a slam 1— when ovtr-
taken by his pursncrs.

The mistress had to sit idle for a while, uniil

UB.WGGINr. ASTER IT THE VICTITII OF THE

AL'DACIOUS ROIIDERY."

wliccled, and yet holding to its prizc, sought thc
gate, dragging after it thc victim of the audacioiis
robbery. The scene was appalling. By good luck
however, ithappened that Flop-ear, having clearcd
the gate, paiised a moment for the purpose of get-
ting a surcr grip prcparatory for more rapid rc-

she coukl recovcr from her laughter. In this
every one joincd heartily, cxcept thc mother. In-
dignation, and not mirihfidncss, was nowagitalini,’
her.

“ Eflhad o' known dat, 1'd o’ sot Ole Flop-ear
atter yer a year ago! Whut der marter wid your



not bein’ able to is-alk, eh ? You waiT de peachy-

croej an’cfl'm spared | gwine see you git it.”
Possibiy itis due to entire candor to State that not

until some time afterward were accuratcly known

WILD PIiA-FOWLS

in the family ali the circumstances attending Fiop-
ear’s ingrcss through the yard-gate. And the
silver dollar had been in Neel’s possession for some
time before full revelation was made.

IN BRITISH INDIA.

Bv Thomas Stevens.

One of the most interest-
ing portions of my travels
‘Around the World on a
Bicyclc,” was the ride
thiough British India.
Many readers of ST.
Nicholas will be
surprised to read,

as | certainly was

to tind, that the

most magnifi-

cent highways

and best-kept

roads in the

woiid are in

India. |
travclcd on my bicycle along four-
tren hundred miles of roadway as
limad,smooth,and wcll- kept as are
tlic finest boulevards to be seen
in the suburbs or parks of any
American city. And for quite a
coiisidei-ablc distance this great
highway, known as the Crand

Irimk Road, is converted
asplcndidaveiuicby rows

sliade trees on eithcrside.

Cliief among thcse trees

are the bcel, nim, pecpul

and banyan: all of which

tile Hindoos have investcd

tvilli the odor of sanctiti’,

2s representing some one

of the numerous gods they

"maiirsliip, Now and then

| carne to a ti-ee, the trunk

of which was fantastically streakcd with red paint.
rilese were trees es|iccially selccted for worsliip ;
nnd oftcn a number of natives ivould be ranged in
n eircle about such a trcc, bowing themselves to
the ground and offering up their pravers to the

spreading tree and, through it to the god whom
it representcd.

Roosting and perching among the bmnches of
these sacred trees, | sometimes saw large luimbcrs
of pca-foivls. Thcse birds of brilliant plumage
run wild in the Indian jungics, strut freely about
the rice-ficlds, and frcquent the sacred trccs along
the Grand Trunk Road. Those that frcquent the
Grand Trunk Road and stroll about in the vicin-
ity of the villagcs, are almost as tame and fearless
in the presence of man as the domcsticated ones
that so proudly strut about the lawn ofan Ameri-
can country-house.

The reason for their tamencss is found in tlie
fact that they also, in common with many things
in both the animal and vegetable kingdoms, are
held sacred by the Hindoos. The natives never
hunt, frighten, Aor molest the peacocks jn any
wa>', because they are held sacred to their war-
god Kartikeya. In niythological times, wlicn ihe
gods made war upon cach other, this deity, tho
‘“God of War, and Generalissimo of the Ariiiics
of the Gods,” was believed to ride to battle upon
a pcacock, In conscquence of this tradition. tho
pious Hindoo tliinks it sacrilego to harm the mar-
tial fowl, or in any way to sliow it disrcspcct,

The Rajput warriors used to go to war wearing
peacock-feathers in their turbans, and evcn now
they believe that thcse fowls scream when they
hear thundcr, because the noise is mistakcn for
the din of battle. It was to me a pretty sight to

sccthesebrilliant-plumagcd birds stalking about
on the Grand Trunk Road, half-tame in tlicir

sacred sccurity from molestation. As they strut-

ted proudly about, or stood still andspread their

gorgeous tails, it seemed to me fitand proper that
such bright ornaments of the jitngle should be
protectcd from ivanton violence at tlie hands of
man.

In certain districts tlic British governmcnt has
ili.ade laws forbidding the shooting of pca-fowls by

kam



English hunting-parties, or by soldiers from the
garrisons. This is done ftom the respect that the
government always desires to show to thc religioiis
prejudiccs of the nativos. In other provinces,
however, thc natives, while they rcfrain from
molesting thc sacred fowls themselves, offer 110
objcctions to the shooting of them by English
sportsmen.

W herc there are no native prejudiccs to be con-
sulted, thc government rather encourages the
sport than otherwisc. The officers and soldiers of
the garrisons are wusually kccn sportsmen, and
every facility is granted them for pea-fowl hunting,
because the sport is considered excellcnt train-
ing in the use of firo-arms. The true Anglo-
Indian sportsman scorns to shoot pca-fowl with
anything but a rifle, because, with a shot-gun, thc
sport is little else than mere slaughter. With a
rifle, however, the killing becomes a matter of
skill, and soldiers who spend a good share of their
time in shooting at flying pcacocks with their
rifles, would be sure to acquit themselves all the

A SCIINIi IN BRITISH INDIA,

more crcditably as sharp-shooters on thc field of
battle.

In some of the gaiTisons 1 visited, a subject of
great rivalry among the soldicr-sportsmen was thc
liringing in of thc fincst tails. A soldier who
could boast of having, by thc prowcss of his own
rifle, secured a very fine peacock-tail, was as
proud of the trophy as an American backwoods-
man of thc finest pair of antlers. The choiccst

tails were generaily spread out upon thc barrack-
wali, cach above thc cot of Ihc soldier who luid
brought it in. The officers’ mcss-room, the
canteen, librar)-, and other public quartcrs, were
usually dccorated with several spiendid taib,
presentcd by the succcssful peacock-hunters if
the garrison. If | had so desired, 1 might h.uc
packcd a good-sized box with the fine tails offervd
me as presents by the soldier sportsmen of vatiinis
garrisons.

W ild pea-fuwls are very good eatiiig. When thc
soldiers shoot a pltimp young fo«l, thcy gcncrall)
bring it home and turn it over to thc mess cookx,
1 had the pleasure of making a dinner of a line
young pea-hen at an up-country cantonment onc
day, The meat was dark, not imlike the flesh ef
the prairie-chicken, and of cxcellent flavor; bul,
like the prairie-chicken, rather deficient in juici-
ncss. Itreminded me vcry much of the flesh ot |1
tender wild-turkcy.

The only time | took part in a pea-fowl hunt
was for an hour or so, one evening. | was staxing

ovcrnight at the bungaloxv of
an English civil-cngineer, on the
banks of the great Ganges Canal,
near Shikababad. Several young
Englishmen also staying
with my host to enjoy a fcw duxs’
pca-fowl shooting and xvild-boat
baiting. Near the bungalow w.is
an extensivo tract of luxuviant
tiger-grass, in which both xlct-
pigs and pea-fowls xvere found in
great abundance. The young
gentlemcn had beaten thc tigur-
grass every day fora weck pre-
vicus, so that the game iiad
bccome rather wild and xvarxx
Pea-fowls still there in
plenty, hosx-cver, and scarcely a
minute passed without our caich-
ing a glimpsc of a .golden and
blue form gliding sxviftl)- through
the rank grass.

W e werearmcd with small-linrc
rifles, and made a point of never
shooting at our lovely game un-
Icss we felt pretty sure ofbringing

Numbersescapad without a shot being
fircd, bccause xvc alxvays objcctcd tu shooting ran-
dom shots, xvhich might maim the pea-foxvis xtith-
out ourbeing able to bag them. The size and the
bright plumage of the game, made them an cnsx
prey to our bullets, whenever xvc obtaincd a good
shot; and, by taking proper prccautions. «c
baggcd seven fowls, xx'ithout Ictting n singk
xvoundcd bird escape.

Xxvere

Xxvere

them down.



It seemed to me a great pity to kilithe gorgeous
poa-fowls; and this is invariably the feeling at first
cxperienced by young Englishmen in India. The
sc|liieamishiiess soon wears off, and in time one
Ic.irns to shoot pea-fowls with as little compunc-
tion as though they were partridges.

Some of my readers may often have heard thc
asscrtion that pca-fowls can never be made to stay
about a poor man’s house, but will invariably seek
some place where thc buildings and surroundings
are superior. Remembering to have had my at-
teiition called to tliis circumstance, in certain cases

in England and America, | kept my eyes open to
ascertain, so far as possiblc, whether there is any
foundation for this supposition. The result of niy
observations was, that where the country was the
loveliest, the junglc most luxuriant, and wherever
were found splcndid groves, watcr-tanks, and
rajahs’ palaces— there did thc fastidioiis pea-fowls
love best to congrégate; and, consequcntly, there
was one most likcly to find them, strutting
pompously about, sprcading their plumagc, and
awakening the echoes of the jungle with thcir
discordant, strident cries.

A CHINESE STORY.

By wW. ;.

Two young, near-sighted fellows, Chang and
Ching,

liver thcir chopsticks idly chattering,

lell to disputing which could see the best;

At last, they planned to put it to the test.

*Said Chang, “ A marble tablet, so | hear,

is placed upon the Bo-hee temple near,

Wi ith an inscription on it. Let us go

.md read it (since you vaunt your optics so),

| tanding together at a certain place

'u front, where we the letters just may trace;

riicn he who quickcst reads the inscription there,

Thepalm for keenest eycs henceforth shallbear."

-Vgreed,”’ said Ching, “ but let us try it soon ;

Suppose wc say to-morrow afternoon.”

-X'ay, not so soon," said Chang; “ | 'm bound
to go

lo-moiTOw a day’s ride from Hoang-Ho,

And sha’'n’t be ready till thc following day:

«\t ten A. M., on Tliursday, lot us say,”

So 't was arranged; but Ching was wide-awake ;
Timo by the forclock he resolved to take;

And to tlie temple went at once, and read

l.'pon the tablet, “ To the illustrious dead,

The chiefof mandarins, the great Goh-Bang.”
Scavce had he gone when stcalthily carne Chang,
Who read thc same ; but, pcering closcr, he
Spied in a cérner, what Ching had failed to see,
ihe words, “ This tablet is crected here

liy those to whom the grcat Goh-Bang was dcar,”

Bahmer.

.So on the appointed day— both innocent

As babes, of course— these honest fellows went,

And took their distant slation; and Ching said,
I can read, plainly, ‘To thc illustrious dead,

The chief of mandarins, the great Goh-Bang.

And is that all that you can spell ?” said Chang.
| see wliat you have read, but furthermore,

In smaller letters, toward the temple door.

Quite plain, ‘This tablet is erected here
By those to whom thc great Goh-Bang was

dear.””

‘ .My sharp-eycd friend, they are not there,” said

Ching.

‘They are,” said Chang, if I sec anything;
And clear as daylight.” “ Patent eycs, indeed,
You have !” cried Ching. ‘*Do you think I can’t

read ?”

‘Not at this distance as | can,” Chang said,

"If what you say you saw is all you read.”

In fine, they qunrrclcd, and thcir wrath incrcascd,
Till Chang said, “ Let us leave it to the pricst;
Lo ! here he comes to meet us.” “ Itis well,”
Said honest Ching, “ no falsehood will he tell.”

The good man heard their artless story through.
And said, “ | think, dear sirs, there must be few
Blesscdwith suchwondrous eyes asthose youwear.
Thcrc is no tablet with inscription there !

There was one, it is true ; 't was moved away.
And yon plain tablet placed there yesterday.”



TiY Charles

Eliza Hamilton

River,

was born on the Hudson
somewhcre between Albany and Catskill.
Her mother’s home was the good boat “ Betscy
Jane,” of RiifTalo, New York, whereof Mr- Thomas
Hamilton was owner and sailing-master. Eliza and
the “ Betsey Jane ” began life about the same time,
for the boat was on her first trip down the Hudson
when the littic child carne to live on board. So it
happened that Eliza had always been upon a canal-
buat, and had hardly ever spent a night in a house
on shore.

The “ Betscy Jane” was her home, and her littie
charaber was a state-room. The boat was a large
and fine one, ninety-sevcn feet long and eiglueen
feet wide on deck. It was eight and a half feet
deep, and, when cmpty, stood more than seven
feet out of water. The bows were high and very
full, or round, and the stern was nearly square,
and there was a grc|t square ruddcr behind. Near
tbe I30WS was a windlass, and a small raised deck
which made the roof of a cabin used as a stable
for the two horses. At the stern ivas another
house, or raised deck, about three feet high. This
had two square windows in front, looking toward
the bows, and three on each side; and there were
green blinds, made to slide before the windows.
Insido the windows were lace curtains fastened
back with blue ribbons; but cach window was so
small that, when Eliza looked out, her round face
nearly fillcd it. At tlie back of the house was a
door, a very strange door; one half opened on
liingcs and the other half slid back ovcr the roof
Before this door was the great wooden tiller for the
ruddcr; and near it a hatch opcning down into
tbe hold of the boat. The top of the house was
flat and made a big outdoor table, where, in plcas-
ant weather, the family often had dinner and sup-
per. In summecr, there was also an awning, or big
flat tent, covering the aftcr part of the dcck, house
and all. The greatclear deck, with its two hatches,
was Eliza’s playground, while insidc the house,
belosv the deck, was the strange littie home wlicrc

Barnard.

she lived a happy life with hcr father, mother, uml
baby brotber.

From the door you went down five steps to ilie
kitchen, parlor, and sitting-room, all in one,— the
quccrest place that ever was seen. It was a squatc
room, \vith windowa near the ceiling on two sides,
and two narrow doors opposite the entrance.
There was a tiny stovc tuckcd away under llie
deck, and there was just room for onc table and
four cbairs. Around the walls, on three sidcs,
were drawers and clnsets,— lockers they «ere
called,— so that while the room was too smail for
much furniturc, the lockers were rcally bookcase,
bureau, sideboard, and all. The two doors opened
into the tiny statc-rooras — onc for Eliza, and one
for her father and mother and the baby. Hcr bed
was the oddest thing imaginable; only onc foot
lilgh, and tuckcd awa)'under the deck like a b, rih
inaship. There was a carpet, and picturcs, anda
dock, nice curtains, and a chair; and it was hume,
if it was afloat. You may be sure Eliza thought
it was as swect a borne as any in the world.

Although Eliza Hamilton lived on a canal-boat,
and hcr liome was always afloat, she went to schonl,
in Jersey City, half of every year. From Apiil M
November, sbe sailcd and sailed, backuard and
forward, hardly stopping more than for a day ata
time, between Buffalo. on l.akc F.rie, and New \ ark
by the sea. From November to April, the “ Botsey
Jane” layat anchor in the basin of tbe Morris and
Esscx Canal, at Jersey City. Here were scorvs of
othcrboats just like this one, and cach with a family
aboard, all closely side by side in the water, thus
making a great fioating village. Eliza could walk
from boat to boat all through the fleet; she coidd
visit the other girls at tlieir boats, or cross the
planks to the shore and go with tliem to scluiolm
the city.

Thus, for hcr, every year was divideci inio t»"
parts: the summcr, when the boat sailed and
sailed, day and night, always going on and on
through dayligbt and dark ; and the winter, "lien

&0



it rested for months in a vast fieet of other boats,
snugly anchored out of the way of the stornis.
Kliza likcd the summer best. The life on board
licr moving home was delightful; plenty of fun
«ith thc other childrcn on the neighbors’ boats,
or those living along the banks of thc canal, and
much to see every day,— ships, stcaraboats, thc
river, the winding canal, towns and cities, great
mountains, and the sea. Once she made a long
voyage, through as far as New Havcn, on Long
Island Sound; and twice she went up thc canal to
Lake Champlnin, and then on to Montrcal, in
C.mada.

Il was in June when it all happened. It was
just before Eliza's tweifth birthday, and on the
second trip of the “ Betsey Jane ” from Buffalo to

New York, They had come for several
davs and nights through the canal, much
in thc usual way; thc horses walkcd
along the bank, and her father steered
thc boat. Sometimes Eliza rodé the
horse, or held thc tiller to stccr, while
ller father went down to dinner or siippcr. At
other times she sat on top of tlie house, playod
dolls upon thc deck, or hclpcd her mother lakc
care of baby. The steering was sometimes hard,
but she could ahs-ays manage the boat, and knew
linw to move the ruddcr to make the “ Betsey
Jane” keep just thc right place in the canal,
iicither bumping her fat nose into thc bank, nnr
riinning it into the passing boats.

-AtTroy, thc plank was laid to the bank. and the
ixu-scs walkcd Ol board, and went to their statc-
room at thc bows. Tug boats brought together a

number of the canal-boais that had come through
from thc West with the “ Betsey Jane,” and ar-
ranged them on the river in a kind of procession.
An enormous tow-boat took her place at thc head
of the line, and then great cables were nm out,
binding all the fleet together, and making what
was called a “ tow.”

The tow was a strange affair, a village afloat;
raen, women, children, horses, dogs, and cats,
living in thirty-nine canal-boais, and all dragged
along by the tow-boat ahead. The tow-boat wus
formcrly a passenger-steamer, but it had rctircd
from that business, and all its lofty decks and bal-
conics wcrc gone. There was nothing left biit the
great frames, thc tall smoke-stack, the engine,
and the pilol-house. Behind the engine on the

THERE WERE SCORBS OF CANAL-DOATS, MAKING A GKIiiAT

FLOATING VILLACB.”

low deck were mnssive timbers, and about these
were coilcd four great cables that strctchcd astern
ovci the xs'ater to thc four canal-boats at tlic head
of the tow.

The first four boats were loadcd with lumber
from Lakc Ch.amplain. Behind these carne sixtccn
boats, four abreast, loaded with lumber, whcat,
Oats, and grain. Next carne eightecn more, two
and two; and then one more, trailing behind thcin
all. The “ Betsey Jane” was the right-hand one
ufthe last pair; and as the odd boat was fastened to
thc other boat, there was dear water in her wakec.

gi



As the boats were lashed side by side, with the
bows of one closc to tbe stern of thc onc in front,
and as there were planks laid from boat to boat,
it was easy to go from one end of the tow to thc
other. Tlicre were quite a number of children on
board, and Eliza had plenty of playmates. Two
hours a day she studied with her mother in the
cabin, and part of the time she took care of her
baby brother. The rest of the day she was at
liberty to roam at will all over the fleet, icaping
lightly from boat to boat. She visited the t»vo
nice giiTs on thc “ Sunrise,” of Syracuse; played
dolls with tbe lame girl on the “ Ticondeioga,”
ofW hkchall; or joined the boys and girls who
played school on thc white deck of the “ Polly
Stevens," of Troy. Ofcourse, they could not play

“ ELIZA SAT AT THE SIDE OP THE DECK-HOUSE LC»KING
WISTFtXLY AFTER THBai."
tag, use roller-skates, or trundle hoops on the deck
of a canal-boat; but they often played jump-rope,
jackstones, and “ housckeeping.”

The weatherwas beautiful; and, while they were
playing, the tow moved steadily forward with a
smooth and easy motion that was delightful. They
had passed the Catskills at sunrise. Eliza helped
wash the dishes at Saugerties, studied at Rondout,

and played with the other girls all thc way down
to Poughkeepsie. After supper, it was said, thcrc
would be a conccrt on board thc “ Schoharie, "of
Buffalo. Everybody was anxious to go, and Eliza
got out her blue frock with the white bows, to yo
with her father. But she could n’'t go, for Moilicr
had been ironing all tbe aftcrnoon on deck, and
needed a change ; so Eliza miist stay at home .md
take care of the baby brother. She was dreaclfully
disappointed, and perhaps, when she put away ihe
blue frock in its lockcr, there was a tear or two on
its white libbons.

It was eight o'clock when her parents took a
lantern to go, over thc boats, to the concen. Eliu
sat at the side of the dcck-house looking wistfully
after them, and as they crosscd to the boat ahcad

she heard her mother say that the tow-linc
ought to be repaired, as it was nearly norn
out. Her father said he would mend itin
the morning, and then they were gone.
Eliza watched the lantern, dancing over thc
decks for a few momenls, and then, aith
just a little sigh, she went downstairs to tlic
cabin. SarahTuttle, of the “ Klying Fidi,”
had lent her a story-book, and slie sat dmvn
to read it. Tlie door over her head was
open, and once in a while she caught a note
of the music as it carne floating over the
water.

She had been reading for some time when
she heard the deep droning whistle of the
tow-boat. Then, after a little pause, cnme
another whistle. She kncw by this tliat
there was a steamer coming up the river.
Presently she heard the beating of ihe
steamer’s paddles, and knew from thc sound

. that it was a large boat. She heard it pass
| ] quite near; and then, as the sound died
away, the boat slowly rolled from side lo

side. She looked up from her book te sce

if baby brother had stirred. Not inucli

danger. He had slept through manya long

voyage, and the waves seemed to make his
home all a rocking-cradle.

Then, for a long time, it was very still;

but as the story-book was interesting, she

did not notice how the time was pasbing.

W hen she finished thc book she looked up

at the dock. Half-pastten. She nnist go

on deck to see if Father and Mother were coming.

W hy, what was this? No lights ! had evcr>-

body gone to bed? No. That could not be, for

there were always lights burning on the deck oi

the last boat. No tow in siglit anywherc. Not

a boat to be seen. She ran along tbe deck tuil't

bow. She was adrift! The tow-line was brokcn,

and thc “ Betsey Jane” had separatcd from the



[Q)X. The line had probably parted when the boal
«as rolled by the \s'ake of the passing steamcr.
She called her father again and again. Not a
sound in reply. She was lost on the great river.
She looked all about her.over the gray and silent
wati-r. Far away astern were the twinkiing lights
of a town. Here and there on each side were
lights, and just ahead were gigantic shadows blot-
lilig out half the sky. She kneiv at once where
shewas. The lights astern were in Newburgh;
ihe great shadows were mountains, for she was
just cntering the Highiands, drifting along on the
current. The tow, after the “ Betsey Jane” broke
adrift, had gone on, and was now out of sight
bevuiid W est Point. '

Y'hat did she do? Run back to the cabin and
hide herself in fright,— or fall on the deck and

“"As THE BOATS VVETIE UASHED SIDE BV SIDE,

cry for help? Not at all.  She said, with a brave
keart, tho«gh her voice was shaking:

“ Mother will come back for me, and perhaps if
Itry my bcst to take care of tlic boat, and baby,
Mid the horses, God will take care of me.”

I'"liza Hamilton \ias ihe captaln’s daughter. She
‘oukl handle an oar like a sailor, and she knew
just how boats behavcd, and what must be done
en control them. The *“ Betscy Jane” was her
hihcr’'s boat, her mother’'s home. It was worth,
"ith the horses and cargo, thousands of dollars.
Uhc must take it safely down the rivcr till help or

AND AS THERE IVTKE I'LANKS LAID FEOW DOAT TO BOAT,
GO FROM ONE END OF THE TOW

daylight canie. There were two dangers, The
boat might go asiiore and be wrecked, or it might
be run down by some passing stcamboat. She
kncw she must give the boat hcadway or it would
not stcer. There was a cool, fresh brcczc blowing,
and as quick as thougbt she had contrivcd a plan
to take advantage of the wind.

“ If she drifts, this way, she may go ashorc!
I must rig up some kind of sail.”

She picked up a boat-hook from the deck and
pried open the forward hatch. She wentback to
the cabin and pulled out from a locker a large
sheet. She made a knot in one cérner, took the
sheet on deck, and pushing the point of the boat-
hook into the knot, she thrust the handle snugly
into one cérner of the forward hatch, and then
closed the heavy sliding hatch-cover against it, to

IT WAS EASY TO

'FO THE OTHER.”

keep it steady. She fastened a piece of ropc to
the opposite cérner of the sheet, and tied it to the
boat-hook near the deck. Wilh a longer piece
of rope she made what sailors cali a “ sheet,” or
line to control the sail, and by fastening this to
the side of the boat, she had a “ Icg-o’-mutton”
sail. It was a small alTair, but it did tbe work.
She went to the stern and piished the tiller over
as far as she could. and in a few moments the
“ Betsey Jane” obeyed her helm, carne round,
and headed down-stream straight for the black
portais of the Highiands.



Just then “ Nig,” the cat, carne on deck and
hegan to howl pitcously.

“ Hiid your tongue!” said Eliza,
you overljoard!”

I’oor chikl! She did not often speak so harshly,
Isut she was excited and perhaps terriiied at the
creature’s mournful cries. She would have caught
the cat and locked her up in the cabin, but did
not daré to leave the hcim. The cat wandcred all
over the deck, raoaning and crying. Perhaps a

“

or | ’ll throw

“ SAIIAH TUTTLE, OF THE ‘FLYINU

tear nr two carne into Eliza’s eyes while she clung
tn thc heavy tiller. She brushed them away, for
she must see plainly in order to steer clear of the
rocky shorcs.

HAD LEKT H5R A STORV-BOOK,

sce thc houses fior the iron foundries.
and thc mountains behind it seemed onc solid "811
of blackness.

All, there were the lights of the hotel at Wcvt
Point! She lIcneu- the way pretty well; and she
thought it best to kcep as ciése to the east sliore
as was safe, in order to stccr clear of the steamcrs.
Though thc breeze was strong, the “ Betsey J.inc”
moved i'ery sloivly. Still, it did move, for she
could see the mountains that towercd rdiove
her on either side slowly change thcir shapes
against tlie sky. There were liglits on the shorc,
as she passed Coid Spring, though she coulil not

AHD SHE SAT POWN TO FRAD IT.*'

The lo«n

After a while, Nig seemed to think better nfhct



friglit, and carne and iiestied closc to Eliza as she
ilood leaning against the tiller. Ah! W hat’s
ihai? A bi'ight liglit was shining directiy ahead.
Thinking it was a steamer’s light, Eliza
pu-hedthetillerover with all her might, for

ELIZA HIIIE A “ LEG-O'-MUnON "~

tlie purpose of turning the boat shilieward. Then
cimc a cicep roar, making the mountains echo,
and she knew that a train was passing on the
lailroad. It was the locomotive headlight, which
she had mistaken for a sicamcr, and in a moment

thc «hole train swept past her, ciése to the
"atcr,

“1 thought it was a steamer, sure! If only 1
liad a lantern, | would n’t care, for I might wave
it as a signal. If a steamer eiocs come, | 'll hug

*he shore and kccp out of the xs-ay.”

The train passed on, the roar and rumblc died
"I tlie distance, and tlie echocs seemed to go to
~cep; for it was very calm and still.

1dobelieve the wind ’s gone clo'vn.”

NI, The boat had saik-d into a calm coérner

einder the shelter of the mountains. Eliza ran for-

ward and found the sail quite limp and useless. She
took up an oar to puli the boat off into the stream,
and when she put it into the water it struck rock.
In a fright she pushcd against thc rock with tlic oar
and the boat slowly swung off into deep water.

SAIL FOR THE *“ ulsTSBV JANE.”

“ That ivas lucky. A little more, and | should
have been aground.”

The boat drifted sluggislily along for a fcw
minutes and then thc wind sccmed to spi-ing
up again. Ah, there was thc light-house! She
xx'oukl steer straight across thc point and run thc
risk of meeting a steamer. She listened intcntly
to hear the beating of paddles, but thc night xxas
still,— not a sound anywhere. Tlic boat pa.ssed
ciose to the fricndly light-house, and then xvent
clcar across thc bend to thc opposite sidc of the
river.

She now ran forward and altcrcd the shcct of
her Icg-o'-mutton sail, bringing it back farther, for
now tlic wind xvoulcl I)e abeam. She must noxv

sail sidc to thc wind, and as thc boat had no kccl,
it kept drifting in toward thc shoic; but she felt



she must take the risk, in order to keep out of the
way of the steamers.

A steamboat hove in sight around the next bend
below, just as she had fixed the sail. She could see
itsred and greenlights, and she gave it awide bcrth.

TIIE CAPTAIN UF THE TOW-BOAT*.

keeping ciése undcr the sliadow of che mountains.
It passed swiftlyand without paying any attention to
her. In tlie dark, she could not make out what it
was. She guessed it might be a night passcngcr-
boat, and was glad it had gone past in safety.

The conccrt was a fine one, and as nobody was
in any hurry to get home, the audience wished

many pieccs repeated. It was late when the com-

pany broke up and scattered over the tow to their

various boats. Twice, on the way home, Mrs. llain-

ilton stopped at cabin doors to speak to friends,

and at one place she even waited to have a cup
of tea. Mr. Hamilton said he
would go on and look after ihe
boat, and Mi-s. Hamilton sat rioivn
nn the deck of the “ Flying Fish "
with Mrs. Tutele and two other
women. W hile they were qiiieily
sipping their tea, they heard loud
shouts from the direction cif ihe
boats astern, and in a miuiient
Mr. Hamilton carne running bad
over the boats.

“ The man on the last bo.ii hs
been asleep, The ‘ Betsey Jane'is
adrift— lost!”

The news spread over the cniire
tow in an instant. Where did it
happcn? When did she brcak
away? It might have happened
hours and hours ago, and perhaps
the boat was then drifting about,
miles astern.

Eliza’s mother heard the ne«s
calmly, withouta word. Sheiucrc.
ly picked up a lantcrn and res»-
lutely started off over the tnwat
fast as she could walk toward the

tow-boat.

“Where are yon going and
what are you going todo?'said
the pcople.

“1'm going to take the sicani-
boat if it is possible, and go back
formy children.”

All the men said it could not
be done. The captain would not
stop for the lost boat. The
“ Betscy Jane” would ccrlainly

drift ashore. No harm would ever
come to it, strandcd high and dty,
and they could take a boat aixl
row back and find it.

“ My children are on board.
Some steaincr will nin them dona
in the dark.”

This seemed only too likcly, and they all ran
on towardihe head of the tow ; and in a nuinwni
or two therewere half a hundred men and 'votncn
gathcred on the great piles of kimber on the fonrard
boats. The low by thistime had passed W est I’aini.
and was approaching the great bend just ab®'
lona Island. The men shoutcd and called totlic
stcamer, but there was no reply. The noiseofd”



engine drowned their voiccs and the steamer went
steadily on, dragging them all farther and farther
away from the lost boat. The steamer was two hun-
dred feet ahead, and the water was beaten into
ovamy waves by her great paddles. They were
just ihcn rounding thc curve, and every one said
the captain would not stop in such a dangerous
place; so the poor mother had to stand there in
tlie coid night-wind, while the iong, snake-like,
tow crept round the bend in thc black and silent
nvcr.

At Last a boat was loweved overboard, and Mr.
and Mrs. Hamilton and two men started to catch
up with the steamer. By holding on to the tow-
ing-lines they inanaged to drag themselves up
to her low stern and climb alioard, leaving the
boat dancing on tlic crcamy water in the wake of
the steamer.

Inamomentthe poor mother climbed the wind-
ing stairs to the lofty pilot-house where thc captain
stood at the wheel.

“ Oh, sir! The boat is lost.”

“ Well, marm, 1 can’t help it. The man on
biiard must look out for her.”

“ Thcrc 's nobody on board but two little cliil-
dren.”

The captain did not say a woi'd for a moment,
and then he lowered the window and looked all
about over the black river, as if searchiug for
something.

“Wc can’t stop licre. I'll go on to the bay at
Puckskill, aud ”

“ Oh, sir, caii't you take the steamer back ?”

“ Just what 1 was thinking o’ doing,— but we
must find a place to anchor the tow, first.”

“ The night-boats will be coming up. They
«ill run into thc childrcn’s boat.”

“ No, marm. They are not due here yet.”

It took more than an hour to reacli the wide
pl.icc in tlie river, opposite Peekskill, and to swing
the long tow ci6se inshore out of the way of the
pnssing steamers; and half an hour more to make
lhe boats fast to a rock on the sliore, to frec the
steamer from her charge and start lier upon thc
search for the missiiig boat.

Two men ivere placed on tlie bows below. Tlicio
«ere four more on the upper deck, and from thc
Windows of thc pilot-house thc poor mother looked
out with straining eycs into tlic vast blackness
ahead.

Ho»' the firemcn pilcd their roaving fires ! Tlie
and his men ran to and fro, oiling every joint.
Uhowcrs of sparks poured out of the tall smokc-
stack, and thc woods and mountains vc-eclioed
«tth tlic furious beating of thc paddles. The cr.izy
oid boat seemed to awakc to some remcmbrance

of her famous speed in the daj's when she was the
fast passenger-boat on the Albany day-line and was
the pride of her captain.

“ Ah lwhat 's that ? Sce that black thing ci6se
under the shore !”

“ That 's not the boat, marm. She could n’t
get ivay down here by this time. Wc will not
find her this side of Coid Spring, for | rcckon
she broke loose at the time the ‘Poughkeepsie
freighter’ passed us.”

On and on they went, rusliing round thc sharp
bend at West Point, and steaming straight ahead
through the Fliglilands. The boatwould be drift-
ing aboutsomcivhereabove Cornwall. Tlieywould
soon find it

Nothing to be seen. Not a sign of a boat any-
where. They went up even as far as Newburgh,
and crossed thc river, and crept slowly down
stream ciése inshore. The wind would drive her
over to that side, and she might be aground somec-
where along tlie bank. Then they saw the lights
of a steamer coming up-stream, and they turned
out into thc middle of the river to meet her. It
was the “ Saratoga,” of the Troy night-line.
There were warning whisties, and the two lioats
stopped and met in the darkness. Black figures
carne out on the lofty decks of the passcnger
steamer, and the captain of thc tow-boat shouted
through his hands :

“ Boat lost. Two children on board. Seen
her, as you carne up along anywhere?”

No; they had seen nothing. The Albany boat
ivas just behind; perhaps slie had sighted it. Tht
great white boat moved on again, and left thc
tow-boat to continué her search. The Albany
boat was stopped, too, and thc same report was
made and the same question asked.

No; they had seen nothing.

“ 1 'm thankful,” said the mollier, as she leaned
out of the pilot-house window and saw thc mon-
strous hoat move slowly away in tlie darkness;
“ 1 'm thankful,— for that danger is past. | 'm
glad they did n’'t sec it. They inight have gone
right over it in thc darkness.”

So there was onc of the perils escapee!. The
“ Betsey Jane ” liad not been run down, and there
would be no moi'c steamers lili daylight. Round
and round wcnt tlie tow-boat, Crossing and rc-
crossing the river, poking licr slcnder nose into
every iiook and coérner; stopping here and there,
blowing her whistle furiously, and listcning for
any answcring shouts or calis. The sentinel, high
011 the bluffs at West Point, paused in his lonely
tramp, and leaned on his gun to look down on thc
river, wondcring what the strange steamer was
about. He callcd the corporal; and the corporal,
too, looked down on thc black river. He even
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called out the guard, and
sent mcn down to the
shore with a lantern.
They thought thc captain
fif the steamer must be
crazy. Then there ap-
peared a palé giow in the
castcrnsky, and thc sicam-
or turned down-stream.
The soldiers went back
again to their posts upon
tile heights, for tliere was
no solution ofthe mystery.

It grew lighter, for it
was morning. Now they
would be sure to find the
lost boat. Tlie steamer
kept the middle of thc
stream, steaming slowly
along, with every onc on
the lookout. On and on
they went, round the next
bend, pastlonalsland,and
into a bay ncar Peckskili.

W hat ’s that ncar shore? The
“ Betsey Jane,” sailing serenely alongciése
inshore, with her leg-o’-mutton sail spread out on
thc brceze! At tlie stern stood Captain Eliza,
bravcly steering straight for the anchored tow just
ahead. Swiftly the steamer carne up alongside,
and there was a grand rush on board the “ Betsey
Jane ” ; but the mother was first, and the father
c'ame next, with a tow-linc in his hand.

How they did chcer! AI! thc people on the
tow saw them. The steamer rang her bell and
blew her whistie, till the woods and mountains
echoed again. The grim oid captain, leaning out
of his lofty window, wiped his eyes with a big
red bandkerchief, and told thc cngineer it was the
biggest trip the oid steamer evcr made. Every-
body said Captain Eliza was a spiendid navigator.

“ AT THE

STERN STOOD

CAPTAIK ELI2A,

BRAVelLY STEERINO*
SI'RAICHT POR 1*115
ANCHORED TOW JkST AHEAD.,”

She had brought her father’s
boat in safcty down the river,
and her little I)aby brother never
so much as awakened until he
was safe in his motlicr's arms !

“ llitch on that tow-linc,” said
the captain to the deck-hands.

Then he rang the bell sharply:
* Full specd ahead !"



THE WATER-
OUSELS'
ADDRESS,

Bv Henrv Tyrrell.

Friends, since moving-time has come,
W c have changcd our littie home.
~Ve ha\'c left the mill-dam mendow
That the trailing elms o’crshadow,
And to find us, you must look
Fiirther up the stony brook:

W here the waters swir! and hurry,

W here the twinkiing minnows scurry,
W here, the limpid ripples brushing,
Bend the margin-grasscs tall;

W here the narrowed current, rushing
Down a pathway steep and mossy,
Plunges o’cr the brink, a saiicy,

Tiny, tinkling waterfall.

You would never guess, 'tis certain;
But behind the ciystal curtain
That liy evcry breeze is swayed,
89



Like a ligiiicl window scrcening,

\11 the golden sunshine greening,—
There our cosy nest is hidden !
There our trusted friends are bidden,

There our treasiires are displayed
That we watch o’er, night and day-time,
On a bed of mosses laid —
Eggs, you know!
Palé and dainty as a May-time
Applc-blow.

V.

AVliile the buds and blooms are waking,
W e shall see

Tiny beaks and talons breaking

From those shells, and hear the e/ieep-ing

Ofour baby-ousels, pccping,

Wondeving what ttiis world may be.

Never dippcrs’ son or daughter

W ill be frightened at the water !

Then, oh then, a littie longer.
And what glee,

W lien their glossy wings grow stronger,
To flyout!—

Thiough the shimmering door tolead ihein,

On the wavy marsh to feed them,

And to show them all the wonders of the
Fairy-land about!

Oh, the suminer morns and eves
Oh, the rich and rustling lIcavcs !
And, at noon,
W hen the locust’s lulling croon
On the lhrobbing air is heard,
And when man and beast and bird
Fall asleep,
Oh, the dashing
And the plashing
Through the shower and the foam,
To the shadow, cool and dccp,
Of our home !

VI.

Come, then, friends, and make a cali
Here behind our waterfall,

1f you do not mind a sprinkling !

[You can dive through in a twinkiing.,
Cascade Ingle, nothing less,

is our pcrmanent addrcss.



HOW SOME BIRDS

—

ARE CARED FOR.

By Charles Fuedicrick Holher.

I.OVERS of animals dclight in making conipari-
soiis between thcir pets and those of others, and,
indeed, in drawing parallels between animals’ intcl-
ligence and that of human beings, often, it must
be said, to the disadvantage of thc latter. The
so-cdlled “ lower” animals suffer pain from heat
or coid, know the pangs of hunger, have their
likes and dislikcs, their times of work and times of
play, and experience both thc bright and sober
sidcs of life in other respccts; and very naturaily
thc cmotions provoked by these dilTi-rent condi-
tions find expression in voice and manner. When
happy, we sing; and, in a similar framc of mind,
the bird carols its song; the cat purrs; the hens
have thcir peculiar clucking, and the horse neighs
and gallops about. As we distort our visages and
scowl when in rage, so aiso does the cat and so do
various other animals. W'hen lumgry wc are somec-
liines irritable; and this islikewisc true of many of
our humble friends. Thus we might easily show
[hat all animals, from man downward, have thc
same emotions and feclings as oursclves, but in a
different degrec, and that these emotions find
expression — every class of animals having its
own peculiar language.

Some of these strange rcsemblanccs bring thc
lowcr animals ncarer to the human standard ihan
otlicrs; and perhaps in acts of devotion to thcir
young, they not only resemble but at times
cxceed us. Thcir affection, tenderness, and heroic
self-sacrifice to protcct their little ones, are pro-
verbi.al, and stand in marked contrast to thc habits
of many savage human tribes. What leader of
St.Nicholas ever saw a mothcriy oid hen destroy
onc of her chicks because it was in the way, or
was one too many? The larger thc brood thc
prouder this fussy oid mother becomcs; and wc
latcly hcar of her killing a chick because it is
weak or sickh’. Tiic weak chicken rcceives as
imich care as the most robust of the brood. Yct
thc cruclties suggested, and many moro, have
been customs in ancient times among savage
tribes of men in various parts of the ivoilc!.

Among thc birds, wc find perhaps the most
striking acts of affection ; and, strange tosay, most
hequently among thc very birds which we would
le.ist expect to show affection. Some of you are
hiiniliar with the uncanny night-hawk, the boon
companion of the bat, which appears at twilight

and prolongs its reveis far into the night. Rarcly
secn and little known, though thc iiiglu-hawks
are a largo family and of widc distribution, this
bird shows remarkable atrachment for its young,
and in protccting tbcin really exhibits more intelli-
gence than many of our domestic birds.

The term night-hawk is commonly applied to
scveral specics, all of which have certain peculiari-
tics. From its curious cry one is called chuck-
will’'s-widow, this cali being uttered so loudly by
the bird that it has been hcard for nearly a mile,
About the middle of March they come back from
their winter pilgriraage; and, uniike most of thc
birds, they have no housekeeping to keep them
busy, as they build no ncsts. While the robins,
humming-birds, thrushcs, and others, are busily
scouring the country for material with which to
build their nurseries, the chuck-will’'s-widow is fast
aslecp in some out-of-the-way cérner, only coming
out in thc afternoon and evening to gather its
supply of food.

When the time comes for laying, our scemingly-
lazy bird selects some secludcd spot, and deposils
her eggs anywherc on tlic ground ; and the very
first glimpse, if we are fortunate in finding them
at all, cxplains why she buikls no nest. The eggs
are almost the exact color of the surroundings, and
so mottled and tinted that only by thc merest acci-
dent are tliey discovered ; and when the two little
chuck-will’'s-widows finally come out they are
even more difficult to find than the eggs. Being
very sleepy little fellows they rarely move, and,
though standing within a few inches of them,
Ilie observer might suppose them to be two oid
brown leaves or a bunch of brown moss, so decciv-
ing is their mimicry.

Though the eggs and young are so perfcctly
protccted by nature, the parents are no less zealous
in caring for them, and have been sccn to go
through remarkable performances in the deiense
of their home. When nn intrudcr js first dis-
covered the mother-bird throws hersclf upon the
ground, ruffles up her fcathci-s, and limps or ilut-
tei-s, always moving away from the nest; and
when thc credulous followcr is safcly out of the
way, the wily mother, who has led him to think
she can be easily caught, suddenly rccovers from
her iamcncss and darts away to rcgain the ncst
from another direction. If, however, thc nest be
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found and the eggs disturbed, the birds show the
greatcst distress. A naturalist, who had mercly
handlcd the eggs, without rcraoving them, and
then concealed himself in a neighboring thickct,

A NIGHT-HAWK CARRYIMO ITS VOI'NG TO A

saw the pavent-birds come skimming over the
grass, alighting by the eggs in apparent dis-
tress, and uttering curious cries as if
greatly frightened. Finally, after a
consultation, each bird opened its
great mouth (generally used as
an inscct trap), took in an egg,
and, to the amazcment of the
naturalist, disappearcd, earry-
ing the object of solicitude to
a safcr spot.
The same habit has been
observed in the collared goat-
sucker of the Cape of Good
Hope, v-hicli, like the night-
hawk, has an enormous mouth.
They also form no nest, relying
upon the difficulty ofdiscovering
their eggs, which are like the
sunoundings where they are
deposiied; and when Ihe eggs
are thrcatcncd by any great
danger the parcnts take them
in their mouths and fly away —
certainly a convcnicnt method
of moving tlie houschold !
The well-kno«'n wliip-poor-
will, which is often heard in Central Park, and
at once recognizcd by the ciy from which it is
namcd, appears at dusk, and at onc time was an

THE IYOOD-DUCK CON\EYING

object of superstitious fear to the Indians. These
birds also lay lheir eggs anywhere upon the ground,
and havc been observed to roll them along «ili
their bilis; but perhaps the most remarkable sight
is to see the anxious parent scize her shapeless
chick by the downy feathers of its back, as a cai
scizes a kitten, and carry it away over grass and
sedge to some more sccluded spot.

According to Azara, the naturalist, some curi-
ous beliefs are cntertained in South America con-
cerning the “ ibijan,” a night-liawk. It is a large
bird, but instead of laying its eggs on Ihc ground,
it dcposits them in a hollow trcc, and, according tu

the natives, fastcns the eggs to the wood uiili a
gum, which the oid bird brcaks off «lien
the eggs ai-e hatched and so libcratcs ibe
cliicks. But this gumming proccssb
probably an accidental occurrcncc.
There is onc of this tribc, and tlic
largest, the tawny-slioiildered pog-
ardus of Australia and New Guinea,
which takes the young birds in ils
mouth, but with a very different pur-
pose from that of the «hip-poot-
will. Generally, these birds live upon

FLACE OF SAPRTV.

ITS YOUKG TO THE GKOIND.

insects which they catch readily wUh their cnor-

mous mouths, but during lhc mating-sc.nson. t'

great fluffy fellows become vcritablc caimibals an



attack the nests of other birds, taking oul the
young, and devouring them, perhaps under the
impression that they have discovered a new kind
of insect.

The demure duck, although a conscientious
mother, and careful of her brood, has never been

ducklings), there is a constantjumping and scrain-
bling to obtain a look at the outcr world. The
water is so near that they can hear the oid folks
diving and splashing about— an aggravating sit-
uation, surely; but the serious qucstion of mov-
ing has been considered by thc oid birds, for on

A FAMILY UF CROUSB.

considerad as especially solicitous for her offspring;
but there is one of the family that performs a re-
mavkabie feat— at least, remarkable for a duck.
Tliis is the summer duck— Aix spcmsa, one of
the most bcautiful of its kind. The plumage of
these birds is cxceedingly rich and gaudy, marked
with strcaks of white and black; the entire coat in
diflerent lights displaying diffcring tints of bronzc,
blue, and green; while its head, the bili being
red, is surmounted by a crcst of glossy bronzc-
grcen, tippcd with violet, so that among thc green
icaves and branches it forms a striking spectacle.
Unlike most of its tribc, the wood-duck— as it is
also called— buikls its nest, often many feet from
the ground, in hollow trces near streams. Here
thc oval, shiny eggs are laid, and covered with
down taken from the mother’s breast. After a
time, thc young appear. For a while they are fed
by the parents; and then comes the momentous
qucstion, asked, perhaps, by thc little ducklings
themselves, “ How shall wc get down ?” Some-
times thcy are a foot or more below the window
of their house, which s fifty feet from the ground,
and being very restless little fellows (as ave all

the vcry day that the ducklings are large enough
to be tnisted they are released in a very remark-
able manner. The male duck takes his place as
a sentincl on some neighboring branch, uttering a
low ““peet-peet” while the mother flies to the nest,
stretches in her neck, and as one of thc ducklings
jumps tow'arcl her, she seizcs it gently between her
bili, either by its soft, fuzzy neck or wing, and
boldly flies off, notwithstanding its objcction to
this strange trcatmcnt. She deposits it safely on
the ground, at the foot of the tree. Up she goes,
without pausing, and anothcr bird is fished out of
the nest in the same way, and then anothcr, until
in a vcry few minutes the entire brood .are running
about on thc ground, wagging their downy tails,
and poking their little bilis into every attractive
spot. Itis a proud moment for the parents. The
male desccnds from his watch-towcr, and the pair
waddle away to thc pond, followed by the entire
family of ducklings, who are soon cnjoying the
delights of free, rollicking life on the water. The
nest is from this time descrted until the cnsuing
year; the young brood being led at night to some
deep thicket in the woods.



The rufilcd-groiise — a well-known species —
uften start up at our feet and dash away with a
loud whirring noise which is extremely startling to
tho novice. Their nest is formed upon thc ground,
of grass and small sticks, gcnerally at thc foot of
a bush or tree, under covcr; and a description of
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the maneuvers adopted by the mother to protect
her brood
book.

Sometimes a grouse loses all her brood but one j

in time of danger would almost make a

and,on one such occasion,the mothor’s actionswere

much like those rclated of the chuck-will's-widow .

At the appearance of the giinner, she threw her-

self at his feetas usual, and foramomentexcrcised
all her arts and wilcs ; but the little one, not daring

to leave her, rendered them useless. Seeing this,

she hesitatcd a moment, then scizing the chick by

its down-feathevs, with her bili, and rising, she flew
away with it. She disappeared in a thickct, leav-
ing the gunner wondering at her ingenuity. The

hunter who notcd this was Wilson,

and he

impossible for

the famous

American ornithologist, says, “ It would

llave been me to

who had

have killed this

.liTectionate mother, exhibited

such an

example of prescnce of mind, reason, and sound

judgmecntas must have convinccd the most bigoted
advocates of mere instinct.”’

In the far northern countrics, innumerable birds
find homes on high cliffs, utteily inacccssible from
thesea; so numerous are they that, as thcir whbite

or black feathers are turned seaward, they change

the very appearance of the cliffs to dark or light.

On these crags, at a dizzy height above the water,

breed thc guillemots, shapely birds witli black

back and head, and white breast; standing on the

rocks, they appear likc pigmy men decked out in

white waistcoats. Thcir eggs are often placed on

the rocks,— there bcmg little

semblance of a nest,— and when

the young bird appears it is

confronted with a leap far more

to be drcadcd than that already

describcd as being before ilie

young ducks; but in this case

aiso the oid bird sometimes

comes to the rescue and bears

it safely down to the welcorac

water. This, however, is not

done with the bili, the young

guillemots being probably too

heavy for such transportation;

so the mother crouches down

upon the rock, and by threatcn-

ing or coaxing, persuades thc

young bird to moiint uponlicr

back, between her wings, and

boldly launches off, dropping

gently down, perhaps scveral

hundred feet, upon thc water.

In the ycar 1867, six pairs of

English skylarks were lirought

to this country, and relcascd un

the meadows in Central Park,

and since then the descendants have become very

numerous. Hardly an English poet but has praiscd

the song of the skylark. It is a glorious mclody,

and perhaps it would be difficult to find a bird

better known c; more widcly apprcciated; yct but

few are airare of thc inielligcnce it sometimes dis-
plays when rcaring its young.

The ncstis gcnerally placed in thc high grass of
meadows; and a naturalist, in wandeting through
a field onc spring, carne by chance upon an cntirc
family. Anxious to observe their movcments, he
withdvcw a few paces, and there witnesscd a curious
procecding. The oid birds seemed greatly agi-
tated, and were making a loud noise, and dnrting
about as if undecided what to do. Finally, ihc
mother popped into thc nest, scized one of thc
birds, and lifiing it upon her back, rose, and flew
away. Her mate almost immediately attcmpttd
the same feat; but whether becausc be was unused
to thc opcration or not, the little bird would slip
off. He succeeded with much difficulty in balatic-
ing his load, and flcw after his mate. In a fc«
moments both returned and repeatcd thcir formcr
action, until they had removed every bird from the
discovered nest.



The same observer on anothcr occasion
saw a skylark, when startied from its nest,
seize an cgg in its claws and dart away.
I'nssibly it had had some experience «ith
ncst-robbers, and was dctermined to foil
them this time at Icast. An examination of
the lark’s foot, with its cnormously long toe
and fourth natl, will make it clcar how this
feat was easily perfoi'med.

Not long ago a professor in one of the
Western colleges observed an intercsting
cxliibition of motlierly affection in the wood-
cock. He was out walking when the bird
started up almost at his feet and flew away
over the bush. Pointing his gun, he was
aboutto fire, when he observcd that she held
something between her claws. Curious to
sce what it was, he laid down his gun and
followed in headlong pursuit through the
bushes. As her Ilight was somewhatlahored,
he carne near enough to distinguish a downy
little woodcock,— a mere bunch of fuzz with
a long bcak and bcad-iike eyes,— resting
between the mother’s claws ; but then, with
her precious load, thc cunning mother sud-
denly darted into cover and disappcarcd,

Several other observcrs have witncsscd similar
occurienccs, in this country and in England ; their
lesiimony shows tliat these birds undoubtedly have

COILLBMU'T WITH THE ('OUNO BIRD UI'ON

tnuch more intelligence than is usually crcdited to
them.

1 he remarkable deviccs of various bird-mothers
for protecting their homes and young are iimumcr-

SKVLAHK CARKVIHO AN EGG IN ITS CLAWS,

able. Sorae of the cuckoos deposit their eggs in

the nesls of other birds, among the eggs already

there, thus shirking maternal cares; but thcy are
tolerably sure that their off-
spring although thus aban-
doned will be well lodged,
as no sooner are the young
cuckoos hatched than the
little interlopers throw out
the other eggs, or even
the young birds, and thus
obtain the food rightfully
belonging to the dispos-
scssed brood.

The grcat-crcsted-fly-
catcher, and several others,
adopt an exceedingly novel
method to frighten away

fefe fe '-S X other birds or liz.ards that
would prey upon their eggs.
They wind into their nests
onc or more of the oid skins
which have been shed by
snakes, so that these ap-
pear to be live snakes coiled
about the nests. So confi-
dcnt are these birds in this
piotection that we believe a nest of the great-
crestcd-fly-catcher has never been found without
one of these sham snakes as a protection against
marauders.

ITS BACK.
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By Langdon

There was once a knix who lived
and did nothing but harm.

He had come from the mountains a long time
ago — so long that he had almost forgotten why
he carne; but he nevcr forgot to wish himself
back there. For in the mountains he had been
the color of the gnld sand that lies in shelves on
the bottonis of the brooks; and very happy, too,
for there he had a great deal to do; but now he
lived in the hill-country, and was idle and moroso,
and no color at al!, but like a littie black Shadow.

Onc day, as he was in a very ill-huinor, he
scrambled up the bed of a stream that wound
through the thick woods. As he went he swung
hishammecr in his hand, and with ithe gave a blow
to everything he saw.

“ Good littie stones!”

in the grass

he said, savagely; “ 1
know you like lo be cracked! — and you, littie
diamond brook ! — | will shatter you to pieces!”

When he hit the stones they answered with ring-
ing voices, and some of them sparkled in anger;
but the stream, where he struck it, only burst into
a peal of silvcry laughtcr, and dashed about him
in a shower of spray.

This made the knix very angry.

“ 1 will sec where you come from,” he said.

Then he stumbled along over the roots of the
trccs, and cried to himself, “ Yes! all the world

E. Mitchell.

is ugly ! The sky is dirt color, and the sun is r
yellow mud-ball, and the grass looks to me like
little, ugly, flimsy green worms, and the water
here was made just to laugh at me; and everything
is so arranged that it is the most difficult thing
in the world to make mischicf I will stop yon,
though,” he thought, as he heard the brook miir-
muring pcacefully to itself.

Then at length he found himself at the head-
waters of the brook. Here there was a littie green
circle of grass, as perfect and round as a full munn,
and in the center a spring bubbled up into a dcep
wooden box, which had been placed there to receivc
itj over the spring spread a great sycamore-iiec.

Scattered about the gi-een ring of grass gie«
manybcautiful violets, and above the spring stood
a stone spring-house, with two windows and a lo'v
roof; below the house were some boards tluowii
over a well with stone sides, and at tho bottora
of this well there was about an inch of water and
a ram, or force-pumii to forcé water up to a hotisc.

“Oh!” thought the knix, “ this is the place for
me to live in; | can stop up the spring evcry
morning '

So, climbing upon the boards, he pcepcd mto
the well. It was all very dark, but at lengtli lie
saw a qucer-looking object at the bottom. Tins
was the ram. It was made of iron and shapcd



like an inverted pear, A littie lod in the middle
of it sprang up and doun, and forced tlie water
from the spring up through pipes to the house.
But about this the knix knew nothing. He thought
only that he had found the best place in the world
for making mischief and that he would like to
live there j so he moved in. But as he dared not
live in the spring for fear of being seen, hecliinbed
up the spring-house roof; the very next morning,
hoM'ever, he ivas awakened from a nap behind the
chimney by hearing voices.

Some mcn had come from the house on the hill
above,— thehouse to which the spring belonged.
I'hney went over to the shed that covered the ram,
and, going inside, worked at it for some time with
their tools.

Thcrc was an early drought, and they wished
to have water without the daily trouble of sending
so far. So they set the ram to work, and then
cleaned out the spring, which the spiteful knix
liad filled with stones the night before.

“ This is, indeed, exactly the place for me,”
said the knix, as the men departed. He aroése,
and taking his hammcr, knocked a number of
brides from the chimney and threw them into the
spring, Then he went to the well and climbed
down into it, and there he found the queer littie
rud bobbing excitedly up and down in its iron pot,
sending the water in four directions at once.

“ Stop it!” said he, and gave it a blow with his
ilammei-. Then, climbing out, he sat on the shed
and laughed.

The next morning the mcn carne again, and
mcnded the ram as before.

“ It is such an okl thing,” they said, “ that we
can hardly expect it to do more than go for a littie
while and then stop. But who could have thrown
ihc bricks into the well ?” They cleaned out the
>velland went away.

The knix spent that day in trying to kecp the
spring from flowing, and it was evening before he
‘(‘inembered lo crack the littic iron bobbcr with
his hammecr.

“ Take that!” he said.

The third day the men carne early, and stayed
a long time. On account of the drought, there
'vas nn water in the well. When they went away
the knix descended into the well as usual.

“ Take that, Bobber!” said he. But this time
lhe bobbcr’s courage was gono; it snapped short
oif, and became silent. The knix felt his heart
swcll with happiness. He was so happy that he
"'cnt to slecp in the sunshine on the grecn grass.
Frum his sleep thcrc he was awakened early in
the day by the mcn who had come back from the
They passed so near to him that they
“ Well,” thought

house.
totild have almost touched him.

he, “ that's the oddest thing in the world! They
must be stone-blind — they have n't seen me at
all.” Then he became quite boid, and followed
them down the well.

“ Ah !” said they, “
and broken the rod !”

“ He, hel” laughed the knix; “ that
Bobber!”

Stealing the monkey-wrench one of the men had
laid on a stone, he climbed out,

“ 1 thought I brought a monkey-wrench down
here,” cried the fellow from whom it was stolen.
“ 1 mustbe losing my wits!” he continued. “ Any-
how, let’s give up thisjob,— the girl can come down
inthemorningandfetch water enoughfordrinking.”

So they went awa>' and the knix, who was very
dcft with his fingers, descended into the well again,
and taught himself how to use the monkey-wrench.
Then he unscrcwced all the nuts and opened the

some rascal has been here,

is you,

WHO CHATTEHUD IN THE
jSBB NEXT I'AUE.)

“ HE CIKIMACBD AT A SQUInHEL.
TREE ABOVE WHERE HE WA> REHChED.”

ram. “What an ugly inside you havc!” said
he, when he could look into it. Then he scattered
the things all about, cunningty hid the monkey-
wrench, and after he had filled the mouth of the
spring with stones he went to sleep again on the
spring-house roof.

The next morning he was awakened by singing.
At first, he thought it was the oriole who had his
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hammock swung irom the bianclies of the syca-
more, but lie soon saw it was a chikl with goklcn
hair, who carne down the path thc cows had made.
She cari-ied a pail in each hand.

“ Ahi” said the knix to himself; “ she scems
to be something I never have seen before.”

W hen she was nearcr, he saw that she had blue
eyes and flaxen hair, and that her skin svas so cleli-
cate that it seemed as though one could quite
easily see what she was tliinking about.

“If 1 were as beautiful as she,” tliouglu the
knix, “ 1 would sit down and think about it a long
time before I did anything at all.”

The little girl danccd along the path singing to
herself as she wcnt; and the song she sang was
all about how, when the spring carne, the coid
white snow melted away and sank into the
ground, and you thought it was gone forever;
and then how it suddenly carne up again oul
of thc ground, only this time in little white and
blue flowers; and hoiv the reason that April
never had any flowers but white and blue ones,
was because they were only the white snow and
its biuc shadows, come back once more.

“ Very pretty, indeed !” said thc knix from
behind his chimncy, as the little girl passed
under the caves of the spring-house. “ She
is as good as gold. Now what will she do? ”
The child went straight to the spring. But
thcrc was no spring left,— only a box full of
stoncs and a piece of soggy ground around it.

.“Ah,— what a pity!” said thc child.

“ What shall 1 do? The spring is stopped up,
and there is no one to help me! What bad
thing did this ?”

“ Bad thing!” said the knix to
‘*why did you do it?”

Then he began to laugh, for he was wondcr-
fully pleased to have done so much mischief.

The little girl next went to the well, and
looked in; but il was too deep for her to draw
water from,and thespring-housedoorwaslocked.

“ If she goes in there,” thought thc knix,

* | shall certainly shut the door and put thc
boards on top !'"

But the little child did not go in; she only looked
down hopelcssly, and then carne back and sat down
on thc green bank near the spring.

* What shall 1 do? ” she cried ; “ what shall |
do? — little tin pail, can you tell me what to do?
There 's no use in having such a loud voice if you
can’'t tcll me what to do in affairs of importance !”

“ Rocks and Ridges!” cricd the knix. * Did
one ever speak so to a tin pail before? Now, if
she bad but askcd me,— | ain such a good little
knix ! and here he grimaced at a squirvel who
. chattered in the tree above where he was perched.

himself,

MIbCHIEVOUS

KNIX. [Sbit.

Then he remarked; “ It is quite curious though.
Those mortals have eyes like flowers, but can sce
less than nothing,— they are all as blmd as bais.
I wonder why they never see us? At any rate,”
he continued, “ | 'd like to see if her hair is made
of straw or sunshine; or perhaps it is made of fine
beatcn gold.”

So he climbed down from the tree, and cante
out ciése behind her.

“ It is made of fine straw,” he said. Then he
put hisarm slyly underone ofthe pails and began to
trot off, but as lie ran the pail swung to and fio on
its handle ; and tvhen pails swing to and fro on their
handles, they are very apt to cry out loudly,
that was just what happened.

and

AH ! OH! CRIEO THE UTTLE GIRL, POR SHtt SAW THE KMX
RUNMNG CHK WITH THti IAIL."*
“ Hi-hee! Hi-hee !” cried the pail as though

in an agony of terror.

“Ah 1 Oh ! Ah'! Oh !” cried thc little girl, for
she was really suiprised ; then she looked around
inquiringly and saw the knix running ofT with thc
pail.

“Oh!”
and said;

“ Don’'t go any farther! 1 scc you!”

The knix stood stock-stil with astonishment.

* Bring it back !” said the chikl-

“ Can she see me ?” thought the knix.

she cricd; then she recovered hcrsell



THE MISCHIEVOUS KNIX.

“ Come! " said she it is not at all nice of you
to run away witli it 1’

“Well, 1 never! " said the knix, aloud ; for he
was ihuiiderstruck at being seen for ihe first time.

“ Never what ?” said the little girl.

“ Never ivas seen before ! ” he replied.

“ Nonsense !” cried the child ; “ you are as big
as my cat, and | won’t havc you run away with
niy pail; besides, 1 believe you have been doing
all kinds of wicked things. Have n't you now ?”

“ 1 never was seen before,” thought the
knix to himself, “ and it makes me feel very
qiieer!”

“ Come, come!” cried the child, “ don't
stand there like that I Yon look as glum as
a puddle on a rainy day.”

“Do 1?” said thc knix, very meekly, for
he found it huiniliating to be seen.

' Yes. you do !” said the little girl; “ and

‘'vliat 's move, you ’'ve been very naughty,
and you ’'cl better come right here and sit
diiwn and tell me all about it.” The Kknix
obeyed; but lie carne to her very cautiously,
and at length put the pail down on its rim,
about ten fcct away, and sat down upon it
lhe child did not know exactly what to say.
h was so hard to keep up a one-sidcd conver-
sation with a knix she had ncvcr sccn before,
and who lookcd so desperately gloomy. So
sliebegan again : “ Yes! you have been very
imighty, and | don’t believe you know your
c.itechism !~

“ What is it to be ‘naughty’?” said the
knix; “ and who is my catechism ?”

“ It is naughty to do naughty things,” said

the child ; “ and— ‘what is vour nanie ?’'”

“ Knix.”

“Very good,” said thc child,— “ thatbegins
'vith an N.  ‘Who gave you this namc ?'”

=l have forgotten,” replied the knix. *“ It
'vas so long ago !”

“Dear me!” said the chiki. “ I never

tlu'ught of that before I Ho'v oid are you ?”

'mBeven thousand years !”

‘eDear me! Perhaps there we/e no
spoiisors, then.”

“ No,” said the knix, svho began to feel more
"t homc, “ there was nothing but i'ocks.” This
did not seem very promising, so there was a pause
in thc conversation. The little girl lookcd at tlic
knix, and the knix looked at the little girl. Prcs-
cntlv he said:

“ 1 feel very queer 'vhcn you look at me. |
never was lookcd at before. What is your namc ?”

“mMy fiame is Faith.”

‘*What is your hair made of? ” continued the
knix.

“ Made of?” cried the child.

“ Yes,” said the knix, a little irritably, “ made
of! Sunshine or straw ?”

“Oh 1l Now | see,” said she. *“ | suppose it
must be made of— pretty thoughts 1”

“ If 1 had pretty thoughts,” said the knix, very
gloomily, “ do you think I would havc hair like
straw? ”

“ Perhaps,” said Faith, laughing. Presently
she added, “ Where did you come from ?”

‘indeed, vou re not at ALL A GOOD KNIX,” SAIU )AnTI *

“ From the mountains,” said thc knix, and
thought how much he wishcd himself back there
again.

“ What did you do thcrc ?” said Faith.

“ Let loosc thc streams, topplcd down the clifis,
and cut frce thc ice.”

“ What for?”

“ To hear thc noise and see thc smokc !”

“eWho told you to do it ?”

“ Oh, WQ all do that — that 'swhat wc are. The
world could n’t get on without us.”



“Well, 1 don't think it 's very nice lo topple
over rocks on people.”

“Oh, no! we don’t.
— on warm days !”

“ Oh, 1see!” said Faith.
not there now ?”

“ They drove me awa>"," said the knix,
felt very sad and carne hcrc.”

“ And then?”

* Tlicn 1 had no rocks to topple over, and no
streams to loosen, and | was much discouraged;

and all the streams laughed at me, and there was
no ice, fior thunder, flor anything!”

“ And then ?” said Faith.

The knix looked very much embarrassed, and
bogan to drum on the tin pail with his heels.

“ Then you were just naughty and made mis-
chicf?” said Faith. “ 1 know! I 've been like
that, myself, ever so many times.”

W e topple them over on
“ And why are you

“and 1

“ Have you?” cried the knix, gleefully, and
sprang up from the pail.
“Sit down again,” said Faith. “ Yes, I have.

I was very naughty this very day, for | wanted so
much to read about you ; and Mamma said 1 must
go to school, and 1 would n’t, and ”

“ Dear me 1 dear me !” said the knix, breath-
less with excitement. “ And — and ”

“And Mamma said that only good littie girls
who believed wliat they were told — for she had
told me that school was very importanl, far more
important than knixes or anything else — saw
knixes or anything, and that good knixes would
hate me — and so | went, but I did n’t like it any
and

more; indeed nurse said 1 was very ‘con-
trarious.’”

“ 1'm not a good knix !” said the knix, thought-
fully.

“ Indeed, you 're not at all a good knix,” .said
Faith.

Then she suddenly remembercd that she had
no water to take home.

“ Why did you throw stones in the well ?”

“ It was such fun!” pleaded the knix, with a
face full of merriment; “ and | broke the little
bobbcr, too!” He nodded his head knowingly.

“ Oh, yon wicked knix !” cried Faith.

“ Ain't 1 ?” said the knix, gleefully.

“ How could you ?” she continued.
naughty!”

“ 1 know,” said the knix, a littie lesscontcntedly.

“ And you are so unhappy, you make a littie
black spot wherever you go 1”

“ A h!” said the knix sadly, “ do you think if 1
thought pretty thoughts that 1 would have golden
hair like yours?”

“ You must be good, to think pretty thoughts,”
said Faith, “ and you are still,— oh, so bad !”

“ You are SO
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“ 1 never felt so bad before,” said the knix; “1
think it is because you are looking at me; and
don’t, to this minute, see how you can see me."

“ Then you are very blind, indeed,” cried the
child. * My fiame is Faith, and 1 see everything;
and now, bad knix, you must be good; wont you?
Just as good as gold !'”

“ As good as gold !'— that’'s just what I asked
you,” said the knix. “ Yes, perhaps | 'll be good;
but I don’t know how yet, and 1 don’t see why,
And 1 shall never sec the mountains again, and
ihe beautiful snow, and the rocks and cliffs, and
the streams that roar like thunder!— and, oh!
I shall never be happy, and I don't know whyl
should, after all.”

The knix looked very black whenever lie
thought of the mountains — it made him feel
so hopelessly wicked.

“You must n't mind that, littic knix,” said
the child checrfully. “ You must just be gooil,’

* How sball 1 ?” said the knix.

“ Oh, just try,” cricd the child.
easy!”

“ If 1do,” said the knix, “ then perhaps I shall
be happy, and havc hair like gold?”

“Yes!” said the child, “ and at any rate you
have me !'”

The knix was satisfied. He felt happier already
than he had in a great while.

“ 1t's so comforting to be seen,”

* It ’s ever so

he said,—

and then, to the child, he continued disconso-
lately: “ But is there much good to do in the
workl, littie girl? 1 am afraid there is not. |Itis

very hard aftcr a while to find enough mischief
to make.”

“ Oh, dear!” said Faith, “ there 's no end of
good. 1 have been doing good ever so long,
much longer than you can think, and really

there seems to be more to do every day! And
now, littie knix, picase fetch me some water, for
it is not at all good of me to have stayed so long
when they needed me at the house.”

The knix juniped up, and seizing the pail,
climbcd down the well; then he fillcd it witli
water and brought it back to Faith.

“ And now, knixie,” she said, “ will you miwl
cleaning the spring out and mending the wclir
And when you havc mended it you must make ii
go, so that we shall have water at the house. So
good-byc, and I think, after a while, you will ven
probably get as good as gold.”

“ Good-bye,” said the knix sadly, but he was
very happy, and at once went to work, opcain?
the mouth of the spring; — and replacing the
bricks of the spring-bouse chimney. While he
was doing this, the squirrel on the bough said.
“Grrrrrr!— ha! hal”



The knix made a grimace at him, biit this time
it was so kind a look that the squirrel dropped a
imt, and said : “ Well, what 's the world coming
to! — tvcwyoH are getting pretty.”

“Ah !'” thought thc knix, “ perhaps 1 am get-
ting as good as gold.”

Then he wcnt to the well, and there was the

bioken ram. “ You are certainly a broken bob-
ber,” said he, “ and your inside is very much
deranged, for it has no lid — and all your ribs
are unfastened. | must put you together again.”

The knix worked ais'ay all tho afternoon and
night, and at length he got it together, and set it
going.

The next morning the men carne again, and
this time were much surprisecl. The ram was
«orking, and .thcrc were no stoncs in thc box.

“ Well,” said onc, “ she is a strange child!
She said she had somcbody to help her, and ccr-
tainly she must have had, for there it is a-going;
but it is oid, and won’t last long.”

The knix chucklcd to himself, and, when they
were gone, climbed down the well, and spent the
lost of the day in making a passage-way to the
spring-box, so that he might live under it, and
kcep the ram in order.
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And if you were to go there to-day, I do not
doubt you 'd find thc same moon of green grass,
and the sycamore-trec, and thc spring-house wilh
low eaves; and on one side you ’'d sec the well
with the ram; and if you looked inside, there
you ’'d see the bobber jumping excitcdly up and
down in the iron pot, and squirting water four
ways at once. But then if you are quiet, and go
over to where the spring runs into thc wooden
box, you will see three feet of coid dcar water,
with shining pebbles at the bottom, and below thc

bottom you will hear the strangestsound— “ Klink,
klink,— klink, klink 1” as if a wiry little arm were
wielding a pudgy hammer on an anvil — and that

is the knix at work I He is forging a new bobber
for the oid one. Or perhaps it is his blows which
are making the bobber jump so in the wcll; or
perhaps he has taken to making garncts that the
spring may have pretty i-ed glcams in it, when it
runs over the sandy shallows. But whichever he
isdoing, if you are lucky enough to catch a glimpse
of him — and for that you may have lo wait a long
time — you will find that he has turned to a won-
derful rusty gold color, like golden-rod in the
autumn.
In fact he has become as good as gold 1

imll
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THL PAMPERED POODLE.

Bv JOEI. Stacy.

TIiIF.RE was once a littie poodlc, who so lost bis self-respect,
That his honest uil refused to do his wagging.

* For in truth "— the tail explanificd — “ | can not but object
To the pctting he subinits to, and the nagging.

1 scorn to wag for any dog who can not gnaw a bone
W ithout whining for a nurse to come and chop it.

And who sits all day, be-ribboned, like a puppet on a thronc,
And 1°'ll never wag again if ho don't stop it.

* What with bibs, and bows, and baskcts, and mummery foriorn,
And lazincss, and nonsense, he 's a noodle !
And, now you know my rcasons, can you wonder that | scorn
To wag for so ridiculous a poodle ! ”

nilili’l
«un



HOUSEKEEPING SONGS. No. V.

CLEAR-STARCHING.

Music nv T. C H.
WoHDS BY M ary J. Jacques-

Animitio.
ad’c
This is thi way we do ruf - flecs and puffs, Edg-ings and inus-lins and
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IIOUSEKEEPINU

Pit, pat, p.ii!

Ne’er was a fiiier cleav-starching than lliat?
Kerchiefs and stornachers fit for a queen,
Daintiest laces that evcr were seen.

Pit, pat, pit, pat,
Pit, pat, pat!

SONGS. NO. V, 865

Spink, spank, spank !

Roll them up tightly and let thcin he dank.
Snug! or the collars and cuffs will be limp;
Smootli! or your furbelows never will crimj).

Spink, spank, spink, spank,
Spink, spank, spank!

TILTING.

By a

DeF. L.

Tilt away, my little men,

Out 011 Grandpa’s lawn again;

Jack is up, and Fred is down,

It makes one laugli, the other frown,—
Like our changeful summer weather.

W ell, never mind, just tilt it back,

Up comes Fred, and down goes Jack !
Up and down, tliis is the way

The sport goes on, the livelong day,
When two little boys would tilt together.”

VOL. XV.— 55.
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WHAT TO DU WITH OLD CORKS

AND OF CORK-WORK AND

Bv Charles G.

An oid botlle-cork may sccm to most people co
be an utterly useless atticle. Biit there are few
ihings which the ingenuity of man can not turn to
some good use. Sea-weed fot many ages has been
believed by all mankind to be quite worthless, as
we may judge by the fiame itself; but modern
chemistry has discovered that it is very valuable.
W hile as to corks, it is truc that negro-minsirels,
and, | might add, many small boys, use them for
blackening their faces, and to make imitation mus-
taches. But thcrc are many other ways of turning
these articlcs to account, and that, too, at very
littie expense.

A cork, if cut into a cube or small brick, bcars
a ci6ése rcscmblance in miniature to many kinds
of stone. When a number of these are coin-
bincd they look like oid spcckcd and indcntcd
masonry. They abound in brown, or brownish-
gray, spots and littie cavitics. Therefore, if you
take a number of such cork-bricks, and construct
from ihcm a model of a small house or any similar
object, with care, it will present a very pretty ap-
pearance, They are easily fastened together, by
passing wire or small rods through them, or by
gluing them together. Good ordinary mucilage,
or strong gum, will answer for this purpose.

It often will be clesirable to give the cork some
other shape, or to round the corners.
This can generally be effected with
a sharp penknife and sand-paper;
but artists who make elabérate im-
itations of buildings in cork, use a
new, keen file. With a very littie
prncticc one can work the cork into
any shapc. Sometimes it is scorched
with a hot iron, to shape it, and to give
shades.

I have seen a modcl of the entire city of I'aris,
including a tolcrably accurate representation of
every house in it, made all of cork. Many muscums
in Europe contain models ofcelebrated cathedrals,
made of this material. Such work ivould be beyond
the skill or time at the command of any of my
readers ; but with bricks made from single corks,
One may very easily construct many objects, benuti-
ful to look at, and which will sell readilj’.

DIAGBAM

it darker

SHOWING HOW A MINIATI RK IIKICK MAV IIK LUT I-ROM

BARK-WORK IN GENERAL,

Leltand.

Small houses, or other imitationsof architectinal
work, are much used by artists as models. If ilic
rcader can di-aw, he has but to make one to ascet-
tain by experience that he can copy it. to his
advantage, from many points of view. A house
and a round or square towcr can be combinccl
in many ways. When thcse are neatl) made of
cork, photographs of them can hardly be distin-
guished from those of real buildings.

The foregoing paragraphs were written in the
town of York, in England ; and it happcned, vciy
oddly, that, after they were penned, 1 went out lo
walk and by chance foimd the first shop I can
i-emcmbecer to have seen in which miniature btiikl-
ings of cork were made and sold. There were
beautiful and elabérate specimens of thcse, and
also groups of human figures and animals. The
young readcr himself, to do all this well, has bul
to persevere. Any one can learn to design and
to modcl in clay, and when this is achieved, no
kind Gf art need be too pcrplcxing or difficult.

In the Great Exhibition of 1862 thcrc was a niar-
vclous piece of handicraft cxecutcd by a poor man
in the country, a modcl of one of the cathedrals
cut in Cork— “ Cork Cathedral, most likcly,” says
the writer from whom | take the story. Every
detail was accurately reproduccd. It excited a

t tOKK.

great deal of admiration, and some wealtliy jico-
plc coliccted eight hundred pounds— or four
thousand dollars — and bought it. The artist
was a very sensible man, and instead of “ play-
ing my lord” for a few days with his money, he
built a row of cottagcs, and on them put the iol-
lowing inscription :

" Persevcrance, cork, aii<l gliie
Uuilt these coUages you view;
what ihef«e ihree ibings can do»

x86s.”



One day in Brigluon, Sussex, | met a poor man
wlio aiso got his living from a cork cathcdral. He
had made it, and went round the country on fool,
ciirrying it, and coliecting small sums from those
who looked at it.

The dust made by fiiing cork should be carefully
kept. The finished cork mndel of a building may,
liere and there, as taste may dictatc, be touched
.vith a thin coat of gum, and the dust strewed upon
it This gives the surface a fincly granulated ap-
pcarancc. More of tbe dust, mixed to a paste with
thc gum, both being well nibbed together or
combined, serves to fill cracks or cavities. When
this is done, some of the dry powder may be
|)ressed on the surface to make an appearance
uniform with thc rest of the cork.

A COKK MOGELI,

Columns are easily imitatcd by simply broche-
ing, i. e-, stringing corks on a stick, as birds
are skewcreci fot cooking. To make the hole.
bore with a thick iron wire, or small round iron
rod hcated till it will burn its way through. If a
wire be used instead of a stick, the piercing is not
necessary. An easy way to build a wall of cork-
hricks is to stick a pin through each, as it is put in
place ; but rather long pins are advisablc, or such
as will go entirely through two of the bricks. It is
not well, in buildings, to paint cork-work, or var-
nish it, or to change in any way the original char-
acter of thc material-

There is, however, a kind of ornament which
may be added with very good cffcct. ]f, when a
building is finished, we take a tooth-brush and
charge it not too hcavily with ycllowish-brown
or dark-brown paint and spray this in dots on
the surface, it will give a mottled, lichen-like, or
mossy appearance. Spraying is cffected by hold-
ing ihc handle of thc brush with the fingers
and thumb of the Icft hand. Then by drawing
thc back of the blade of a penknifc, or any small
stick, along the bristles, the paint will spatter,
or fly offin small dots. Witli a little praclice, one
will soon master tlie art. It may be remarked,
incidcntally, that this spraying or throwing color
is well worth learning, since it is very effective for
backgrounds in many kinds of designs, such as

OF A CATHEDRAL.

those for wood-caiving, metal-work, and stencil-
ing. Inspraying cork-work, other colors — yellow,
reddish, rusty brown, gray, etc.— may be used,
the object being to imitate the minute mosses,
inai'ks of dccay, and other signs of age to be seen
on oid buildings.

Rough cork, in large pieces, is very cheap, and
may be bought in all cities. It is much used lo
cover fiowcr-bnxes and ornament arbors. It is
simply sawed or broken into pieces, which ave
nailed upon the wood. When there are holes or
defects of any kind, they are easily concealed by
gluing small pieces of bark over them, or by fill-



ing up with gluc and cork-dust niixed. 1 have then varnish it. Next take a large brush with gukl
often made a curious aud pretty object from a Paint— or, if you havc no gold, white paint or red
piece of rough cork, or the baik of a pine-tree, in May be substituted — and lightly go over thebark,
so that only the
more prominent
points or ridges
of the bark 'vill
take the gold,
thus leaving all
thc hollows and
cracks in their
natural coiors.
Theeffectofthis
is sometimes
very fine. In like
manner, a pict-
iire-frame may
be covered with
the large square
pieces of either
cork or pine-
bark, or, indeed,
any covering of
rough, criisty,
and ragged wood or other substance, and thc pro-

jections gilded. Bronze powder, or bronzc paint.
IMACE MADB OF ROUGH CORK, OR MNE-BARK, THE TACES .
SHOOTHED AND PAINTED. (PHOM AN ORIGINAL FIGURE.] maybe used InStead Of gOId

A DASKET MADE OF CORKS.

thc following manner; Take thc fragmcnt, brcak
orcut it into a shapc rudely resembling that of the
human figure. Then cut and smooth away with a

A BOX OF WOOD DECORATPD WITH FIGU7BS COT FROM CORK AND CLUBD OM
knife and sand-paper that portion which is to form Of course an ingenious workman, by fastemng

thc face. Rub over this a thin coating of putty, pieces of cork together in the way which I a\c
and let it drv. Paint the face with oil-colors, and described, may make an endiess variety of objects;



for example; vases, cups, ljaskets, and boxes. Such
work wolld be greatly aided by using large pieces
of cork bark. The led bark of the common pine,
which may generaliy be obtained in pieces an inch
titick, wherever pine logs are to be found, is per-
fcctly adapted to such ivork, and | have used it for
a great variety of small art-purposes.

Boys sometimes make an amusing toy of oid
corks by cutting them across so as to make round
slices. A whole cork is carved into the likeness
uf a snake's head, and a sufficicnt number of the
slices are bored through the center, and strung
on an india-rubbcr cord or “ elastic.” Of course,
as the object is to make a snakc, the pieces dimiii-
ish in size toward the neck and tail. Another smal!
boy’s toy is made by putting corks together, end
tu end, by ineans of a very small stick, so as to
form an imitation candle, which is painted white.
I need not say that when lighted it bums much
more rapidly than is expccted.

A rather singular applicaiion ofa cork is to take
it, wet the end, and rub it on the side of a glass
bottie. This will produce a chirping or whistling
sound, and with very littic practice one may thus
fairly imitate the singing of a bird.

A pretty cup or match-rcceiver may be made by
ornamenting with cork the outside of around
lin can. Cut corks into slices, say an eighth
ofan inch in thickness. Using strong glue,
cover the cup with these. The ornaments
to be applied to this coating are to be care-
fully cut with a sharp penknife from some-
wiiat thicker slices. Of course, they need
not all bo in one piece, since difTerent parts
0f an ornament are very easily joined together.
Thus, to make a trefoil, one need only cut a cork
into thin slices and glue them together. Corks
esplit or divided Icngthwise are also useful for or-
After attaching the ornaments. they can

intoshapc with a fine fileand sand-
paper. If Onehas only oid corks,and thcse
are broken or full of boles, it need make no
difference,After shaping them, take the cork-

nament.
he rubbcd

dust made by the file, work it into a paste with
glue or mucilage, and with this fill and smooth
all cavities and breaks. Round knobs or half-

spheres are easily made from a cork, and thcse can
be glued on boxes, tankards, etc., with good effect.
As a rule, simple, easy shapes are just as bcauti-
ful in such or-
naments as the
more difficult,
though begin-
ners always
commence with
tile Intter.
I have sliown
tliat a cork may
be cut into the
shape ofabrick.
Ifthefourpicces
thus cut away,

onc from each
side, are neatly
removed, they

may be made to
serve as tiles for
the roofsofmin-
iaturc cdifices. s
There is yet
another way in which the corks may be cut so
as to be used for such uork. Slice them in two.

MATCH-RBCEIV'ER MAUE OP A TIN CAN
COVERED AND DKCORATED WITH CORK.

length-

wise. Then

take ever)’

other half thus
obtained, and
with a large, half-
round file, make two
groovcs in it, in the manner indicated in the dia-
grams below,

or cork used as th.es.

1, represents the cork as cut in two ata, a; 2,
shows one half when it has been grooved with a
round file; 3, the half, sidewisc; 4, the pieces



joined with glue to the round lialvcs, so as to make
a slab, or flat surfacc. Instead of a file, a very
sharp gouge may be used to cut the groovc. This
ismost easily effectcd, not by pushing or shoving
the gouge, butby giving it sliort turns to thc right
and left, and, so to speak, working it along.

Every fragment of cork, however small or irreg-
ular, may be used in making raodeis (especially
tbose reprcsenting ruins), for filling crcvices, imi-
tating broken stone, and giving a fragmentary,
broken appearance to the whole. In this art, as
in every other, tlie onc who practices it should jry
loinven! or to ihink, and not merely repeat what
has been told or shown him. “ Fancy-work” is
the execution of a ininor art without the exercise
of thought. Thus, people make wax flowers, work
in embroidery, paint on china, or model clay blos-
soms and stick them on vases, just as thcy sec
others do, without attempting to do better or dif-
ferently. Artdemandsa display of skill influenccd
by thought. No true or real \"ork of art can be
made by machinery, and people who work like
machines do not produce art-work. But if you,
even in work so simple as making up oid corks
into small models ofbuildings, study the originais,
and think out or invent some new way to give
effccts, you may crcate a work which ivill be more
artistic than the “ showiest”
object made without invenlion.

It should be borne in mind that by taking flat
slabs of cork, great or small, and fastening layers
of them, one to the other, any thickness whatever
may be built up, and then anything may be cut
or shaped. This may seem a very simple idea
to many: yet it is mentioned in books on wood-
c.irving, as a great invention of Grinling Gibbons,
the celebrated artist, that he obtained a high, or
additional, relief, not by cutting al! his work out
of one block, but by gluing on additional layers of
boaids as he needed surfacc.

A curious curtain, to be hung before a door so
as to shade and screen lhe room, yet which per-
mits air to pass, and through which onc may
walk by separatiiig it, is made as follows : String
corks Icngthwisc on a cord. |If thc cork be half
an inch in diameter by one inch in length, and thc
door to be curiained be, let us say, three feet
wide and six fcct high, you will need sixty-four
strings, cach holding seventy-two corks. Take a
round, narrow stick, place it across the top of the
door, and hang the strings of corks from it. The
corks may be colored. Simple black and red make
the best eontrasts with their natural brown hue.
These curtains are also made of diffcrently tintcd
pieces of straw, of sccds in great variety, or of
sticks of lightwood. There are many plants, and
even weeds, whose stems or shoots may be used for

or most expensive

this work. It is, however, most advisable to use
corks, because it is hardly possible to brcak them,
and bccause they make no noise. W hen window-
curtains are thus made, the continual tap-tapping
of the lower end against the sill is ofien annoying.
To obviate this, the edge of the curtain shoukl
either swing clear of the sill or be macle of a fringe
of cloth or tassels.

A festoon of corks, every other one dyed black
in ink, with a pendcnt tassel, has been used for a
frieze. The effect, though odd, is not ungraceful.
And here | would give a reason why such orna-
menting, though it be only with strings of okl
corks, or any such “ rubbish,” as many would cali
il, is in the highcst degree sensible. It is very
sensible in this world to try to find the beautifu!
or agreeable — that is, to discover some means
ofenjoyment— in everything. There are too many
people who have the idea firmly fixcd in their
minds that by the fine arts is meant nothing but
pictures and statues, and that no species of or-
nament is really legilimate or safe unless it has
been regularly supplicd by a regular manufacturer,
and has cost money. That it shall have cost a
great deal of moncy is, in the eycs of the reall;
vulgar, its sure proofof merit.

O flate years, since everybody who wishes to be
cultured,” or well eclucated, studics decorati\c
art and learns that a house may be made beauii-
ful without pictures, and even without much out-
lay of moncy, people are beginning lo find real
enjoyment in artistic ingenuity. There w.is noth-
ing in old-fashioned upholstery to attract thought.
But in every new decoration which causes the
beholder to observe that a good cffect has been
produced at little expense, and without wearisomc
toli, thcrec is an incentive to observe and think for

“

onc’s self.

Since this article was begun, | havc visited
Rievaux Abbey, or rather its ruin, in Yorkshirc.
There, in the porter’s lodge, 1 saw a piece of cork-
work done in away rvhich was new to me. A coni-
mon picture-framc of any kind is made — a clcver
boy could make one byshapinga frameout ofa thin
board and on this, bits of Ijroken cork, of all
sizcs and shapes, are stuck with glue. Some wcrc
half an inch long, and some likc grains of ncc,
and so on down to dust. The effect wasvery good.
| was puzzlcd at first to know of what material it
was made. W ith plentyof oid corks, cork bark, or
bark of any kind, this rough incrusting could be
carricd out on a large scale with good effect.

Curious toys may be made of cork. One of
these is the wcll-known little tumblcr, such as is
generaily constructed of pith ; but cork, cspecialh
if it be hollowed, will answer thc purposc. Make
the puppet of three or four corks, shape and paint



m\VIIAT TO DO WITH OLD CORKS.

it as skillfully as you can, and gluc to the feet, or
under them, a hemisphere of lead. When thrown
into any position, the figure of course rights ilself,
.md, like a cat, always falls on its feet. It isquite
possible to make a cat, aiso of pith or cork, which
will indeed always fall upon its feet.

A FICTI'HE.KRAMK ORNAMRNTED WITH BITS Or BROKEN CORK

Another toy is a duck of cork, which is aiso
ballastcd with Icad, and which can outride any
storm. Tliesc are made by gluing square pieccs
nf cork togcthcr, and then shaving the whole into
shape with a sharp knifc. Thcsc ducks would
inect witli a ready sale at the water-side in any
place whorc summer visitors congrégate. A duck
or swan ofcork, containing a picce of iron, can be
placed on a sheet of paper, etc.. and made io move
by a niagnct concealed beneath the paper.

A more (lifficiilt toy is the “ walking man.” A
puppet is made from cork, llie legs being movable
at the liips, yet so constructed that thc body does
not fall backward or forward. The soles of thc
figure ave sliod or platcd with iron. A liorsc-shoc
magnct is then moved under a tambourine or other
fiame covcred with paper or parchmcnt, and as the
soles follow the poles of thc magnct, the figure, of
course, may be made to walk over it.

W hile wi-iting this articlc, | have seen in the
inuseum of Whitley, England, a inoilcl of thc
Catliedral of York, made entirely fiom cork. Itis

iruly a work of art, and a critical cxamination of
it convinccd me that thcrc is probably no material
'vhntcver wliich is so easy to work, yet at thc same
time so much likc oid stone, in mini.iture, as that
from which it is made. Yct there is nothing in
the whole of it which any boy, who is a tolerably
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clever whittier, could not have cut. Such a modcl
would be a treasure to an>' architcct.

It is worth while for people to know that thcrc
isanimmecnse and profitable field, not only of fancy-
work, but of decorative art, which any boy or girl
of from nine or ten to fouiteen or fifteen years of
age can enter and in which either can succced, as
well as a grown person. Boys and girls can cut
cork, as | have said, into artistic shapes; but they
can do more. They can carve wood, model jn clay,
stamp sheet-leathcr for covering furniture, cut sten-
cils for ornamenling walls, break stone into small
pieccswith a hammer, and set thc pieces in mosaic
pavecmecent. They can work shcct-brass into beauti-
ful and salable objects. During the last week
that | passed in America, | paid to three boys, of
fourteen years of age cach, from ten to twelve dol-
jars for brass-work, made to order, wliich they
had exccuied at odd hours during a weck or ten
days. | have had perhaps a thousand pupiis

CORK PITPETf», WITH FASI-S OF LF-Al),

ill thc dccorativc-art schools of which 1 was direct-
or, but I never liad one among all those boys and
girls who was incapable of mastering any of the
miiior aris, so soon as they knew how to dcsigii
and draw at all.  And what these childrcn learned
to do any child can learn.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

GOOD-DAY to you, my friends, from the very
littlest to the almost very big. And now draw near;
here comes a poet, one Henry Moore, with a rhyinc
for your pleasure:

REVERIES OF AN APPLE.

“

My cheeks are plump, my glowing skin
Is flccked with red and ycllow dapplc,
And lofty hopes arise within,—
I am a most ambitious apple.

Shall 1, puficd up and high of heart
W ith pride | feel but may not utter,
Rise glorious into regal tart,—
Or sink in shame to apple-butter?

“ Shall 1in tare roast-goose’s train
As dainty sauce bid joy betide hcr,
Or by some churlish rustic swain
Be sucked up through a straw as eider?”

Alas ! the pretty hopes were spoilcd
W hich used its reveries to sweeten,—
'T was in a vulgar dumpling boiled,
And in a dumpling it was caten.

Well, well! No one likes to end one’s days in
a dumpling. Of course not, though it must be
rather an easy death, i should say. Yet, if I were
an apple 1'd rather have almost anything happen
to me than to be placed upon the top of a boy’s
head and shot at. They say you live in history
aftcr mccting a fate like that — but what of it?

THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN A FRUIT AND A
VEGETABLE.

So many lcttcrs in reply to Anna Talcott’s
question concerning the distinction between fruit

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

[Seit-

and vegetables have come to this pulpit, that I can
not attempt to show them all to you. Hoive\'er,
here are a few of the leading answers, and 1 thank
the writers, one and all, in A. T.'s namc; bui
whether they have settled ihe matter or not, |
do not pretend to say; and the dear Littie
School-ma’am is off on her ** Vacation.”

Annal. H. ofGenova, N. Y., iMi'fcs ihai ihe d»(ference$ bouvccii
a fnm and a vegetable are: A fruii contains more sugar and Ic™
search than a vegetable, wlien npe; therchrre, vegetables and unripc
fruits have tObe cookcd before eating. The fruiiis tlie ripened sccd-
vesscl ofa plant, and the vegetable Is ihe tooi.

Arthih J. Sloan, of Grovcton, Trimty Connty, Texas, says: |
think ihal Iruli is ihc editle covering of ihe scedformed from ihe
flower, 35 peasc, tomaloes, and corn. 'IT>eImittifihe poialo-planti.
thcliille ball focmed from the ilowcr: bul the \egciable pari U the
root which wccai. Custom ha> made u.cvcrj* careless in exprcssin;;
the diHérencc bect\vecn fniit and vegeiable.

lessif T., of Chicago, fears that hcr answer hardly will satUfy
Miss Talcoit, bm j~he notes a few "diAerences.” She adds: Kor
inSlanee, you never find a vegetableon a iree, and never afruti undcr
thcsod [Arepcamics vegetables, Jcsstc ?],and you find buihfruiis and
vcgcelab'les on btishes. I ihink, too, thai vegetables are nioro useful
tliaii fruits, for ifvou were coiii]jclicil tobe wUhouifruU, I tliiiik yini
scill could live: b*mifcompelled tobe withoutvegetables, I think onc
could n't live any very great Icngth of time,

Fruit, shesays, isgenerally very beautiful, whtlevery few vegeiablc’
have any great beauly. Afier all, fruit dlffers inappearance, growili,
flavor, and everyiliing else,

Next, Winifrcd Johnson wriies from Pay City: Fruti is thai
part of the plant which contains the secd, especially the jtiky, pulpy
producis of cerLsin plafiis, covering and including their sceds, as tlie
apple, plum, pear, peach, bcrries, figs, melons, and othcca.

And the
York girl.

latest lettcr comes from a littic New
You shall sec it word for word :

Dear Jack. | think MYy School teacher k quilo ns nice as tlie
Lillie School Wa'am any way she js lovely.

I asked hcr about the fniii and vegetable question in the May
number and she said that lhe difTerence is priciblcy this,

The fruit contains ihe .seed of the plant and takes iis nourishmcTit
from the tree or vine, while the vegetable takes it from ihe s™niiul.

Some vegetables can be eaien raw such as the salad recUsh and
toinatoc.

Dear Jack do you think lhis wtil siiii Anna Talcoit ?

I hope ihc Littie School Ma'am will nol be oiTended.
| remain yoiiradmirer Ei.sJii M. P-

My robins tell me tbat cherrics are fruit and
trccs are vegetables ; and my sparrows bad quite a
sqiiabble the other day as toundcr whicb head onc
should class bread-crumbs. But in point of fact,
for real, straighlforward, solid satisfaction, | 'd fai
rather put a question to you, children, than to my
birds. When you are wrong, you are so very
wrong, you know; but birds are always pluming
themselves on their own cxpcrienccs.

DEAR LITTLE RABBITS!

T his is what the children of the red schnol-
house cali them, whether the shy, brave, frisky,
motionless littie creatures are svhite, or gray, ni
dusky as the night. Not so are they called to-day
in Australia, in California, or in New Zealand. In
thcse countries rabbits have bccome so numerous
and, like all of their kind, are so destructivc in their
ways that they are truly a scourge. Everybody
in Australia is interested in the hopcd-for discov-
cry of a mcthocl of ovei‘coming the rabbit-pcst.
Trapping and shooting afford littie relief; tlic
great majority escape, and still their numbcrs



incrcase and increase, till the plague baffles all
ciTorts to conque;- it During thc pasteight yea;-s,
| am told, eleven millions of dollars have been
spent, in New Zcaland alone, in tliis war with the
rabbits; and in some parts of California, men,
dogs, and horses by hundreds are engaged in the
rout; thousands of rabbits are killed, and still the
ilouble grows. The shy, innocent-looking tor-
ilientors peel fruit-trccs, overrun and destroy the
crops, and attack the viiieyards without mercy.

TOO MANY CRICKETS.

And right in the wake of these stories come
accounts from Algcria of a plague of crickets!
According to the Deacon’s pet ncwspaper, their
dead bodies may be found on the ground in some
places to the depth of a foot, and railway trains
ilavc bccn stopped by them. The only way to
stop approaching swanns of these insects is lo
dig a long and deep trcnch and erecton its farther
side a felice of cloth. The advancing insects
strike against the cloth, fall into the trench, and
they are then covcred with lime. The Algerian
aiithorities liave already spent scvcn hundred
iliousaiid francs, or about one hundred and forty
thousand dollars, in dcstroying them; and they
intend, if need be, lo spend two hundred thousand
dollars more.

Dear 1 dear! What with rabbits and crickets
and poor little pugnacious spanows (bymany men
denoimccd as a fell nuisance), there seenis to be
sore need ofa new Pied Pipcr of some kind.

But if one should arise, my children, bewarc of

him! These pied pipers are very dangerous folk,
I am told.
THE STORIMY-PETREL.
IJfVAR Jack: | wani to show yon what | saw abont thc siormy.
petrel i» “ Wood’'s New Illusiraied Natural History.”

m |t is inosily on ihc move In windy wcatlter, becausc ihc marine
creatures are flung @ thc surface by thc chopping waves, and can
be easily picked up as ihe bird pursue.? its course, The
nume ofpetrel Is given lo thc bird on account of:is powers ofwalk*
ing on the water, as is rclated of St. Peter. , . .

" This hird posscs”™s a singular amount ofoll, and has thc powcr
ofthrowing it from thc mouth when terrlhed.

"The inh.ibiiants ufihc Faroe Islands make a curious use ofthe
bird when IC Is young and very fat, by simply drawing a wick
tlirrni~h the body, andlighting it at the end which projecf® from the
bicak/ ., JrUAN.

My bii-ds are quite excited over Julian’s letter,
and | fearcd at first they would not allow it to be
read. Tliey wish to know whether the young
pctrels that are ihus made into lainps are gently
put to death first— or not Who can answer
ihem ?

A SERPENT IN THE ROCK.

Dear Jack ; | am eagevly expecting my August
St. Nicholas, because j’'ve heard that it is going
tn have in it an article about the sea-serpent.
Once | read in dcar St. NiCK a letter from Pro-
fc'ssor Proctor about a sea-serpent (it is in my
bound volumcs now, on pago 700 of Vol. 1V), and
| always read everything | seo on such subjects.
Now, I ’lIl tcll your chicks something queer that

1read in the Poriland Transcript some wceks ago.
It says that off the Lizard coast in Cornwall “ a
freak of nature has been rc-discovered which may
have something to do with the fiame of that |5ait
of thc coast. In thc lime-rock is a picture of a
gigantic serpent, coi! after cnil reaching down to
the sea, just above the surface of which the scaly
head, and even the eyes, can be seen.” Is n't
that wonderful?

Tell your girls and boys, dcar Jack, lo look out

for this tremendous serpent— as | shall, if ever
an opportunity offers.
Your little Maine friend, Amy T. N.

MORE ABOUT HENRY OF 6LOIS.

A kiNDLY Londoner writes to you and your
Jack, my childrcn, about the hospital of “ St.
Cross,” of which | told you last January.

"“K nowing that the cityof Winchecter, In Hampslare, sixty mlica
sonth*wej>t of London. is full of time-honored cusioms,” he says,
"1 took down a volumc ofjohn Timbs's ‘ Abbeys, Casties," cic.,
and found the idcndcal custom mciuionodin ‘Jack-in*the*Pulpit,

"Henry of Blols— Bishop— was KlIng Siephcn's brother, and
founded the Hospital of St. Cros.« between thc years 1132 and 1136
‘for thesubsistence of thirteen resident poor iiicn, in every necessary
of Hfe,and for afTording one ampie meal in ench day to one hun-
dred other indigent outboarders. who were fed in the apartmentscll)
called "Hundred Men's Hall,” as Ukewise for ihe support of a
master, steward, four chaplains, thirteen clerks, and scvcn choristcrs.*
Thcrc were other pensiorers, 10 the nunber altogethcr of scventy
persons, who were here entirely supponed, besides nuns who tcndcS
the sick.

" The prcsent insiiiution consista only of a master, chaplain,
steward, and thirteen rcsidenc poor bretnren, 'Certain dales of
bread are disiributed 10 the neighboring poor at paiticiilar time?,
and a ptece of bread and a horn ofbeer are given to every person
who knocks at thc pcricris lodgeand calis for relief/

" There are many of these nncicnt chariiics siill cxisting m Kiig-
land. But that |I have already trespnssed too far on your tune, |
could mentton pariicularly those of Coventry and Wnrwick.

" Yoiirs truly, E. C. Traicb,”

SCARCMING QUESriONS.

Is an eel a watcr-snnke? Is an oyster a fish?
Is a crab a back-slidcr? And under what general
term can you group the turtle, the seal, and thc
frog?

THE EGG AS A TOP.

J. S., of Sag Havbor, Long Island, requcsts me
to ask you a question : “ I should like to know,”
he says, “ why a hard-boilccl egg will spin around
upright on the large end and a raw egg will not.”

Who can answer thc gentleman ? The Deacon
says it is quite a rest, after tlie oid Columbus story,
to hear ofan egg set spinning at last.

Now, what does he mean by that?

A COLOEN NEST.

D far Jack : Isn’t this avery pretty true slory ?
I read it in a paper called the ¢wlss Cross, and
Mamma said | might tell it to you;

TiiK girls in the Philadclphia Mint, last spring, made a favoriteofa
spnrrow that was permilted to pickup their lunchcrumbs. A Uttlcboy
stole ils nest onc day, and upon drawing his hand from the box it was
found full of shining parlicles. An cxaminaiion ofthe box showed u
10 be ficckcd not only with gold-dust. bul that it was carpctcd wlih
sparkiing, soft, yellow gold. The sparrow hail been regulnrly carry*
Ing away gold-dust in its feathers, which it shook out when making
ils loiict.



THE SCENT OF DOGS.

By Theo.

sensc of smcll is
hardly kccn enough
to enableustounder-
stand how it is pos-
sible for the dog to
do all he can do
with his nose. We
can not, for instancc,
distinguish by thc
smcll a rabbit’s foot
from a piece ofbark.

which it scems most

to resemble — prob-
ably because the bark is the strongest-smelling
substance with which the foot usually comes in
contact.

But not so with the hotind, or even with many
common cur-dogs- Not only will they rccognizc
the scent of the foot itself, but, hours after thc
rabbit has passed along, thcy can follow him un-
erringly by the scent of the spotswhere he touchcd
his light fcct to thc ground. W hat proportion of
thc odor of thc foot can there be left upon a spot
‘'vhere it has merely rested for an instant? And
yet a dog with a good nose first will find an
visible track, and then will determine, bysnuffing
for a few yards back and forth, which ivay the
animal passed. Then he will follow all the wind-
ings and doublings wliich the animal has made,
either in searching for food. or, after he is “ up,”
in cscaping his pursuers.

If this be wonderful, what is to be said of a
dog’s never confusing the track of one rabbit with
that of another? After a dog has once seen that a
rabbit is dead, he will never notice its track again,
but will set off upon some other track, which often
is much fainter than that of the one just killed,
though the two may cross cach other and be inter-
mingled in innumerable places. The bloodhound.
which is the kccncesi-scented of all dogs, can follow
his master or his victim, no matter how many
others may trcad in thc same patli.

We can hardly believe tliat these things are
done solely through the sensc of smell; but that
is the best that sciencc can make of it as yet.

There are many other facts which demdnstrate

UR

in-

B.

W illson’.

thc power of the dog’s scent. I once knew a
hoimd which would never eat bread, and yet w-is
quite fond of raised biscuit, the same thing in
every respect, save that it contained a little shorten-
ing. One might take in one hand a piece of
bread half the size of a pea, and in the olher tlie
same amount of biscuit, and the hound wotiid
smell of both, and never make a mistake in sclett-
ing the biscuit.

The power of scent of even the keener-noscd
common dogs, such as thc bull-dog, can be testcd
by fastening a bit of meat to a string and draggiiig
itabout thc yard when the dog does not see you,
hiding it at the end of thc trail, and then aftcrward
putting him on thc search for it «here you started.
If he has a good nose, lie will go over the same
patli you took and find thc meat- Leave no string
on the meat, however, as it might injure him to
swallow the string.

All hounds save the greyhound run entirely by
scent. When they come upon the faint scent of a
track they will work along it until it grows frcshcr,
and then begin to bay or “ give tongue.” There
is always a correspondence between the b.iying
and the trail. An experienced hunter can tell by
the baying not only where the dog is, but, by the
frequcncy and confidence of the sound, how frcsii
thc trail is — that is, how ciése upon his gamc tlie
dog is. AIll hunted animals havc a way of doub-
ling, or running in circics. Henee, if a hunicr
observes by thc baying that his dog is going away
from him, he watts patiently, sometimes for min-
utes, sometimes for hoiirs, until the circle is made,
and he hears the dog approaching. Then he is
on the alen for a shot, for thc gamc is probablj'
not many rods in advance of thc dog.

A hound is seidom lost. His nose is his com-
pass. Whenever he pienses, he can take up bis
master’s track and find him, or he can rctracc bis
own steps homcward.

Dogs do not seem to enjoy those odors that
please us. A dog will turn away disappointcd and
indifferent from thc fincst of perfumes. Except
the scent of those things which he would likc tn
eat, | have never found anything that seemed to
delight a dog’s sense of smcll.



A SCHOOL LLGLND.

Hy Edward R. Shaw.

HE teacher of our school was
callcd from the room one
morning by a man who drove
up to the door.

“ Study  your lessons,
scholars, while 1 'm gone,”
he said. “ I shall be back

in five or six minutes.”

1 was in the a, n, Cclass, and sat upon a low
bench. My only work was to be called up
Ibree times a day to read to the teacher what were
tlien called the a, b, abs. The page of my book
was fillcd with words like these: ab, eb, ib, ob,
and so on. Each one was to be spelled, and then
jironoimccd. Thcrc were no pictures that | could
look at aud think about, and the school hnurs
were very dull and very uninteresting to a little
boy. Of course, | could not study as the larger
pupiis could, but I clid my best to imitate them,
and lookcd stcadily on my book.

For the first two minutes after the teacher went
out there was brisk study; then thc pupiis bogan
tu look around and to whisper. Some of thc
larger boys dared even to leave their seats. One
of them slipped away from his desk, carne around,
and sat down on the low bench besidc me.

Why a larger boy should take any interest in
inc, | did not then know. But | havc sincc noticed
that larger boys do take interest in smaller boys,
and sho's-them many bits of knowleclge thcy would
never othcrwise learn, for their parents or growti-up
mcn would never think to teach them snch trifles.

Well, thc larger boy who had seatcd himself
besicle me, took my book from me, and turned
to soinc reading in the very first part of it, which
I had never noticed.

“ Thcrc 's something,” he said, pointing to a
long word printccl in large capital lettcrs, “ that
you 11 find in every book.”

There it was, likc this:

PREFACE.

Then, pointing lo each lettcr, he read out of
ihat word a very funny story. It ran, “ P-eter
R-icc E-ats F-islies A-nd C-atches E-els.”

And when he had read through the word in that
way, he began at the other end, and read back-
ward a still funnier story :

“ Eels Catch Alligators, Fish Eat Raw Pota-
toes,”

He rcacl itbut once, and then slipped back to
his desk, for the teaclier «as coming.

Then ] read it over. 1had not the least trouble
to rcmember it. 1 do not kno«'how many times
| read it over thatday ; but a great many. Every
time | «'as tired or wislied recess would come, |
would read over thc story of Pctcr Rice. And 1
read it many a day aftcrward. It never lost its
charm.

Whether that large boy really knew he was
doing a kindncss, or whether his coming to my
seat grew out of the feeling of comradeship which
a big boy has for a little boy, | never really knew.
1 half suspcct, though, it was the latter. But one
thing is clear to me. From that morning | began

to learn to read. | could see that “ P ” was a
part of the word Peter, and th.it“ R ” was a
part of the word Rice, and | got an idea of

their sounds, and was no longer inisled by their
fiames.

When | grew to be a large boy, | told thc story
to a small boy, just, of course, as it had been told
to me. He, | have no doubt, told it to others,
and they to many others, and in thal way thc story
is going yet.

The story, though, did not start with thc boy
who tokl me, for he had been told by an older
boy; and that boy, «'hen small, by a boj' who was
older than he. So you sec the story or legend of
Pctcr Rice is a vcry oid one, and runs away back
to thc time when little boys first had books in
school.

When 1 grow to be a man, and visited widcly
scpaiatcd places in many diffeient States, | had
some curiosity to know whether, in the schools
of those places, the legend of Peter Rice was
being handcd down from older boys to younger
ones. It was still being told, | found.

Thousands upon thousands then, you see, know
it; yet this is thc first time, so far as | know, that
it has been told in print.



THE LETTER-BOX.

CoNTRIDi'TORs are respectfully informeil ihat, between the xsiof June and the xsth of September, manuscrjpts can nol conveniently be

cxamined at the office of St. Nicholas.

Kioro, Japax,

D bar St, Nicholas: We enjoy you very much. A fncntl, who
takes you, lends you lo us.

i am an American boy, bom
years oid.

One ihing that amuses us greatly is "English as she is spoke
and wrii" by the Japancse. They are very ambitious, and man”
shops in the ciiy aru clecoraied with slgn-boards fii '*idiomanc
English.” The following i$one over a hardware shop: THINQS
OF METABS MANUFAITURE. Another ovcr a book*siore;
ALT- COUTfITRIES BOOK-SELLING. And oii a bakery:
BAKINU THE CAKES FOR HEALTH.

Itis very lonely out hcrc, bul Wt see many sirangc and interesting
sights, which 1 can nol now siop to describe.

Y'jurs truly,

in New England, and am fifteen

John

Tokio,

Dear s5¢. | have ncvct seen any letters from Japan,
so | ihought 1 would write lo you, and as this is ihc first lettcr i
have written to you, | hope you will prinlit.

lani a Uule girl iwelve ycarsoid and have never been out of Japan
in my life, but | expect to go to America next year, and siay ihcrc
four years, and then go lo Germany for two years, to study muslc,
which is my favorite siiidy.

I hke your magazine very much: we take several oihcrs, but |
shall like any so well as dear oid St.

Believe me, your constant reader,

Jahak

Nicholas :

N icholas

Edith H. H

D.AMASCUS, SVKIA.
Dear St. Nichotas : | have been what seeins to me a long while
away from home, and mostof the lime in countries where jis com-
fotis and pleasures are greatly lacking; bul aside from my friends,

I think I miss St. NICHO1.AS more ihan anyihing else, for ii is
not lo be found in the monniains and desens of Asia and Africa.

I am not
like it very

Faunticroy,”
ihe Civil War.

Now as iam deprived of i1s company for a time, 1 wi(l do as ofd
friends sometimes do in such cases — ihaiis, wrltc.

I carne here to ihis farraway land wiih my papa, and liave seen a
great deal of the world for a little boy, I ihlnk.

My libme Is in Detroit, MiIch , and we Icfi ihcre lasl November,
first going through England, spending a monlh in France and
Switzcrland; then to Rome and Napics, where we saw ihe many
beauiiful works of arl, mid the ruin.s and anUquiticsof ihose coun-
tries. including Pompci and Vesuvius.

From Italy we wcnl 10 Egypt, visiting Alexandri.'i, Cairo, the
Pyramids, Suez Canal, eic.

I*he Pyramids are wonderfu! relies. Think of tlieir being four
thousand yeai-s oid, and still well prescrvcd!

They are almost fivc hundred feet high, and ihe largesi ones cover
iweive acresofground each.

Just consider how large lhai is, and how It was possible lo binld
them ouiofsnchimmcnse stonesaswere used, and how they got ihese
from the qunrries, which are nine or ten miles away. And the greai
bigSphinx is there, scventy feet high, justas naiur.al as iis piciure.
From E ~ptwc carne 10 Paicsiinc, visiiing Jaffa, Jernsaiem, Heth.
lehem, Jcncho, Dead Sea, river Jordan, Bcihany, etc.

Jcrusalem B a wondcrful and Interesiiag city. W e visited there
the tomb of Christ and the place where he sulTere<l The spot is
covered now by an immcnse church, called the Church of the
Holy Sepulcher, where thousands of pilgrims go to worship every

year. B
Tn cros.elng the descrl and mountains, | rodcon horseback all the
time; fo faci, I had In. bccausC ihere are no carriagcs fior carriagc

roads, and all the traveling Is done on horscs, donkeys, orcamels.
in Damascus th: streets are narrow (as In all Easiern citics) antl
vciy dirty, and are ibron~wl with Turks and Mohammedans.
The most interesting features of Damascus are lis bazars and

Consequenily, those who desire to favor ihc magazine wilh coniributions
will plea&e postpone sending ihcir MSS.

until afier the last*named date.

masques. In che bazars they havc one long street devoied looae
thing, and another to some differcnl Une of busincss, and it isvcry
convenient for those who wish lo bny.

Some ofthe stores areabout as ble as good*sized dry-goods bnxcs,
and ihe merchant sils cross-lcgged in theni, smoking, and 19 ap-
parenily indifferent lo all ihc world around himj but, when a cui-
tomer comes, he is very quick Coshow his goods, and generally ,tsls
twice as much as he exj>ccts to lake.

‘J'urkish and Orienla! goods are the principald orliclcs for sale, and
mostofthem are very curious 10 us. Silk is manufacuircd in gieai
giiantilles in the houses of ihe workmcn, many of which we vislied;
also, silver and brass are worked by expcrt hands into raru and
enrious articles.

From Damascus we shall go back to France on our way home,
and | expect lo send this lo Marscilles by a steainerthat will leave
inaday or Iwo from Bcyroiit.

Good-bye, W

Riversidb, Cal.

Drar 5t, NichhLas : Ilwanttow ritetoyou to tell you that 1ihink
the St. Nichotas is the besi magazine that | have ever read: iot1
read a great many papers and mugazines. | ain greatly intcrufiivd
in ornithology, and have a large colleouon of birds' egg.i. Mollier
says thatif any ofour hcns want to set she will buy the eggs, and |
may lee them set, and ihat | may have the littlechickens, Ifany hatch.
I am very much Inierested In ihe story of "D nll.” 1 can nne say
which story ihat has appeared | like best, for they are all good. My
letter is gelting loo long 10 be printed, I am afraid, so 1 will clase.

Your true friend, Wm, Paul G -— .

W ashington. Ka.v

Dear st 1 have never seen a leiter from this coiinty
inyour magazine, so Xwill send you one.

I am ten years o!ld, and 1 have toridc Iwo miles and a half to school
on my pony, Fan. | found a wolf's den in our pasture last week,
and | saw a big rattle.snake ihcrc, asleep.

I am reading “"The Life of Frcdcrick the Grcat” ; bnt I likc
ihc " Scottish Chiefs” best of all out books. | read so much thai
I huri myeyes, and had to stop for a while.

1 like ihe St. Nichotas so well, and wish | could get one cvery
weck. Your friend, " a farmcr's boy,” Lcslii» M —

Nicholas :

Patruson, N.J.
During ihe iiitervals between the limes of
can hardly wait for you. We think you are
delightful. When yon are deUvered to us my brothcr and | aUv.iys
have a scramblc foryou, and the result is ihal Mother takes ihe
magazine from us, and will not give i to us uniU ihe next Sunday.
Hopingyou may continué 10 bring happiness to manyyoung pcoplc,
I remain, Mich't W. H —

Deaw St. N ic’HOl.a5:
your appearances |

D kar st. Nichoi-\r: ” He [ihcdog] can lell by ihc sccnl which
way the animal is going, and he is never known to run backward on

irnll,"—st. Nichotas fOr Mnrch, i8$8-

W heti my father and Uneles were young men iheir favoriic dcet-
hound, a biack-and-tan, was a fine hunicr, bnt, like his human
friends, he had his moods. When Oid Tyler's humor siiitet!. J©
one of the party could manifesi more pleasure In the preparotiim for
the Chase, fior could any of his flcei ftwicd companions do more
than follow where he led Bul how difTerent his bchavior on mom*
ingi when he did noi wish 10 hunt! In valn were ihe horses
guns broughtout; Invain was the moiint, the winding of the horn,
the frolic of the younger do{js, and all ihe busile incideni to ihcoccn-
sion. Oid Tyier aurvcycd il all as if liwere to him a scene iiiied®
dcvoid of either Interest or mcaning. Hr followed at ihe heelsol
Iljc horscs, ears. head. and lall, all down. the very personifican
" dogged” sullenness. Woc beiitie any one hunling wUh Oid !>*«"



onsudi a day, who was iinacq~uainted with hi$ peculiariiics: forifa
“cold" irail was stiuck, he invariably took thc back track. No
amountofwhistilng, of coaxing, of riding or nianeiivering siifficcd lo
change him from his obsiinalc purpose of trailiiig nUMlyfyonl ihc
gacne. No resource was of any avail save to disinount and, holdiiig
him by thc back of thc ncck, lay on a scvere whipping wilh thc
hunling*honi. Then rcicase him, mount. and away) For Oid
'I'yi®**» tiven on ihc days when lumiing was his greaie?t joy, worked
nol nearly so hard, and brought to bay not nearly so much game as
on those when, In his young masicr’'s cxprcssive phrase, "Ths con*
trarincss had to be thr.ashcd out ofhim.*

No mauer how far he might have gone on the back track, ihc
moment he was released from his chasiiscmcnt he took the nearest
course nt ful! epeed to the place where he firsthad suuck the trail,
and there went lo work the other wny as :f his life depended on his
success.

This story of (ild Tyler's pecullariiy has too often grailfied my
cliildish fondness for stories of the time " when Papawas a biiy,”
fiiul loo deeply rouscd my childish sympathy for UIJ Tyler (who, 1
veriiy ihough” ought to have been allowed lo stay at home when he
did noc wish to hunt) for nie to make a misinke as to hisaciually trail-
fugbnck®vard. His singular action Is thus expiained my father:
li is thc fctlock ofthc dcer which leaves the scent on the gnus. As
llie foot comes down, it brashcs thatside of the leaves and grasscs
which is toward the cliieciion thc dcer Is taking. Henee In worklIng
up it Cold tmil the dog musi continually pass around the clumps and
tiifts of grass to find the scent (faint Irum ihe lapse of time since thc
passing ofthe cleer), which ofcourscismore lime-consuming, awkward,
and irouhlesome lo him than to trail backward, when his nose as he
runs woulti come first In contact wilh ihat side of the herbage bear*
Ing ihe «cent. So Oid Tyler, by going away from ihe deer, was
making his preseut work lighl, and if wec may allow him the sagac*
iily accorded by his young master, he well kncw that In ihis direc*
lion lay no hard running for the future.

Y ours very truly, H. F—

D respbn, Saxony.
rp.Ai? St. Nichotas: | am eleven years oid, and have )ived in
Jjresde» three V~ars: all ihat lime | have aitended a German school.
Kver since | leh Ainerica | have bcen intendingto write you a letter,
foryou are anoid and dear friend. Lnst Monday wasthe birchday of
theKing of Saxony and, as usual, there was a grand rcview ofthe
troop» before him~ which took place on.avery largc plaiz, oppoiie to
whichwc hada window, and could seeeverything bcaailfu)ly, When
ilwasonco’'clock all the bands simck up "G od savethc King,” and
just then the royal pany drove in. The kingrodé a very black horse,
and the (|iicen was with a princess in a beautiful st.itc-carriage draw’ii
by four horses, with posiilions and ouiriders; there were many oiher
cnrriages, and lots of ofiicers In splendid uniforms, on horscback,
There were thousands of soldiers who marchcd insmall regiments,
and then in large ones, and always jn .such perfect time thai each
Une moved like onc man. The large regiment of cavalry looked very
bandsome, for thc horses were all ihe «ame color, brown, and the
oflicers worelight.blue unifurms, all new for ihe occasion.

The bfliids on horsebnck were funny, for ihe dnimmecr, nccding
bojh his hands lo play wilh, had to gulde bis horse by reins ailachcd
10 his feei,

I'nt ciown Prince of Gecrmany was expectcd to cominand one
rcgiincnt, but owing to ilic serious illnecs of the cmperor. of course

he did not come, ft was a prctiy sight, and | wisli all the St,
Nicholas boys and girls could have seen it.
Your fricnd, Leita F—— .

New Yohk,

Dear St. Nichotas; 1 want lo tcll you how ven*, very much
I enjoye<l thc two anieles about de.ir lilile Jtiscf Hofmann, ihai
appeareci In ihc M ay number of ihc magazine. 1 enjoycd ihcm boih
so much ihat fi Is impos«ible to say which | likcd best. Kc Is
such a ivonderful little fcllow, and seems so iinspoiled by his grcal
gcnius and by all thc atieniion he has received, lliat I ihink no onc
can hclp caring for him who has seen him and heard him play. 1
Had ihc grcat privilcge of seeing hlin for a fcw minutes al Kis own
Unike, He spoke French to inc, and he has a perfectaccent | felt
>>ashamed of my Frcnch hcside Iris. They say ihni his sister, who
«'twelve years oid, can play beaiillfully, and palnts very well indeed.
phe is, however. too dmid lo j>Iny in pubUc. Joscf is very fond oi
I"r,and misscd hervery m\rchw Inle overhore. Hcr uamcis Wande.
Does it noi secm strange ihav Mozart, McndcUs'/hn, and Joscfhave
all had sKiers a luile older than themselves fur whom they c.arcd
very much ?

I can not believe that Olio Hcgner, thc new musical prodigy, can
pUiy as well as llttic Joscf, although they say he plays beiter. i have
iwo of thc liitle miisician's aulogmphs. H« signs his filame J6zio.
I could wrilc a great deal more about him, bul I am airnid of tiring

An admirer of Josef, Louis.A B-

Y ork*
| was delighted when you repticd 10 my
abuut Joscf Hofmann, thc won*

New
Dear St, Nicholas:
noie to you, saying that an anide

derful boy-musician, would appear jn thc May number of thc maga,
zinc. My friendsand | werestillmoreplcased whenthest.Nichotas
appeared at our respective houses, for wc all admire Joscfso much,
I nave a good many phoiograplis of ihc little feilow, and am«'Og
them is the one whicli was reproduced to accompany the anide
you puhlished.

A very preit)' story was told me of the cimplele absence of pride
and vaniiy in his characier, When he wascoming over here in ihc
steamer he kept running lo play such airs as " Yankee Doodle” on
the pbno, until at last liis father forbade his playing any mure until
ihej' landed. One day he heard a genilcman playing a walcz uf Cho*
pin's, which Josef rcndcrs beautifully. He was atiracted by the
music and carne and stood by the plnyer. When ihe laiicr had fin*
ished, Josefsaid:

" That 's not righi.”

" Well," cricd thc gecniieman, not knowing to whom he spoke.

I should like lo hcaryou play it betier” Josef received permi«*
sion for "just this once,” so he sai down, and thc stranger could
hardly believe his ears. He, of course, praUed hlni a grcat deal,
bat the dear little feilow only said, quite simply;

" Yes, but | have a sister who plays mitcli ;etier ihan | do."

He could not hclp knowing his own great lalent, but he was
willing tu acknowlelige that some one else had more.

I wish you would print this, as | have a book In which | paste
anieles about ihe little pianist, and 1 would so iike 10 add ihis to
them. Your fricnd, M, M-

Torokto
must write m tell you how 1 cojoy your
nice nmgazine, | lakc severa] ntherc, but would rather give Ilicm
all up inan lose St. N ichotas. 1 like the story, "D nll," very
much, and ain Interested In thc skaie-salling, which 1, much to my
cost, tned on thc bay. | had read a good deal about the satU, and at
last con.«trucicd one un the triangular plan; and ore day last win*
ter a pany of us went down lo s”™ate, and 1 carried my .«all, I'he
ice had hcaps ofsnow drifted on it, which was troublesome, iorwhen
lwas going ai full .«xpeetl 1would bring up suddenly ir a .«now.dnft,
for | did not know how to manage thc sail at my firsi trial, Unfor*
lunaicly, this day was the one wheii a blizzard airnck Toronio, and
thc thermometer was i$® below zcro In thc ciry ; and you can
iniagincwhat it was on an unprotected bay. The result was ihat
we all werc frozen more or less b.ndly, and fiad lo stop often to riib
soinc unlucky comrade’s ears or face with snow. J*hishappened on
our rciurn (np, which we made in ihe leeth ofa ficrce nortk wind. |
felt thc results of ihai freezing for a long time, and dicl not try
another sail. | hope this will noc be the faie of other beginncrs, but
such was mine.

I helong to thc "Young Men’s Chrisilan Assodaiion,”” and our
“ Ontiug Club " had a harc-nnd-hounds run on Saturday last, whicli
we all enjoyed. Hercert M*

Dear St. Nichotas: |

AaiEkicus, Ga.

Dear St Nichotas: 1 am a Utllc girl, eight years oid, and am
very fond of reading St. Nichotas : and have a httlc sisicr, six, and
nearly seven: she is aiso fond of il. and can hardly wall lo cal when
Papacomes home and announces that he has St. Nichotas. We
hopo to be able lo lake it as long x« you publUh il. 1 wish all my
Hule friends would subscidbe fot 11. | know they would like il. and
be iniproved by ii.

V'oiir Hule fricnd, Drssin W

Lexincixin, Ky,

Dear St. Nicholas: 1 Uve in "thc dark and bloody ground,”
but /don't ihink it is as bad now as pcople ihiiik it js; anvhow, we
have some of thc pretiiest sceuery in oid " Unele Sam's” domain,
in our mouiuains.

[*.«t «timmcr | went up on the Cumberland liver, ,and yon dun't
know how much fun I had; but thissummer | :im guing oul camp-
ing wilh Father. He says he can'i get along withoiu (he mountains,
soTie goes up on thc Cumberl.and every summer; bul this js the first
lime he has laken me.

I must ciése now, a.s nw Iclier is too long alrea<ly,

* Qcvotcd readecr. J. H. McC*

Fort Waynr, Indiana.

Dear St. Nicholas: 1 am a Uiile boy, six yeare oid, and |
ihink you are sfUndid, especially thc " Brownies." My papa and
mamma have taken you for my eider brother almost ever since you
were fir*t published.

I want to lell you about a dog and a Lurkey we used lo have.
We had a poliucr-dog named Hccior, and abo a cat, and ihey
played together hour after hour; and the cal. as she was daiiuy and
nice. was allowed In ihe house, bul ihc dog wns so large and rough
he could not come In, So ihe dog would chase thc cal unill slie was
In ciése quaners, when she would just run over the doorstep and
sit down, about thrcc feet away ; and doggic would sit down ou the
olhcr side and look ai her wlsifully, and whine and turn hi« head
from side 10 side, but never think of disobeying orders and Crossing
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thcdoorstep. Somclimes he would prccend 10 run away, bui would
creep biick and lude ai one ¢ide oi ihe door, and wait patiemly unti
kmiecainc out, when he would jutnp out and caich her. Someiimes
fihe would run up ihe door and sit on top of it, and he would try his
hesi to shake her down by shaking the door with his forepaws: bul
kitty would huid on, and seemed 10 wink ai hun. They were greai
friends, slcpt logcihcr and ale logeiher, aud UCVer quarreled. Poor
Héctor wa« shot by a farmer forchasing hischickens.— And now
about ihc lurkey. Wc had an oid “ lurkey-gobbler" and a bantam
hen ; and ihe hcn hnd a brood of chickcns, and one of them fellin a
slop'bucket and was ctcrnally dlsgraccd In ihe eyes of its inothcr,
who would have iioihlng whatever to do wilh ihe poor little SalJ-
drowned chicken ; and whatdid Mr. Turkey do but lake the chicken
and rai.« it. Hcscratched food for il, aud picked seed”ior il, and
carried il on his back throujfh ihe tali grass, and ai night flew upon
the fence 10 roosi, with thc Hule chicken on his back.

The Hule chicken thrlved under such good Ireatmeni, and grew
t<i lie the sauc/fs/ ,liltle one among ihe whole brood; and
what seemed strangcst of all, ihe lurkcy fwemed lo lake delighl in
driving ihc htm and her brood away from Ih«r food, and giving i to
lils nursHng. I*he turkey took carc of the chicken uniil he lilniself
was killed for a Christjnas dinner. ‘'I'nc chicken seemed to iniss his
protector, although he did not need him. as he was qtaic capable of
taking care of hituselff. My mnmina has wrliicn this for me to
amusc me, as | have often wanled her to lell you about ihese smari
creatures, and | am now sick.

Your loving friend, Hombr Almos H

Norfolk, Va
Mv Dkar St, Nicholas: Having heard ibis liltle incident of
ihc Crown Princc’s llfc through thc Kcv. Mr, R. M, Saimdcrs, Prin-
cipal of the Norfolk Female College, who is my leachcr, and who
was In Cermany al ihe time, | send it lo you thinking you nilght
Hke it.

T he Ckows* Pkixce or Cbkmakv.

Liltle pnnces and princesscs are thonghi to be given up very
much 10 the care of nurses, who liave full control of ihem; but the
w ~ ihc present Crown Prince was sometimes managed is very
diflerent, as you will soon admic. Every day as ihe royal carrlage
passed ihrough ihe Streetnll the people saluied ir, and the guard ai
thc gale pre.sented arms. O f these honors the Hale boy was very
proud. One morning thc nurse carne to the enipress and told her
that Ilie crown prince positlvely refuscd to let her tvaah and dress
him. The empcror, helng in the room, said “ Let him wash and
dress himself” The liltle boy was vcry proud to thieik he wa» to
wnsli and dress himself, though he made vcry poor work of ji. The
empcror then sent »N ortlerly 10 tell the guards at thc gates not lo
saliite or lake any noGcc of the royal carriagc as it pa.sscd In going
10 the park; he also ordered the marks of royalty lo be taken from
ihe carrlage. When the royal childrcn pa~sed through thc strceis
M) salutes were made, and ihe carrlage was not noiicM at ihe gates.
Corning back, there was iKesame ncgleci, and the crown princewas so
enraged that whcii he reached home he wished his faihcr lo have all
tlie people piinished. Km ihc emperor replied, " My son, do you
Kuppo.ve any one would recognizc you a< tlie son of thc F.mperor of
Germany? Never, uiuilyou are properly washed and dressed, and
iour Iwir iscombed,” After that his nur.ee had 110 more Irouble wlih

im. Blanche C—

TerRE Haute, Indiana,

I)EAB St. Nicholas: In one of your numbers | read ihe story
oi thc “ Piasau” bird, and it interested me vcry much, because
Mamma and Papa wcrc marricd in that very Altun, and have ofien
told me ihe story ofihcblrd,

W c have taken the St. Nicholas ever sincc “ Under the Lilacs ]
was begun in it, and | w<e<quite a small girl ihcn, I have read il
all along ever since. | cnjoycd Itas a liltle girl, and I enjoy il as a
big one- When Deacon Green gave prlzes for ilUisirating those
three poems (or was It four?), | drew a picture of “ Chrisilna
I'hurning,” bul didn’l gct ihe prize. | had ncvcr taken any les-sonc.
I hope to study ai an Art School next year. Picase print my leiler,

Your devuted reader, E. M. D

Barrow-ih-Tvrness, F.ngi.amd,

OQitAH Sr, Nichotas; | am a boy, foiirtecn years oid. ! have
never «een < lettcr from Harrow Inyour " I>eacr*DOXx,” so | ihoiight
[ would writc to yon, My favoriie sports are crickci and fo'»i-ball-
I enjoy reading che letiers vcry much, and wc all thought " Liitle
Lord Kaiinileioy” was spiendid. ! Hke thc "Brownies” vcry
much, and wish Mr. Palmer Cnx would publish smneiKinc nmre
aboui them. I'«ir my summer holidays 1 jun going to thc Islc <f

Man and the Windcnnerc lakcs.
and like It vcry wcl).
I rcmain, your friend and reader,

I am learning to play ihe vio)l»,

Harjiv 1 — .

Shasta, Cal.

DcAi? St. Nichotas: Having never seen a leuer from ihis plati*
in northern California, 1 ihought | would wriie 10 you. | do not take
St. N (CHOLAS, bul borrow Ii; bul the fichool here took [i for a year.
1read your story ol “ Diamond*backs In Paradise,” and wa< micr*
ested in It. W c do not have diamond*backs here, but have tlie regu.
lar “ ratilers” ; ihcy havc been more numerous ihis year, and several
have been killed alreudy. One tliat Had ten raitlesanda buiion.

Shasiais twelve liundred feet above ihe sea, bui the thcrmometcr h
someiimes 108" in ihc shade. It is ihicc miles from the railroad at
Middle Creck, bul that does not help Slia.sla any; and thc county-
sciii hav Ing been removed 10 Redding, poor uld fihasia will kooii Ge
dcsencd. There are many mines in Shasta couniy, silver and gold,
although ihcrcare moreof gold. The Iron -Mounrain sUvcr mine
is thc largcsl In ihecoiuuy. Itis eigbi miles from here, locatcd in d
canyon. | have been up iherc once, bul it was not fuUy developed,
and | did not see ihe reduclion works. 1 hey formcrly shlppcd ihc
oic to Colorado for reductlon ; bul now ihe ctunpany have works of

ihcir own, and cnish, roasr, and reduce the ore, and casi it inio
bricks.
Hoping th.nt | may lake St. Nicholas myself, | remaln,

Neil N

“Two Jah. Girls/' of Yokohama, Japan. send thc flames of
ibirly*eight novellsis which ihey found fii thc “ KIng’'s M ove Puzzle/
priniedin thc May number of St N jchol”s. The Hstarrived tw
late 10 be acknowledgcd In an enrller niunbcr.

Aruscton, N.J,

Mv DUAR St. Nicuolah: This Isibc »econd year we havc taken
St. Nichola'> and we Hke you very much.

I do not know what my brother and 1 would do wlthoul \«ni.
The way wc carne to gei you, was not lo eat pie for a whole ye.u.
and Mammft gave you lo usfora priIKC- Wc¢ Hke ” Sara Creuc '
very much, and the siory of “Juan and Juanita,” also, and we wcrc
glad when ihey got homc. My brovher i« seven and 1 am nine

Florence W

0.
Drak St, Nicholas: The picture and story in the June bT.

NiCHuiJts reminded me of a cat wc had once. A Hen had stolen
her nest on the hay-m<>w, and bul two or ihrcc cluckens haichcd
One ofthem got upon thc iloor Insome way. Wesupposed thal ihc
cal took the chicken imo lier nesl, where she had two kiiiens, furwc
found il there. Itwould run around the bain-floor, and when it «as
tircd would go back and neslle in her fiir. She kcpi jtwiih licr
kiliens from Monday unlil Fn<by, when i was kUkd. W ¢ havc
lakcn St. Nichotas forseveral years, and likc it very* much.
Your» iruly, Francés A, P—

Oaklano, Hakdver CouK*n', V'
Dear St. Nicholas: Wc havc taken yon for ilircc year», |
am now «laying at Oakiand, ihv Home of ihe “"Two litlle Con-
federates.” The authoris my couf>in,‘e‘1nd he I»coming up 10 spend
next Sunday wlih me. Wiy see &ld “ Halig.” the carrlage-drlicr.
vecry often : he l«over cighty years oid,

Your affeciionaie reader, Ros.A N"

W e ibank here follow fof
pkasant leiicrs which we have recelved from ihem; FlorricM. K.,
Mary E. Hinkie, M aiy, Kisie, May and Bessie, Kalbcrine C. Poner,
Helen S., Edward Crosby, “ John Hull,” GeolTroy B.,
Pontes,” Mamie B., Florence M, Hcach, Mary B. Jcnkins, Fila
Sadler, Fclith A. D., Berenicc Lauder, Loulse Jackson, Grace G, S,,

ihe young friends whose fiames

Harold S, P-, Kate Ratiers, Hatiie D, Kellowcs, Roben K. L .
Roger M. NewHold, G. M. M, Lilian H, K. G.J., Hclen E. H.
Elsiea. S. U K. and E. D. L., Cliflord M. T., Julia GllleM”«
NlIna F- Jackson, l.illan Harticu, MilHc D., I, M. S, Henn* I .
May K., -Anna A,, Mahcl Palmer, Florence May IV, Maiid O
Amy Huinphrey, Challie Miner, Edna Shipp, May K Meserole,
Mariha M, BasFcti, Coslc IV and Anna S., L. S. J., Chade<
Horrows, Cecil R. N., LilHan M. Marsh, Francés, *“ Zjgz:ig,

Edgar H., l.ulu S. Grlmm, and tldiiH I., Gould.



THE IITDDEE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE AUGUST NUMRER.

E*5V T ranspositions. i. Eais, soai. 2. NaSs, soail. 3. Pois,
-put. i. W ays, sway. 5. Table, bleol. 6. Wolf, fowl. 7. Pear,
ix-ap. 8. Rose. aore. 9. Lame, meal. 10. Life, file. 11. Iliirv-,
ruby. 12. Mash, «ham.

Vi. Rdoice ! ye ficlds, rejolce! and wave wiih gold,

VVbcn August round her precbus gifts is flingmgj
Lo ( the crushed w;un is slowty homeward rolled:
The sjnburni renpere jucund lays are singing.
Ruskin — " Tui: Months.”

[JouDLB Centratl Acrostics. 1. Centrdis, Farragut and An-
dei~en. Cross-words: j. Prcfacer. 2. Rccanicd, 3. Guarding.
j. Sacredly, 5. Disarmed. 6. Songsier. 7.Innuendo. 8. Pan.
ncrs. 11, Centrais, Herschel and Napoleén. Cross.words: i.
Kashness. 3. Rcvealed. 3. Sharpcrs, 4. DissuWe. 5. Proclaim.
6. CJaihered- 7. Aureolas. 8. I'ouhiess.

ZtcZAC,, Joseph Rodman Drakc, aiiihur of * T/ic CullirU Fay "
Cr>ss-wi>rd<: i, Jam. 2. f\)p. 3. ycS. 4. bKg. 5 Paw. d.
.iHa. 7. fjR. 8, cib. 9. Din. 10. iMp. n. spA. xa. eNd.

Daw. 14. IRa. 15. erA, j6. cKo. 17. Kma.

Iv.sERTIONS. i, Lamma.s iJay. x. m.Ued. 2. st-a-ir. 3.
liin.es. 4. il-m-es. 5 Sp-a-iii, 0. po-s-se. 7, jue.d.al. 8. gr-a-ijn
g Ho.y.le, I, (Julc of Aiignst. i, ro-g-ue, 2. i>o.u-nd. 3.

C'j-l-un. 4. ch-ti-aj, 5. sc-o0-op. 6. ra-A«. 7. hc.a.rd. 8.
ruQ-se. g. rc-g-al. 10. mo-n-ih. xr. tni-s-le. xa, ma.t.In.

A Ls'iON Jack*. From i co 3, retreat; 4 to 6, asiound;
siinders; x to 7, relates: 2 10 8, removed: 3 to 9, tcndcrs;
revokes, 310 7, xhrone's

T rii'llc  AcROSTig. First row, charm; second, aurora; lact,
dryads. Cross.wordi: x. Cnndid. 2. Hunger, 3. Argosy. 4.
Rosina. 5. Orchid, 6. Najads.

CI'BE. From i 10 2,dolphin: 2 104. Ncmesis; 1 lo 3, dudgcon :
3 to 4, nonplus: 5t06, heigbis; 6 to 8, surpJus; 5 to 7, Holiand :
7 to 8, dubiotib; 5 to i. hard; dto 7. span; 8 104, says; 7tu 3,
dean.

WORD-s<;UARi?s. I. I. Téick. 2, Arca. 3. Ccll. .|. Katc,
- 1, Mali. 2. Aloe. 3, Lonc. 4, Teem. L 1. Veil. 2.
Ease. 3. Isle. 4. Lcck.

R h~MED I'RAxsrosiTiONS. I. Slate. 2. l.casi. 2. Tales j,
Stale. 5. Sieal,

Tures Diaasonos. I. i. 1.2. Aam, 3. Arnior, 4, Lam-
peén. 5. Moose. 6. Roe. 7.N. Il. 1. M. 2, laxp. 3, Lines,
4. Mandrel. 5 Perse. 6. See. 7. 1. 111. x. I. 7.Ant, 3

Anser. 4. Instead. 3 ‘leeny. 6, Ray, 7. D.
Ittustratsd Numekical Enicuia;
The fllghly purpose never is o'crtook
Unless the dced go wuh jl, —
pEHEADfNOS. Shcnnan. x. S.hunt. 2, H-arm. 3. K.rasc.
4, R.afier. 5. M.other. 6. A-bound. 7. N-arrow.

To OUR Pwzf.BRS: An«wecrs, tobe acknowicdced in the magazine, must be rcccived noc laterihan ihe ysth ofeach monih, and

slj'Rild be addre‘iscd to St, N icholas " Rlddle.box, caro cl The

Centurv Co., 33 East Seventeenth St.,, New York

Answkks to a1t THK PuzzLES IN TiiB JuNK NuMBER were reccived, before /une xsih, from Maud E, PahntT — Paul Ree«e —
May and 79 — F.hse Ripley — lo Nnna 1l — M. Josephme Shcrwood — Fred and Ne.«s— Louisc highani Adams— 5. F,L — A H R

and M. (>. R — 1> I* O, and M. C. O,— Russell Dnvib— Ndlic and Reggie — Ediih Woodward — Em

C. Robms — A. Fiskeand Co —

bunse McLJ™lan— C. B. i) — Howard Kennedy HillWUloughbyAunl!l Kate, Mamma, .nndjnmic — J.ouise Wainwright— Rob

and Ruih — Kairan Emerawit— My Wife and | — Ada C- H.— Grace Olcoti— H. A. R. and A. C. IC— Ftancis W, I.slip”~A. Cride.
Answeks to Pt'zzps IN THE JuNE NUMtIKR wcro rcceived, before June xsth, from Mary s. Dird, i — Amy F., 3— " Mrs. IddIl.” x —
\% J.T R~>wulus and Remus, 4 — Olive Lcjciinc, i — Abicailiza, t — Matiie Darlins, i — Erminic, x— if. and R. Sm
Amy F, I — Elsxe and Lnna, 3— .AhccM, R., c— A. H.and C. M. R. Holmes, 1 — .Mary E. Fosicr, x— A. E. Burnham, 4 — P.-msy x—
nn«l R rldrvU»— T T C - o , T a
JNickl
t— J. and
na, Aipna, li,v,,, i— ?
liiima. x— J. McH., 4 — Artnur c,. w., 2— uracet®ormacic, 1 — “ i‘altvpan and Ketilcdnim,” 7— Gcorgc R. Dunham 2— “ Amor-
w;n o M C..12— Harry of Monmout” R..2-Pet and Pug,3-L and R Allyne, 4 Ragiag,” lo-GraccA.
Hill 2 — Pear skinner, 2— Manon and Mamma, 8 — " Pus™y Willow. o — Jennie, Mma, and Isabel, 8 — Jennic s. Liebmann and Louis
Hinh, 12 — Alciia Church, s— A. K.. x— " Four Beans,” xx — " l.eihe,” 10— \V. D. Ward, t— " Crace«,C I> W " x— E Richmond
aiui,A. Hariich, 6— Mi«s FImt, xx— " Infaniry,” 9— E. S., S— Uoroihy Lamblon,5— C. V., c— E. Clifford Fry, 6— Paquerelte and
Alrienne, 4 — Berthaand Nina, i — No Namc, San Francisco, 2— "Zigzag,” 4— E. W. S, and B, S. 0., 5-

COMInVATUIN KIIO.MBOID.

/crosb: 1. A scriptural iame, meaning " foolish,” 2. Mea.sures
1k 3 An cvll s 4. A few ihreads dniwn througli
?” i&.ﬂ by which an oPcnina is made and continued. E) To

REVD'fiSED : I, The broiliei of Rebekah, mcntioned in Génesis.
« A fiame borne by three emper.jrs of tlic Turks. 3. Exisled.
* Missives. 5, ,Asick person,

Downward {before reversién): j. In l.eander. 7. A vcrb. 3.
*»or<lcr. 4. Ccriain boverage.s, 5. A mechanical powcr. 6. Sltu-
e 7. To cuto(T 8. An abbreviation for a ceriain direction of

«compass. 9. In Lcander.

IscLUDBD D iamond. ACross: In l.eander, 2. A Frcnch
«nijele, 3. A domoll, 4 T place. 5, In Luander. Downward:

t. In Lcander. 2. A Freneh anide, 3. 'lhe rirst mechanical
pow>cr 4. Torest. 5. JnU*andcr. "r. n.hmiioiu."

WOKD-Sin'AKE.

X. Nkw, 2. 'Phc weight of iweive graliis. 3. A musical terni
muamng a rat>id flight of noves. 4. Chosen. 5. Conrt» of criminal
jnrisditiion within atownship.

A PVKA.MIIL

Ai.i, ihc letters represcnted by siars are the same.

Chosr-words: X. In Miliiades, 2, The AlLir. 3, Manilla hcmp.
4. A State, Central letters, reading downward, an inhabiiantof nn
I'.astern country. jeknik m, tho.sias

rl



The above rebus contains th® fiames of six auffiors (one or each
I,~k) and six a,ds.s (one on each pale.to), Who are .he .welve

famous people?

iZFfnTT.\-R

AertW rrCr»
IECnL A4U

A1l oi ihe words described contaiii the same numberof ktter”

When rightly giiessed, and placed one below the other, the ihn;d
row of letters wlll «pell n cerwin religious festival occumng m

One who fought in a Roméan arena.
rTfefe;Xratn'¢cV~fa

Those who animate.

6. Determines beforehand.

cvril deane

A1-ETTEII PIJZZDE.

Bv staning at the right lettcrin one ofrho following wo”s, and
then taking every third letter, thrcc familiar words may be formed:

Tirs, sfakers, hautuov, no, cmsiEER, ma, skate, sham,
ALERt! ARID, .MES, PItPKEH, CRAVEN, APPER, MAHOR. ERECT, AOO,
ANNOCNCB.

CUBE.

7

From i .0 2theyoungestdaughter of l-ear:

K.ng

from 2 .0 4,

tempered; ftomito 3, aknight from 3 ti. 4. benldownwardor
haekward: frnin 5 lo 6. dnfted ‘on shore: from P tn 8, crowned,

from 3 to 7, to feign; from 7 to S, accorapli‘hed: fiom | to 5. ®®v-
erings for the head; from 2 lo f> dry; from 4 10 8, exploit; from

jtej.hoarfrost. e.V. a.

ITA .1 JtH A LIF .
l. The fiame ofa disiinguished F.nglish statcsman who dicd

on Scptembcr 3, 1658. 2 To take. 3. The eighih tone in thc

THE DE VINNE PRESS,

leavc a rclation.

scale. «; % ~n X N
P f a who 4 ,born ™
Seplémber 14, .769. a. No. nssis.ed. 3. Dofnced. 4»Aceru ia
class of blpeds oems. 6. Conducted. w'i le.Kts
sumellmes e aldcd to .he flames ofprofess onal raen i.i

a ceriain class. 8. In tiliing. jbank skblli.'
nX h X » b
Dan.n h 'IX ~ X rree o.hsiUesr.a grownfin.

AXTONY3I7

~

Behesd thc opposite of lo deny, and leavo the opposite -im

speak calmly. a Beboad ‘h® "P"»= ®&f I® “5
opposie of 3 . Ikihcad thc opposite of always,
'‘®®YV'™* ti4 s Behca™n»

ofio/p/k gomI~n

5U spcll ihe natne of a very fomou« man.
" PRIKCESS.

bchcaded Icttcre w

BEIIF.ADINfiS.

I. Behrad a person hac-ing peculiar ideas, and leave exiibcrant

Bchcatlrelucinm, and leave asolemn afTirinaiion. 3-
j- Bobead to MaM, ai

s
consume slowly,and Icave was omveyed.
. Bobead lifted up, and leave slnw. «

and loave toward the rising sun. llehead use, and ha
a thin cover. S- Rehoad the present occasion,
0. Bchead a bilioftxchange, and leavo afloat.
L d leave a measure of distance.

leavc beclonging lo an individual- 72.
abrook. 13. Hehcad lo weave in ridgos, and Ic-ave purposc.
head a thicket of bushes, and leave thc hrink. 13.

and leave a piece of baked clay..6. Behcud turbid,
6rc.asy. 17. Bchcad virtuoiis, and leave spoken. 18.

smallosl,

>
to Behoadrap.dj.

BRhR®<I
Behcad to piercc, and
i4-

fttun, and leavc unoccupied. ip.Bchcad an Ind.anfig,

~erv larailiar words
A

2 C o
Ih® beheadcd lelters spcll Itiree ry

AhAf.KA»!1?2-.
M rtéi-ru//f/>2.W.)

N Cora votes. 2. Sanoo plant. 3. Rose rust. 4 Uwasacol-

5. We mark neis. 6. Sol® piano. 7. A guari.
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