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ST. NICHOLAS.

Voi.. XVI.

“FAUNTLEROV” AND

HcKigsun Burnelt to give her a serial' sforv for
rea.ers. ,Mrs. B,rag, .aw airead (i
knoHn as onc of the most popular writers of the
My, bitt | believ-e that up to that time she had
‘vntten no loiig story for children, or with a chid
lor hero ov heroine. It is always interesting to
krio. how anything we care for and havc come to
tnink of almost as part of our own cvery-clay lifc
san; so, | think, to all readei-s of St. Nicho-
WS. and, indeed, to every cliiid who can reaci, the
liistnryof “ Fauntleroy” must have its interest and
arm. “ Fauntleroy,” who began bis dear littlc
iy so iiseful 11 more ways than we can kno;r, in the
fn?"i is now telling to lumdreds
P ople daily what one swcet cliild can do mwhat
messago of peace and good-will one httle life can
~ring to mancho donIXrK,
1 </ ifavc IJAIIHQ IlIOrC
pride and evil and hard-hedrtddhds¥ bf
irown natures than they might caro to admit,

life a L X Fauntleroys
>wght all unconscioiisly by him.

ihc 510 f St. Nicholas
liardiv n > o 'vhich has
«ntuLl’ nT di'venile litcratiire of our
in h(r I’ firid a model for the hero
" "N- O'vn boy Vivian, whosc .

«ml (loj quamt sayings

0" shggested the cliaracter to her mind.
in°his wavs and cr%\[/)?_':[hs ;lngldents o\; t_he__stgry_.
vian was just such a
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to Us— unfamiliar law of entail. Tities and estates
must descend in some instances to the nearest of
male kin. For instaiice, Fauntleroy’s grandfather
was an earl, which is an oid title in England, intro-
duccd bcfore the days of Wiiliam the Conqueror,
when Great Britain was undcr the rule of various
nobles who wcre like sovereigns 011 their own
territory- In those days such nobles had almost
unlimited powcr, and their lands and castles were
guarded and fortified so as to resist all attacks
from neighboring nobles; the peasanls and ten-
ants thedependents,— youngmen and maidens,
squires and pages,— all who were within the cas-
tle gates agd the demain of the eafl oF barén,

gw%%'}‘li%;%iltt;-rto hini; iinistdcfcnd his nghts ;r%hsat
though bound to serve the king, their first idea of
whatwas callcd fealty was to the cari or bai'on \v-liom
they scrved; in tournamecnt, or in battie, they rcp-
resentecl him. So of coursc he felt hiinsclf a great
authovity, and his titic, and usually the estate,
went to the eldcst of his sons, and to the male heirs
of this son. If the eldcst son died without a male
heir, then the second son succceded, and so on.
But an estate can fora time be ticd up by its owner,
~o that it shall go with the title, and if tliis be done,
a subscquent possessor can in no way prevent the

All rigliis «scrved.
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property froin clescendiiig to thc next holder of
the litle. Now, althougli thc oid days of fortified
casiles, of dispute and warfare between neighbor-
ing barons or earls, havc passed away, the tilles—
the power ofentail — and the great, splecndid, ofu-n
lonely, castles romain; and an earl, who, like
Fauntlcroy’'s gvandfathcr, loses liis eldest son,
knows that whcrcver on thc carth’s surface the
next heir may be found, be he rich or poor, high
or low, he must one day, by law, come into the
family fame, estate, and povver.

You can easily fancy how inany complications,
how much trouble, thismight bring aboiit.
leroy's case is entively possible.
Captain Errol!,
of DorincoiirC.
family fiame.
for instance,

Faunt-
His father, young

was the third son of the Eatl

“ Enol” was what thcy cali thc
An earl, like a duke, has a title;
the Earl of Dorincourt. Many of
these titles were given hundreds of years ago,
either for some dced of valor or for property bc-
stowed upon a noble, or perhaps scized by him,
or grantcd as a mattcr of favor from the king.
But he and all his children have a family fiame,
by which the latter are addresscd. The family
fiame of the Earl of Dorincourt was Errol. The
heir to an earldom has usually a title of his own
which belongs to him until he becomes earl. In
the Dorincourt family “ Fauntleroy” had for gen-
erations been the title of the heir. Whoever was
acknowledged to be the heir to the earldom was at
once to be called Lord Fauntleroy. Had Cedric’s
father outlived his older brothers, he would have
had this title, biitwhen the earl’'sthree sons wcre all
dcad, and there were no other children in thc
Dorincourt family, you sec it turned out quite
naturally, although vcry unexpectedly, that thc
little son of Captain Errol, born in America, and
knowing next to nothing of his English relatives,
and certainly having no expectation ofsucceeding
to the title, became “ Lord Fauntleroy,” or, accord-
ing to an English custom, -‘Fauntleroy.” The
Earl of Dorincourt, writing a Ictter, would sign
himself simply “ Dorincourt” ; Cedric, aftcr his
inheritance, would be spoken of in thc same way,
and would sign his iame “ Fauntleroy.”

The honors and powers which by tradition and
English rule belong to the familics and dcscendants
ofthe nobles ought to make the English nobility very
anxious to be worthy of tlieir responsibilities and
their fames. Y'ou know Cedric fclt this, when he
found himself for the first time in the castlc library
with pictures of his ancestors on all sides and the
oid earl watching him so critically-

W ith this Icading idea, Mrs. Burnett wrotc a story
which, I think, preaches its sermén as clearly as do
the wild-flowers \vhich God sends cveiy spring-
time to the woods and hillsidcs. There is this little

child, brought up by his American mothcr, ncver
dreaming of honoi-s and worldly distinctiuni, bui
believing that cverythiiig on earth must be iair,
and gold, and kindly, because be lias never seen
fior hcard of anything else. | necd not even out-
line the story of Lord Fauntleroy to readers oi ilib
magazine, in which it originally appeaved. li was
read widely during 1885 and 1886. Publislii-d in
book form, it maintained its popularity; aiaays,
it taught its lesson. And it seeins to me tliai
lesson is best condensed in the text with whicli «c
are all familiar, ‘'Suffcr little children to come
unto me, for of such is the kingdom of heaven.”
Thoroughly to appreciate Cedric’s charactcr is to
understand the mcaning of these words, spukcn
nearly nineteen hundred years ago.

Before “ Little Lord Fauntleroy,” Mrs. Burnett
had written for St. Nicholas a short story callcd
“ Editha’s Burgiar,” the story of a little giri who
tries to influence a burgiar not io“ burgle" loud
enough to wake or frighten her mothcr.* Mr. Au-
gustas Thomas dramatizcd thc story, making a
charming little play which Mr. Frohman of the Ly-
ceum Theatcr wished lo bring out.
was, who could act “ Editha” ?

The qucstion
It mustbo a duld,
of course, and a child who would entcr into ihe
spirit of thc pan. So it carne about that a little
girl named Elsic Leslic Lydc was chosen ; and all
who saw her know how well she embodicd the
charactcr. Her success as Editha led naturally to
her playing the part of Fauntleroy; and now thc
little girl is inseparably associated with her perfcci
pcrsonation of the little lord.

Let me tell you soraething of her own liic.

Elsie Leslie Lyde is not yet ten years oid. Slic
was born in New Jersey, not far from Xewnk
of mixed English and American anccstry. Her
mother’s family are English, butthey havc fursomc
years been scttled in America. On neitbcr side
have there been any actors, though thei-c ha'c
been a few writers and more clergymcn. F.lsies
dvamatic genius is a surprisc to every one, and i’
is as great a surprise that she has prescrved 'u
cntire unaffectedncss, her simplicity and childisti
charm, when we consider that much of her Ideis
passed before the footlights, and that applauseis
constantlyringinginher ears. But this onlyprov«
that she can act Fauntleroy becausc s
him in heart, and spirit, and feeling. She a
been playing for a time with Mr. Joseph JcHt

in “ Rip Van Winklc,” before she ''"ccr'oo
“ Editha.” As “ Meenic” and “ Hendrick
ability was clearly shown, and when

was dramatized by Mrs. Burnett and broiig
in England, Elsie was engagcd to crcatct e
in America. The child, in herhome Inc.

rably trained and vcry judiciously cared for.

* sce St. NitiioLAs for FebniarVi x830.



diubtedlyslie posscsses a genius. which, sooner or
latcr, surely would have asserted itself. And shc
has bcr future to consider above all things. She
is tu be well educated, an<l I think her professional
life at present tends toward that. No child’s per-
formance could be better than her “ Fauntleroy.”
Throiigh the pages of St. Nicholas the story had
spuken to thousands; and dramatizing it was only
to c.ttend its sweet influencc. There had never
bcfore bcen a play all centercd about a chilcl; with

trations by \Ir. Rcginald B. Birch were so jidini-
rable that, in arranging what is callcd the “ Busi-
ness ” of che play, they wcre of great servicc. It
is interesting to observe how closely thesc popular
pictuves ave followed. The costiiine of the littlc
heir, as shown in Mr. Birch’s drawings, has bcen
carefully imitatcd iipon the siage. Children in the
audience recognize with audible deligluthc Faunt-
leroy they know,— the dcar littlc boy who has
smiled upon them from the printed pagc,— who.

CEDRIC EIIBOU LORD RACNTLEROV." (FROM A PHOTOORAFH OF ELSIR LESLIE LVDE, BV C. 0. COX.)

nolu\e-story; very littie side-plot; the moral Icsson
Justwhat the child’s life taught. Herc, athist, was
such a play, and 1 think of all children | have ever
knowi), F.Isie was bcst fitted to takc the part of
ihc hero.

| 'vas asking her the other day whethcr she
vnjoyed it. Her face glowecl. “ Oh, yes ; because
Kmntleroy is so beantifu!! ” Elsic, you sec, was
Olc of the many children who read and loved lhe
5'ory, and it has come quite naturally to her to
embocly the part, bccausc out of something in her
c«n "ciule and loving nature shc understandj that
«li-yJric, Lord Fauntleroy.

When Kisie carne to play “ Fauntleroy,” it was
"ccessary to remembor the hold the storv had upon
'ne affcctions of the public. The well-known illus-

ljy the 'vay, was first drawn from a portrait of Mrs.
Burnett's son Vivian. They ave cquaily pleascd
to see Hobbs, the round-faced and didactic grocer,
and Dick, the “ professional boot-black.” They
recognize also the clignified Mr. Havisham, with
his carefully poised arms and hands, and, finaly,
gaze 'vith respect at the Earl, his fcatures clcar cut
and “ high,” as the English say, his gouty foot
stretchcd out, his aristocratic profilc turned toward
the aiidicncc «hile he watches Fauntleroy writ-
ing his first lordly lettcr, in ihat charmingly
familiar pose in the great chair. In the well-
known scene, where the oid Earl goes out to
dinner lIcaning hcnvily upon Fauntleroy’s stlirdy
shouldcr, the reproduction of Mr. Birch’s drawing
is exact.



Elsie entered so thoroughly into the mcaning of
the play that she was able to make varioiis sugges-
tions, and to put in many amusing touches which
havc emphasized the childish charm of the charac-
ter; but this belongs entirely and only to her stage
life, of which she rarely speaks. She is inter-
eslcd in many other things,— her friends most of
all,— and she is thc most dclightful guest, always
picased, readily amused, and unaffected in her
enjoyment ofwhat is done for her cntertainment.

Once she called to see the Editor of ST. NICHO-

LAS when several friends were prescnt. It was, | am

01' K SbCETCH »V K.

told, quite a memorable occasion to Elsie, for a
neighbor who was one of thc company sangapretty
song which delighted her very much. Thecn, toilic
little girl’s surprise, the singer, handing her thc
manuscript sheet, told her that both the music and
the words had been composed on that very after-
noon, and that they were dedicated to Elsie Leslie,
[This pretty song will be found on page 466, of
the present number of St. NICHOLAS.] Several
of the guests congratulated Elsie, among theni Mr.
Birch; and whether he translated aright tlie «isl-
ful look in the child's eyes as he held the sheet of

. UIRCH.



miisic, or received a liint from onc of Eisie’s “ trust-
able" frieiids, 1 do not know, biit he at once laid thc
nnisic upon the library tablc and took out bis pen-
cii. Then, while thc guests stood vvatching, Elsie
pressing closest and most interested of all, he rap-
idiy drcw on the back of the music-shect a sketch
of Lord Faimtlcroy making his bow to Elsie. Only
once was thc silcnce brokeii. As Lord Fauntle-
roy’s figure took shape upon the paper, under the
artist's deft fingers, Elsie, with her sunny head
nearly touching the table, exclaimed sofUy;

'*Oh ! Why ! How long are his poor legs going
tobe?”

Tliis sketch, a reduced copy of which you see
hcre, of course enchanted the little girl. The sou-
venir is among her special treasures; and these
are many — carefully, 1 inay say sacredly, kept
by this littlc maiden, who seems to valué all such
tributes just in proportion to her affection for the
donor.

Among thc choscn few veiy dcar to Elsie’s
hcart, is Mr. Gillette, the dramatist, author of
“Hdd by the Enemy” and “ The Professor.”
He corresponds with her charmingly, and her
Ictters, with many points of character and accién
in the child’s Ufe, suggest to my mind dear “ Pet
eMarjorie ” (the elittle girl whom Sir Waltcr Scott
so loved). whose story Dr. John Brown has so
louchingly written.

Not very long ago Mr. Gillette took Elsie out in
Central Park upon a tricycle, and, as her hands bc-
came very coid in spite of her little gloves, he lent
her his large fur gaunticts, which she thought great
fun. But she was surprised and delightcd the next
day when therc arrived the dearest little pair of
fur-lincd gloves, with these verses prettily written
for her in red ink and black by this loving friend:

Tomy hule jove
1Vith jhe sunny huir
In goh/en stramis,
/ send a iHile glore
For her jin/epair
0/ tiamly hands.

Those precious hands so dear
1 con/dforever /joh/—
IMUe /.oves,—
/ 'd have iheni ahwsys near,
/ 'd keep tkemfrom the co/d,
IFilhontg/oves.

/int 't -woiildbe cmej lo her
To he befare herface
WUhonl end ;
I 'ni snre she 'd muchprefer
Thal nena to take my place.
Claves / send.

II'nen we are aparl
Infar distant lands,—
Which may he,—
W ill the Hule heart
Thal aians the Hule hands
Think of me?

Ifive have topari
W ill thc Chain of/.ove
Broken be?
I1h1l the little heart
Teferred tojust abtme
Carefor me ?
“Ah,” Gillette is so tm.'d-
able! ”

And this pet word of hers is the key to much
in her character. Deceit, or eveii cxaggeration, is
impossible to her, a fact the more commendablc
when we consider that she has a vivid imagi-
nation and reveis in fancies and dreamland. But
touch reality and Elsie is practica!, downright, and
to thepoint, while, like “ Eauntlcroy,” shc believes
all the World to be kindly and expccts nothing but
'vhat she herself has always given — lovc, and tcn-
derness, and sympathy.

It was in Boston that one evening she went on
the stage eager to see a certain pcrson in a pro-
scenium box, for she had just received the follow-
ing letter, which, like the others in this sketch, is
now printed with the conscnt of its writer;

says Elsie, ‘Mr.

BosTo.x, Wednesday.

My Dear Little Girl: | found your pretty ietter
waiting for me when | arrived yesterday niorniiig, and as
soon as | liad read it | feit quite sure we should be friends.
Evcry one tells me what a dear little Fauiitleroy you make,
and | am looking forward with great pleasure to seeing
you play lo-morrow night. When you see in one of the
boxes a little lady ina yellow brocade dress, who smilcs
at you and looks &elighted. you will know who itis. Then
after tlie play I sliall try lo see you for a few minutes,
because of course | shall want to kiss you and lell you
how pleased I ani. 1 have no little girl of my own, but
I have two boys, and one of theni used to be just like
Fauntleroy, and they both have always called me “ Dear-
est.” That was why | inade Kauiilieroy cali his molher
so. | know what a sweet little fiame itis. Mr. Gillette
told me in New Yorl; how beaulifully you play. I am
sure he love.s you as you say.

Yoiir AlTectionatc Kiiend,

H odoson Uukniiti.

Frances

Mr. Edwin Booth is Elsie's ideal artist. Her in-
terest in his performances is intense, appreciativc,
and among her treasures is a little note written just
after thc/amous tragedi.m saw her play.
10s8.

Nbw York, Noy. 12,

Dkar LtITi.K LAIiY: Mr. Barreit and | were de-
lighted with your charming performance of Little 1/orci
Fauntleroy, and wc both wish you heallh and happiness.
Boom.

Edwin



AL.A

You can imagine, too, the dcight with which
she received thc following lettci from Americas
distinguished comedian, Mr. Joseph Jeffcrson. It
was written, appropriately, on St. Valentine’'s Day.

O rangt. Isr. AND, La., Eeb. i4th, 1889,

My Dkar Ei5ijh: 1write this to congratilale you on
vour recent great success.

You see your faiue has reached me. And so now >0l
are abri"ht little star illuminating thousand.s of happy
mortal? ;°1 hcar, too, that your good fovlime has not
spoiled you,— that is the best ncws ofall.

I am ciad to know that you hegan your career upon
the stage willi me,— thougli you owe me nollmig, toi
YOU were so hright that teaching you would havc man et
falher than benefited you. | am going lo see you act as
soon a? | get an opponunity.

flood-bvo.— That you may always be happy and use-
ful is the wish ofyour oUl friend, J- jKri-KRSON.

“ Editha” intcrcsted her greatly. It was such
“ fun,” she says, to play it, and her faith m thc
power of “ mora! suasion ” as thercin shown was
recently illustratetl in a mostamusing way. A qucer
sound was heard by the family atnight; some one
seemcd to be trying to brcak into theirapartmcnt.
Elsie was awake; shesatup inbcdlisteningeagerly.
W hoever or whatevcr it was, ccased ; nothing more
was heard, but nfterward, Elsie, in telling a friend
about the occurrencc, said very gravely : “ | had
maclti up my luincl that if it had been a burglai.
would have done Editha io him !~
To Mr. E. H. Sothern, who played thc “ Biirg-
lar," she wrotc notlong ago this qgiiaint little note ;
Octobcr 24, 1888.
DUAR Mr. SothkrN: U isjusione year ago since we

were playing the liurgiar and now we are playing Lord
parts. Do you like Lord Cliunileyas well as the Burg-

iar > 1like Lord I-'auntleroy better, it is longer you know.
Love to all, especially Mr. A ; is Dora agood gii i,and
does she do her pari well ? I water.culor-paimcc Uic
little picture on thc fronl page, bul did not draw it. Wiin
loye irom your little friend.

KIL.SIK Lt-M Il .

And heve is his answecr :

MyDkarOi.u Elsll'; 1 rcceived your verv 'weel
letter to-night. It was delightful of you to thmk of me. 1
am so glad of your gieat success. 1 wi.sli 1 could secyon
in your lord, l)ut | fear | shall not havc a chance to do
so. | like my lord very much. but I still havc -oiiK
aflection for the poor oUl burgiar. although you -nok ai
the piece away from poor me, no matler hou liar
crW nor how well Iburgled.” Dordais a wry
girl, and has done siilcndidfy m her part. 1
Lt~r-color painting is lovcly, and | J
low girl is just like you. Mr. A sends 1m| jie m
you and so do all the olhers, an<l even your oki hurglar

sends a lot of love too.
(lod bless vou, dear!
Yours,
E. I1. SorllIERN-

Many people in Elsie’s audicnce — “ grown-ups’
as well as children — would like to know some-
thing of the home life and thc surroundings""hc
dear” little girl who is helping to make “ 1-in"'"?;
roy” a classic with us. Her hours at th«
are, of course, not easy ones. She hastobe o
time ” ; for it is business as well as pleasiue.
is cai-ning moncy whercwith to educate iei3c ,
so she can not indulge in the thousand 1
caprices which govern many small peop e
acquaintancc who think it ahardsnp ' ,
“ kssons mevery day. No, Elsie has i'"*'/or”~hlc
to do— and she does ,t checrfully and, a®
know, tveil- The momcnt she is off tlic



home life begins. Thcrc is no
affected, silly chatter about her
theatrica! tiilumphs. When the
play is over, Lord Fauntleroy’s
siiic and hat are laid aside and vy
left at the theater, and littie TTi
Elsie Lcslie Lyde is poppcd Lt
into licr dress and cloak and
diiven home, to be put to
becl cosil)' and comfovtably in
her prctty room. This room,
wliich she enjoys in the morn- i
iligs bcfore she takcs her walk,
or her lide on her pony, is I
very sunshiny. A flood of
liglit streams in upon Elsie’s
uivii particular cdérner, which
cuntams her special belongings.
Tlicre is her clesk— the one
given to her by a meniber of tlie
Progress Club — such a pretty
littie desk: exactiy the right
lieight for a littlc girl nine years
oid. Upon it she has her own
peas, pcncils, and stationery,
and paper for her dolls, too!
Thtse dulls are very important
people in Elsic’s lifc. On the
uppei- shelf of the desk is a
jow of ljoolts which havc been
given her, many containing ir-
scriptions from the authovs. For
instance, when MarkTwain sent
her “ Hucklebcrry Finn,” he
"Tote on the fly-leaf that it was
"one of the statelicst poems of modera times.” many interruptions and must attend piinctually
On this desk is licr diary, which she tries to to her cxercise, hor rest, her meais. The dolls
kcep recgularly: but it is hard work, as she has too sit around the desk and are well cared for, and
whenever the busy littie
“ mother” can spare an
hour or has a congenia)
hule visitor, she is glad
enough to play with
thetn. Not long ago
one of the dolls— 1 siip-
|)ose it must have bccn
the favoritc daughtcr-
wrotc a pretty letter
to the Editor of St.
Nicholas.

To be stire, the dolly’s
mammn hcipcd her to
write it, but thcn the
cloll’s  Icttcr  soundcd
very likc “ the child,”
as Elsie calis her.

Mere is Elsie’s letter.

>
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January 30th, 1889.

My Dear Mrs. Dodgk: You must not expeckt very
mucli from my little daugler because she is only 5 years
oid, and she teased me so liard to lei her write to you
that | could not say no, and you must excuse lier bad
wriling | hope you will love her as mucli as she loves
you, because she is all the time talking about you, and
| hope you will get this letter because the cliild is so
aiicsuch to have you get it.
Your little friend, Elsie Leslie Lyde.

And hcre is thc doll's letter;

January 301lh, 1889.

Dear Mrs. Dodge; | am Elsie’s little dolly, and 1

thouglil 1 would write you a letter, because my mamnia

is going to write to you and 1 can put my ietter in hers,

and | just wanted to write to you and say that | jove you

very much, because my mamma told me all about you
and | think you must be lovely.

Your faithful friend,

Elsie’'s LittlE Girl.

Well, Mrs. Dodge’s dog Fido answered it, and
Mrs. Dodge wrote the following notewith Fido’s let-

ter, which is given below, (Tbe paper, you might
like to know, has a pretty four-leaved clover in the
cérner for good luck.)

My Dear Elsie: Your lovely letter and the very
sweet note from your little daughter have pleased me
ever so much. I have a walking toy-dog named
Fido, and he says he would like to write to your little
cirl 1 hope you will not object to tliis, as he is a very
good dog, and is always most polite to persons smaller
than he is. When next you come to see me, | shall be
ciad lo introduce him to you. He is not on wheels, bul
lie moves his legs beautifully when he walks, and turns
his head with much feeling. Good-bye, dear Elsie.

Your sincere friend, Maby Mapes Dodge.

And this is Fido’'s letter;

My Dear Very Litti.est Miss Lyde [that, of
course, means Elsie’'s “daughter” doli]; Mrs. Dodge
showed me the lovely letter you wrote her, and 1 am
astonished that a little girl of five years can wriie so
nicely. | am only Mrs. Dodge’s little toy-dog I-ido,
and mypaws are pretty stiff, so you must excuse my
poov penmanship. Mrs. Dodge takes a great deal ol
pains in educating me, but as there is no Har”~rd
Annex fordogs, Inever can be very well educated. btill,
a dog can be very agreeable without knowing Lalin and

Greck. | can nod my head andwallt quite nicely. Can
you? And do your cyes open and shul? Mine
don’t. | have a red collar with bells on it.

I wish you and 1 could go to the park together if your
dear mamma is willing. Mrs. Dodge sends her love to
you, and says she loves you because you are Elsie Lyde s
little girl. Good-bye. | forgot to say I have tobe wound
up with a key. Do you? Good-bye again. Give my
lovc to your mamma. Does she have to be wound up
before she plays l.ord Fauntleroy ?

Your little friend, Fido.

Perhaps | could do no better than to give my
readers an account ofan actualday in Elsie’s life —
a chance day 1 take as an example — onc of many

happy days | have spent with her; but it will let
iheryoung friends see something of the home life of

the child who is just now attracting an amount of
attention and admiration that, were itbestowcclon
some little persons of my acquaintance, might be
very dangerous and bewildering.

| have told you of Elsie’s sunny room — there,
late in the morning, she awakes. Meta, lier
French nursery-governcss, appears, and Elsie is
bathed and dressed and has a simple, wholesome
breakfast. I think sometimes it must be hard
work to dress her, for she is “ on the hop, skip,
and jump.” wanting to take up this, that, or the
other, and notlikinga bit better than any other
littlc girl to have thc tangles combcd out of her
profuse golden hair. [And just here I may men-
tion for thc benefit of interested readers that Lisie
never wcars a wig. The shower of golden tvesses
which “ Fauntleroy ” tosses about are all natural,
as she knows to her soirow many a moming.]

As to her dress, she wears guimpes and Greeii-
away gowns at home — simple, childish, and pretty,
and bhehasakecnscnse of color and tasteful adorn-
ment, though | have never detected any vanity in
her. Naturallyshe likes to find something tomake a
train out of and to walk about “ playing lady 1
should be sorry for her if it were not so |

After breakfast, she plays with her dolls or
amuscs herself at her desk. Meanwhile Elsie’s
mothcr has received the many letters which come
for the child daily and which contain all inanncr
of things, from requests for autographs to friendly
invitations. The other day carne a note which
delighted Elsie. A lady wrote to say she had a
new little girl— a baby just bom — whom she had
named “ Elsie Leslie.” W ell, Elsie would like to
answcr everybody — to acknowledge cvery kind-
ness— to show her real apprcciation — but how can
she ? Writing is to her just what it was to darling
PetM arjorie: The “ thoughts come but thc pen
won't alwayswork” ; and although Elsie has a lov-
ing, careful sister, like Marjorie's “ Isabella,” there
is not time in thc little life, fior would it be nght, to
allow her to undcrtake too much, especially as Lisie
can do nothing carelessly- This sister, by the »a}.
is so iraportant a part of Elsie’s life that no sketch
of the littlc girl could be complete without tribute
toher. EdaLyde is all devotion to her little sister;
pvoud of her, tender with her, but conscientious,
and a capital nionitress when nceded. | am sure
all of Elsie’s friends will be interested to knou
that not many years ago, when Eda was ac 1
herselfj she showed such drainatic abilit)
her rccitations became too popular among e
mother’s friends for the child’s peace of n
feU too intcnsely what she recited. Her hear "
nearly broken over the woes of the héroes or ic
incs of the poctry she learned and repeatc , aa
so she was obliged to put it aside for a time,. -
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though she since has been successful in drainatic
wii-k of another charactcr.

Regular stiidy just now is forbidden Elsie, as
her inind is sufficiently exercised, but she is learn-
ilig French with extraordinary rapidity and very
little trouble to hevself. So anxious was she to prove
herprogvess to me that she wrote me a letter in
French soon aftcr the arrival of her governess, the
ideas and writing all her own, but of course thc
French dictated. Indecd, | think | liked it best
because of Elsic’s saying in her conscientious

fashion, “ You know of course 1 did n't know the
French words all myself. You see of course |
did n’t.” In the letter she put in— “ Elle [the

governess] me dit comment écrire les mots.”
Mid-day sees her in the park for a walk or at thc
riding-school for her ride, tben home again bloom-

EILSIE IN THK RIDING-SCriOOt.

ing and gay, |If there are visitors the little girl,
approaching them, politely holds outher hand with
her pretty “mHowdo you do?” butshe shows plainly
how little any compliments affect her. She has her
luncheon, more play,— and then comes the tug
of war: the afternoén nap! Oh, 1 know all chil-
dren will sympathize with her dislike of this ! The
other day visions of my own childhood arése as
Elsie tried so liard to postponc the unwelcome
hour! We had been having a good time, talk-
ing, and thcn carne thc order,

“ Now, Elsie, time for your nap !”

Elsie is sitting onmylap. Wc havc been dis-
cussing various things, and she remarks, “ Oh
well onemomcnt— wcre you sayingaboiit

‘'um — riding— "

“ Elsic!” comes gently from her mothcr again,
“ You must go to bed now,"

Elsieslides down reluctantly— reaches the door-
goes down thc hall— comes back.

“well — see here — before you go — oh, 1 Xwra'
what | wantcd to say. Can you play any of ihe
‘Pcarl of Pekin ' ?”

I confess my incapacity for this peiformaiKc,
while Elsie hovers around the cloor.

‘IWell — I can— a little — just — oh, pitare Ici
me do iti”

And amomecnt later she isat thc piano, her licail
on one side and her left hand picking oul onc of
the opcratlc airs.

“ Now, Elsie, you must go.”

“ Well,” very lugubriously, “ | sup-pose su."

And the little girl disappears in Mcta's dircc-
tion, to awake two hours later, have alightdimicr,
and then drive to the theater, wherc, when she is
not on the stage, she is occupicd with some child-
ish amusement in her large, comfortable dressing-
room behind thc scencs. But ono great cleliglu
the child has, and she welcomes ncwly every time-
the sight of children in the audicnce — thc >ound
of their laughter — that dclicious, happy rippk
svhich, when 1 listen to it at “ Fauntleroy.” sounds
in myeai-s like music— this picases her exceed-
ingly, for her sympathy with people of her own nge
isIntense. W atch her at play with other children.
and this may easily be sccn.
little friends about her,
whether it

Taik to her o«n
and you will find out
is the child or the acircss thcy lowe
most.

Everything she sces or liears intercsts her; but
she likes to havc reasoiis. She has thcm ncarl;
always for what she does hcrself. She judgcs of
people and things with quick intuitiun, and. hke
Fauntleroy, shrinks anxiously from hurtmg any
onc’s fcclings. Mrs. Burnett says that Elsic plays
the part sowell becauseof her natural rescmblance
to the charactcr of the dear little lord; and just
as he preaches his sermén of winning all heai™ by
love and faith— by gentleness and lack of gmle-
so does Elsie preach hcrs.

Certainly there are some children who cninc
into the world with special gifts of charactcr as
marked as any talent. | am sure that Elsie’s abso-
lute simplicity, earnestness, and freedom from a
affcctation are thc special cndowmecent of naturc.
and because of this, wc who love her and scc ci
at home constantly, can hope much for her futu) m
Herwhole hcart goes into everything done for an
about others. No one can sec her at her ntu
desk writing a letter without realizing her anwe;
to do ivell whatover is to be done at all; anrt n
compobition and fluency are extraordinary m spi
of the funny spelling, which troublcs her sorely



tliercfoie will sooii be a conquered difficulty. A
Icttor iying before me now revedis much of the
sweemess of thc chikl’s nature, and I am glad to
be allowed lo includc it in these pages just as she
peiined it.

N iciiolas,

— ; Tlieset. the Little Blownies, and
llans all caine Monday afleriioon,” she wriles, after
receiving some books, “ and they are just lovely and
1 timnk you verry frrip'much. 1 showed thcm all to
Dearest she thought they were lovely. 1 ain going to
coinmence my letter to the SANT N ichotas. 1 do not
llave much lime 1 lalte n long nap in the afternoon and
ihat takes a little time pleas remember me to all of
my new friends dose Mr. write poetry or storys 1
think he looks as if he might he niaftes me think of a
lerty vei-ry dear friend thal I love very much he is the
niosi Iruslable friend 1 have I write lo him very oftion
ami he never allowes tlie bad spelling in my letters to
iliierfere with his love for me and I liope it will not in-
terfcre with yours and that you will alhvays love your
hule friend, Ei.siK Leslii: Lydk.

Watching her thc other day at her diary it was
not possiblc to avoid thc comparisnn 1 have before
iuggested, bctwcen this careful, although joyoiis
and gentle, littlc crcaUirc of our own day and thc
Pet Marjorie of longago who wrote in ~erjournal:
"“Isabella is tcaching me to siinmecoHnNgs.
notes of iiiterrigation, periods, conimoes, etc., as
this is Sunday I will meditate upon senciable and
rcligious subjects. ist, | should be very thankfiil
1am not a beggcer! ”

Life so far has gonc smoothly, gently, teiiderly
forLisie Lyde — and yet— and yet!— A si vvatch
her little flitting figure, her sweet, innocent face, as
1 hear her say over and again, “ 1 am such a

happy little girl!” 1 cannot quite rcpress a drcad
of thc shadows which must come into her life, the
chance of some hard awakoning from this exquisito
faith in all things human and friendly, and Words-
worth's lines scem to fit her singulavly well:

“ Oh, blessed vision, liappy child !

I tliought of tiiee with many fears,
U fwhat miglit be thy lol in future years.
I thought of times when pain might be thy guesl,
Lord of thy housc and hospiiality ;
And grief, uneasy lover 1 ne'er at rest,
liut when she sat svithin tlie touch of thee —
U, too iiidustrious folly |
0O, vain and causeUss melancholy |
Nature will either end thee quite
Or, lengthening out thy sea.son of delight,
I'reserve for thee, by individual right,
young lamh’s heart among the full-grown liock."

“\Inng to be an author,"” the child says cagcrly.
lifting her cyes from something she is writing. “ Oh,
I ivish I could write !~

W ho knows ? Siicit a nature as hers has many
possibilities. The future of this ardent, happy little
Ufe rests — mercifully - - in other than the hands
that give Elsie the world’s applatise. Who can
foretcll tho dcvelopments of the active, clever little
brain — of the almost pathetic instincts toward
what is fine and high, generous and tinworldly ?

May those of heart and soul, as well as mind,
be such that in the days to come, her mothecr, like
Cedric'sin the play, may thank God that thc world
is better because her little child was born.

Lucy C. Lillie.
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THE CROSS.

In gold the symbol shineth fair,

Graven on the books of Prayer;

From the great Cathedral’s spire

It flashes back the simset fire,

And gleaineth white through cypress
shade

W here the holy dead are laid.

That sacred sign in days of yore

Full many an holy oath it bore;

Fiill many a night, in cloistered cell,

On kneeling monk its sbadow fcll,

And on it many a martyred saint

Rained dying kisscs slow and faint.

'T was blazoned red on knightiy shield,

'T was deeper dyed «pon the fieid,

'T was rudely carved above the slain

Who perished on the Moslem plain.

Its holy dcsvs lie undefiled

Upon the forehead of the child.

On kingly breasts the jesvel glows,

The dearest meed that valor knows.

Beauty to the sacred sign

Givcs her bosom for a shrineg;

Noble lord and haughty dame

Proud to wear the sign of shainc.

Glorious triiimph of the cross !

Joyful griefand blossed loss !

The Symbol of a Savioiir’s pain,

The scepter of the Saviour’s reign,

Enwreathed with flowers this Easter Morn,

Till we forget the Crown of Thorn !

TO MY PET.
\I>i Ibi CoHHUy in

T hough the south wind roves about
In the woods all warm and svet,
And the sun shines on my doubt,
I remembor winter yet;
I 'm too tircd to go out,
You go for US both, my Pet!

Thcve s one growing in the wood
With a message of spring hope;

Go and find it! a pink bud
Growing on a Southern slope.

H uTCHESON.

All the winds of May would miss it.
If you plucked it for my sakc ;
Stoop down softly, dcar, and kiss it.

Like a babe you svould not wake !
Kiss it! you ’ll bving home, 1 think,
On your lips the May-flower’s pink.

Ifa wee white violet,
In tbe edge ofsomc gray thicket,
Smiles a timid smiie, my Pet,
Smile again, but do not pick it;
Pass 011 then and after-while,
When you bring me such a smilc,
Timid, wistful, guileless, tender,
1 shail know who was the sender.

If you find a starry bluet,
Brave with looking at the sky,
W ith a mad Mavch wind to won it.
And a rock to sheller by,
Just nod blitliely, boldly to it,
As you 're passing by the place,
Just nod frank as if you knew it,
It wlll taugh up in your face !

Follow where the littlc rills

Run down smging from the hills;

In their glistening footprints follow

Down into the 'vooded hollow.

In soinc silent, shcltered place,

If you find a shadowy grace,

Like the ghost of last year’s flower,

Come to haunt an April hour,

W ith its starry, spirit face,

Leavc the wind-flower's fragie geui

Trembling on its slender stem,

Pause and look and leavc it glcaming
Pass by softly, not too near it,

I shall know by your slill seeming
You have scen a Blossom’s spirit.

Go, dear, scarch in every thing
For the hiddcn news of spring !
Come back wondering and wise,
Happy secrets in your eycs,

And a whisper in your moiith
Like the low wind of the south.
Come ! whatever news yon bring.
You 're my Spirit of the Spring !



THK BKLLS OF STK. ANNE.

By Mahy iiartwki.l Cathkrwood.

Chapter XII.
FOLK-LORE.

When Monsicur Lavoie sent Franqois the Al-
gonquin to the town of Agnes with a telegram for
liis wifc,— to qiiiet aiixiety which printed accounts
of the fire might cause her,— and also a message
to .Marcelline Charland’s mistvess saying tlie cliild
«ns tlisabled from returning to her directly, he
gave his inessenger so large a bank-note for all
his Services that Franqois felt liftcd to afiluence.
There are Algonquins settled, civilized, and eveii
rcfincd, comparing favorably with men of Europcan
descent. But though Frangois said his prayers, he
could scarcely be called a civilized Christian lu-
dian. He was merely tamed, his savage nature
being held in check by modern usages. Some-
times he went to Caughnawaga, on the opposite
bank of the St. Lasvrence, above Montreal, where
his hercditary enemies, thc Iroquois,— finally re-
deemed from heathcnism by the heroic work of
niissionaries,— were withering away in filth and
laziness. W hether or no Franqois approved this
resiilt of civilizing Indians, he still ran half wild
himselfduring such time as he was not journeying
homoward to be re-garbed by Sally. And noth-
ing inade him happier than lying on his back a
'vholc day in the woods, with Canadian moncy in
liis pocket and tlie need of doing any work far
lemoved from him.

He was a hanger-on at tlie camp, free to dismiss
liimself. So, after receiving the poct's fee, the
lasi Service he felt inclineci to rcnder was rowing
ilie boat to Agnes for guests who would row it
hack.

Monsieur Lavoie took this chance of starting
home,— the sccond day after the fire. The Eng-
lish c.impcrs, always as unwilling to lose from their
party as thcy were hospitable in adding to it, stood
nn [he jake’s brim, from cldcst to youngest, deny-
g lhat this French invasién had caused them any
'niuble, and repeating good-byes as far as their
‘oices could strctch over the water.

It was late in thc afternoon, and shadows wcre
alrcady traveling towarcl the centor of the lake.
fhc burnt shore, thick stiidded with high shafts

‘The
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ofebony, was a somber-looking regién. As far as
thc eye could travel, that forest stood cliarrcd and
dead. And what had bccomc of all the living
creaturcs that had playetl under branches or lived
in buri'‘ows ?

This time the giris sat in the stcrn of the boat,
lo balance it, for the puli to Agnes was a long one.
Franqgois swnyed himself at thc oam betwixc thcm
and Monsieur Lavoie — his daik, red face and
rapid eyes fionting them. Franqois’s hair, coarse
as a liorse’s mane, hung in uneven lengths bclow
liis ncck and was barc of any covering. As thc
fancy took him, when he had means to gratify it,
he bought hats of various kinds, which fell into
speedy ruin and were dropped in the woods. He
had been wearing a soft, black felt, but left it in
camp — a heritage the English mother would be-
hold with disgust, and order carried away as far as
possible on thc end of a stick. Franqois intended
to adorn his aquiline redness with a ncw helmet
of whitc straw, Except that he wore low mocca-
sins, he was dressed much like a common Cana-
dian, for Sally took pride in arraying her son.

Three people asbadly burned as thé three whom
Franqois rowed were using hcroic treatment in
imdertaking a journey; this their English host
had told them as he carried Marcelline to the boat.
But Monsieur Lavoie wished to be in his home —
“ Where Philoménie can nurse us,” Auréle now
explained to her adopted girl. “ Philoménie al-
ways stays and takes care of tbe housc when the
family are away. She was mainma’s nurse, and
is always our best, dcarest comfort. She is an
Acadian; her people wcre moved from their land
by the English— oh, many, many yeam ago.
Dear Philoménie will make us the loveliest soufflés,
and such pancakcs with jclly as yon never tasteci
in your life. She tclls us stories her mother used
to tell her, and which her grandmother said weie
told ai'ound the fircplaccs in Acadia. Yes, and
she tells us of thc fcux-follcts,® — blue, and white,
and red,— which havc often been seen on thc
island of Orlcans and elsewherc, dancing before
people and frightcning them aftcr night; espe-
cially when people are going on good eirancis, foi-
Philoménie told us these fcux-follet.s were clreatl-
fully svicked spirits.”

/atiii.
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* Yes,” said Marcelline, forgctting hersorefect
incagerness, “ mygrandmother has toldiis about
tlicm, for lam from the Chaudiére, as | tokl you,
Mademoiscllc. Also about the loups-garous.

“ Was thcrc a tale ofaloup-garou in the Cliau-
diére valley ?” cxclaimed Aurele.

“ Mademoiscllc, thcre is a beautiful story of
one, 'vhich usecl to makc iis afraid to look out of
(loors after davk.”

“How charming!” said Auréle, folding her
hands. Her mufflcd face could not show its inter-
est. “ Kven I'hiloménie says these tbings are no
longerto be ljelieved,— butwhat pleasure to hear
them!”

“ Forthis loup-garou,” said Marcelline, “ was
seen by my grandmother’s Gnele; itislong ago,
when hewent to fetch the priesttoa neighbor that
lay at the pointof death. Deep, very deep was the
snow, and lie vode his only hovse, with his snow-
shoes at his back, intcnding to come home on

* Mcn-wolvecs. Thi'. Beperstition was of F.iiropean origin and
ofthe Middie Ag«s
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them while the reverend father rodc. When a
man went on such an errand, if he met a feu-
follet he could make the holy sign, and ask it on
whichday of the week next Christmas would come ;
and that would drive a feu-follet off, to puzzle and
ask questions. So the Gnele of my grandrhother
rodé along, sure of what he would do if a light
wavcred in front. But presently he heard some-
thing following him, and he looked back, and
there carne a loup-garou at full speed, its eyes as
red as fire The Gnele of my grandmother never
slopped lashing his horse until he fell into the
priest's door. But when they started back the
pricst was rcady for it. He made the Gnele of my
grandmother get up behind him and ride. And
they both vepeated prayers all the way to the sick
persun's house as fast as prayers could be said, and
that loup-garou screamed al thcm like a man in
pain, though it could come no nearer than the end
of the horse’s tail stveaming out behind. So when
they reached the house, the pricst laid bis book on
the door-step, and the loup-garou ran to an island
of rocks in the frozen Chaudiére, and howled for
more than two hours.”

“ Ilniv dclicious are stories of loups-gavous!”
said Auicle with enthusiasm.

” Now, Franqois,” said Monsieur Lavoie, laugh-
ing, “ can you not surpass that by a story of your
grandmothev’s? ”

But Franqois was silent.

” The Algonquins havc nothing more to say;
their stories are clead. Isitso?”

Franqois made a noise in his throat.

“Then | will tell a tale,” said Monsieur Lavoie ;
“ one that will show how much nearer the Hurons
lived to heaven than these tongueless Algonquins.
Tlicrowas a Hiiion liidian who had a favorito son,
»nd the son died. So the father with some friends
set out to the land of souls to bring back his boy’s
spirit."

Frnngois twitched on his bench and shruggecl.

"That Algonquin story,” he grumbled. “ Hu-
ron ncver had any story like that.”

” Perhaps you know it,” said Monsieur Lavoie.

“ .Always knew it,” said Franqois.

“ How do the Algonquins tell it?”

‘Oh, that but an oid story,” said Franqois, clis-
pataging it as soon as he had rescued it from thc
Hurons.

‘It isvery easy for you to claim a story while 1
tell it," said Monsieur Lavoie. “ Rut did you
really over hear this one ?”

fioaded by these and other words Franqois
slopped rowing, and half turned on his bench, let-
hag thc boat run with the momciUum he had given
k Hcrepeatedthisold tradition * of his tribe in a

fewsentences, as if it were jcrked from him against
his will, while he slouched doum on the oavs.

“ Algonquin Indian, he had son died. Took
him some friends. Started to land of souls fctch
back that boy’'s soul. AIll had to do was wade
shallow lake to land of souls. Waded days and
days. Sleep nights on polo platforms; platforms
stick up above water. Come to land of souls. Pap-
kootparout run out shake his war-club at Algon-
quins. Papkootparout chango his mind. (He
keeper of land of souls.) Challenge Algonquins
play ball. Thcy beat Papkootparout; get stakes;
get corn, tobaceo, fruit, That how all Indians get
corn, tobaceo, fruit: Algonquins bring them from
land of souls. Algonquin father beg for his son’s
soul. Papkootparout give it to him ; shape like a
niit. Father squeeze it in his hands ; make it go in-
to little — vcry little— lealhcr bag. Papkootparout
say put it in dcad boy he be alive again. Algon-
quins go home, havc big dance, have feast. Father,
he want to dance; feel good, feel happy. Give
leathcr bag to squaw to hold while he dance.
Squaw pccp in bag; want to see what soul look
like. Soul get out of bag when squaw open it;
off go soul back to Papkootparout, never come to
Algonquin country any more.”

And having finished thc recital, Franqois dropped
the oars in water and shot his boat along.

“ Perhaps it was the Algonquin tribe instead of
the Hurén, who lived so near thc land of souls,”
said Monsieur Lavoie.

A pleasant coolness crept across the lake with
the ground shadows. Auréle put out one of her
bandagcd hands to trail in Megantic, but thought
better of it before her wrappings were wet.

“ Papa,” she said, “ itwould be a lovely thing—
would it not?— to have a sorccrcr raise a fog around
us to cover us from sight on the way home, if there
were now any sorcerers left like the one on the
island of Orlcans, that Philoménie told us about.
It is mattcr of history,” said Auréle seriously to
the iminstructcd young servant from a changeless
valley whom she was making her own dependent.

“ The fog, thc fog, my Auréle, not the sorcerer,”
warncd her father.

“ It is Philoménie 1 giiotcd as historian, papa,”
laughed Auréle. “ But listen to me, Marcelline
Charland. Papa, do not distract this child while
I am teaching her. You havc often been in thc
chiirch of Notrc Dame des Victoivcs in Lower
Town ?”

“ Oh, yes, mademoiselle, it is many times. And
my sister aiso comes downstairs from Upper Town
to that church.”

“ At first that ancient church was named Notrc
Dame de Victoire, to celébrate thc English Phipps’s

« " Nouvcllc Relaiion de la Gaspé.%lc.’" Ciied in ParkmAh's “ Jesuil* in Norih America.*"
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repulse from Ouebec in 1690. But thc flame was cbangcd
to Notre Dame </« Victoires in 1711* to commemorate
a bloodless victory won for thc Frcnch by the fog on
Egg Island. Therc an English armada was wreckcd
while on its way to attack Qucbcc. Xow, Philomcnic
says the folks on thc island of Oricans belicved that
Jean Pierrc Lavallc, a sorcercr there, raiscd that
fog from a pot he boilcd,f for sorcerers on Oricans
island always boilcd thcir pots to raise fogs and
storms. | hope |l have inadc this bitofhistory piain."
“Yes, raadcmoiscllc,” said
Marcelline, gratefully, lifting
her weazencd face,— she was not
as baclly burncd about ber head
as thc others,— “ 1 never shall
say my praycrs in Notre Dame
des Victoires again without think-
ing of the kettle and the fog,”
The poet Lavoie laughcd

“ A nd when you fall into Philoménic's hands, my child,”
added Auréle, “ she will get from you all yon can tell ubuui

aloiid.
bchold what
MOTKE DARIi: DES
VICiIrURES, UVEUEC.
Chaptkr XIII.
sIHH POICf IIAKItS
your Chaudiérc valley.”
“ It is not much,” said Marcelline, humbly.
‘eYon said your sister carne down to chiirch from Upper Tciwn.’
“e She, aiso, is a niirec in Ouebec, mademoiselle.”
“ Youngcr than yoursclf? ”
“ No, no, mademoiselle. Alvinc is older, and Bruno, our brother, heis
sixteen. When we lefi the valley he went lumbcring.”
It must

be charming to
have :i large brother,
if he is not as wild as a
moose. Does he come to sec you from
his lumber-camp ?"

“ No, mademoiselle. He islost now. 1
went to that bonndary-line to seek him.”

m)p. Dioiine's “ Dislory of tho Church of Nolrc Diiiiio dos Victoires.”

*'Mademoiselle my diuighter,
comes
sorcerers with history !'”

“ Never mind, papa. She will like I'hiln-

THE cHUBcii UP niénie’s story better than veritable history.”

AN K.VC.AtJEMENT.

t Kdward Karrcr.



“You do not think he was in the burniiig
woods ?” exclaimed Aurcle,

«'No, niademoiselle. He was not there. The
mea told me he was not there. | asked them be-
fore the train carne back. He was liimbering in
tiic w'est piovince. That iswhere a jam oflogs in
lile river hurt him.”

Fraiifois was listening.

Marcelline had no knowledge of geograph)’,
Tlie “ west province” was to her a dim and fabu-
iousstretch of country, rcmotely inclnding Winni-
peg. and perhaps Vancouver’s Island.

" Was he hurt?” said Auréle tenderly. “ Where
tiicl this happen ?”

“ At Ottawa, mademoiselle.”

eeHe drowned,” observed Fraufois, with con-
victioii.

“ What are yon saying, Frangois ?” called Mon-
sieiir Lavoic.

“ Boy drowned at Ottawa in log-jam.”

“ Not drowned,” plcaded Marcelline.

“ How do you know anything about it, Fian-
90is ?” ingiiivcd Auréle.

“ 1 there. 1dive for him in river. Other nien
dive. Not bring up anything."

“ You are perhaps talkingof two differentboys,”
said Monsieur Lavoie.

" My brother’s fiame is Bruno Charland.”

“ Did n't hear naine,” said Franfois.

“ How long ago was your boy caught in the
jam, Francois ?”

“ Six, seven weck, monsieur.”

“ Itwas Bruno who was hurt that long ago,"”
said Marccliine.

“.Vnd has any one seen him since ?” inquircd
Auréle.

Yes, mademoiselle. Many people have seen
him since. Raftsraen, and people in the Beau-
pré road, wliere my sister has gone to search for
liim.”

“ He drowned,” repeatecl Frangois, in guttural
dcpths.

“ But if he was hurt, how could he run about?”
flemanded Auréle of the sister.

Marcelline explained Bruno’s misfortune as well
«she understood it hcrself. She could not out-
mc lo her own mind the wholesome boy tracking
eiimkssiy from spot to spot, with portions of his
meranvy blank.

It was aftcr sunset when they ran alongside the
ock at Agnes — a blaekencd remnantof wliat had

ei) that raw-phnk town, contvasting its deep

limpid bluencss of the lake.
he train was madc up at the station,— which
wvcd as temporary end of the road,— but some

"nc icinaincd before it would jcave.

- hoatman at the wharf carried Marcelline

through the desoiate cross-strect of Agnes. The
people were beginning to builcl their ptank dwell-
ings again. Some were tnbernacled in tents or
sheds, as trivial as the shinglc playhouscs children
would make for themsclvcs; and one woman had
set up hor hoiisehokl goocis under a solitary tree
left green, with sheets for her walls.

Frangois, at the poet’s bidding, guided the party
to the train, and stood bare-headed and lazy to
veceive anothcr fee from this opulent Frenchman.
Rcgret may have stirrcd iii the Algonquin’s breast
at parting from a hand so liberal; hewas as eager
as an Indian ailows himself to be to hear the new
proposal Monsieur Lavoie made to him.

“ Frangois, this boy whom you tded to puli out
ofthe Ottawa River— | have been thinldng it might
ije a good plan to set you to find him. Would you
know him again ?”

“ Yes, monsieur. Saw him on slidc. Black
French fellow, Sings loud. Hear him above
rapicis.”

“ Are you going in the clirection of Quebec?”

“ Yes, monsieur.”

The Inclian waited with his side glance on the
gentleman’s mufflecl face.

“ Very well. Suppose you look along the Beau-
pré road for that boy, and bring him to me if you
find him. My daughter has taken up the mattcr
and fcels an interest in these Frcnch children. 1
shall havc to help find the boy and do something
for him.”

“ Monsieur, where shall I bring him ?”

The poet felt for a card to tear off liis address
for the Algunquin, but second thought restrained
him. His housc was easily expansive to all sorts
ofretaincrs, butaroving and decidedly dirty Algon-
quin was no desirable adelition to the list.

“ Bring him to the church at Bcauport. 1 oftcn
drive that way. Wait. You need not bring him
so far, indocd. Ifyon can find the boy, havc him
on the bridge ovcr Montmoreiici River at two
o'ciock on Saturday aftcrnoon of this week. 1 wil!
drive 011 the Beauprc road that day.”

Frangois uttered an assenting guttural, and
turniiig his back stalked directly away.

Chaptkr XIV.
THE SHRINE OF STF.. ANNE DE BEAUPRE.

It was Saturday bcfore Madame Pellcticr would
nllow Alvine Charland to go on to Beauprc. The
girl’s ankie w.ns much hurtby her race aftcr Bruno.
Shc could not follow tbe littie father in his climb-
ings, but she watched him going up the hills
every day with the v.ain hope that he might bring
her brother back. The Httle father himself took

i
«rl



great pains to slip away from Alvine after thc un-
fortunatc stampcde which she caused.

He would begin by whispering his daughter
Ursiile to set thc little daughter a long task. Thecn
he would creep around the house and dodge from
bush to bush up the ravinc. At the top of the
hill he would creep along on hands and knces until
some rock or tree concealed his stanchng figure
from thc house. Alvinc at a window traccd his
progress wistfully. s j

At Saturday dawn, Pctit-Pére was airea > y
on the hills. He had risen when the first birds
stirred in their nests, while Pelletiei’'s two cows —
glad gypsy cowswho wandercd the mountain road
and drank from the mountain streams— lay asleep
at the gateawaiting their morning milkiug.
anxiety took him out so early.

Some
Mother PeUcCicr
with relicf missed considerable bread and cream
and some black pudding she had intended to takc
to Bcaupvé.

For it would be well she should make a pilgnm -
age while Alvine was going, she told herhusband;
thc more pilgrimagesone made to good Ste. Anne s

shrinc the better. And had they not planned for

the little father, Pelleticr would havc gone him-
self. -

“ We do not take Pctit-Péve to Beaupre,
dame Pelletier explained to Alvine.
is not set on going.

Ma-
“ His heart
And when he was there he
hunted the children like awild man from crowd to
crowd, shouting their flames at strangers.
cites him.
cross our

It ex-

He has his pretty ways. We never
little father. You see, my child, | cut
his breeches short atthe knee, because in his youth

breechcs were worn short and he yet demands

But if he frets notto go to Ste. Annc’swc
do not put itin his mind. It is not nccessary for
Pctit-Pére to make the good pilgrimage.”

After their early breakfast thc blacksmith kindly
offered Gervas and the dog-wagon to Alvinc, but
his wife objectcd to this conveyance.

“ Did vou not make a lazy pilgrimage behind
Gervas once, yourself,” she exclaimed, “

thcm so.

and had
you not to tell me when you carne home what a
scandalous fight there was between Gervas and a
pcnsion-keepcv’'s dog in fiont of the sacred foun-
tain itself!”

“ Yes, yes; and Gervas whipped thc other dog,
said Pelletier.

“ He 'l whip no dogs for me on w/ pilgrimage,
responded Mothcr Pelletier.

“ But the child Alvine may have aword to say,”
suggestcd her husband. “ It was Gervas that
disabled her; he ought to carry her to the shnne.
And, mademoiselle, he never fights when hitched
to his wagcm,

Then my Gevvas doth stick out his
tonguc and trot. Itis when he walks free around

the streets and his fecUngs swcll that he is obliged

.to let them out on mangy cuvs such as trouble fine

dogs like Gevvas.”

But Alvine gratefully declined being drawii in
the cbariot of Gervas.

“ For | am able to make my pilgrimage on foot,
monsieur, and if it hurts me, sacrifice is good,"
shcsaid.

They wentslowly, however, and did not approadi
Beaupré until about nine. At intervals on their

the bellsor Ste. Anne could be heard in joyful
cIaYnor, and Ste. Anne’stwo great tou’crs were seen
from the first high spotin the road.

Mother Pelletier carried fourlarge bowls ofcream
tosell ata pensién, each bowl so tied in cotion doth
thatitcould be hungon the end of a stick. Mother
Pelletier ivalked swiftly, grasping the two sticks in
thc iniddle, being careful not to let her balaiiced
bowls slide cithcr way. It was so nice a feat to
keep this perfect balance, up hill and down, that
bhc never trustcd any companion with her prccious
flowered bowls and cream, which lefta sour trail in
the air, when she went to Ste. Anne.

The village was still the Beaupre road, wilh
houses stvung thickly each side of it and others
set upon the hillside having long ladders of steps
bcddcd in the ground for ascent to them.

The Frcnchraan has a love of outdoors alroosi
cqgiial to the Indian’s. His enves curve widely that
he mav sit under their shelter at diisk. All day
the Frénch-Canadian house stands exposed tlirough
andthrough to sunshine and flies; yet its lafiers
always glittcr with pearly whitewash or are clean
enough to have been ncwly cut out of white-wood,
and the broad-boarded floors seem too fair for the
tread of any dusty foot.

It is a humid country along the base of tlie
Laurentines, and little dust rises from the flmi-
smooth Beaupré road even when pilgrimages are
thickest. , ,

“ All day I think of Bruno,” said Alvine, as she
shifted thc baskct of luncheon, which she had u+
dcrtaken to carry, to the othciTiand, “ andofwhai
1 told you, madame, about the Montmorenci.

“ But he will never do that,” soothed Mother
Ursule, puffing along with her balanced freight
“ His mind flies from fancy to fancy. Bul- pra)
for him, my child, and he will be as he was before
this misfovtime.” .

“ Madame, if I could get him into my hands awo
Icad him safcly back to Quebec, it would be a I
off my heart.”

“ These great governrocnt palaces, where
put the unscttled pcoplc— |
things myself,”

do not
cleclared Mothci Ursulc.
woods and hills, and the river are

him than an iron gate.

hke suci

Did Simard’'swifc e
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tlie Pelletier children from
Quebec were twolve in num-
ber?”

“ Six boys and six girls,
madaine.”

“ I never have seen all that
faniily. But wc must watch for
them, and «alk himeward with
them, sincc it is ccrtain they
come to-day. Therc can not be
many such famiiies coming from
Quchecon thc pilgrim boat.”

As biisy asthc biisiest inarket,
Beaupré villagc swarmed with
crowds.

Ncarly all thc inhabitaiits
had hungout the sig?i, “ Maison
de pensién.” Two or thrcc
houses named thcmsclves the

boarding-houses of the good Stc, Annc. and one
pcnsion-keepei displaycd a sign coinical to any
eye that has not noted the Erench-Canadian
custom of explaining relationship on grave-
stoncs and other public tabicts— “ K. La-
chance, Epoux do Mademoiselle Mercicr.”"'

To this pension Mothcr Ursiile carried her
load of cream, exchanging compliments and
much rapicl chatter with the mistress, who had
kept thc housc before her inarriage and madc it
celebratcd among pilgrims.

m“ E. l«chancc, biisbard oi M;\dcmojscllc Mercicr.”



Alvine stood waiting on tlie gallcvy bchind the
imfailing blaze of gcranium pots. In front of her
was the narrow stroet paved with planks and bor-
dered by small shops and stalls full of things to

tcmpt hungry pilgrims, while above it rose the
terraced mountain.

In the pensién thcre was a ceaseless clatter of
Steel knives and forks and coarse crockery, and
maids ran about bumping each other, directed by
the shrill voicc of the mistress. The last of the
early pilgrims were gctting their breakfast. French
sentences, drawn out to a long, musical cadenee at
the encl, were accompanicd by the low mumbie of
devout persons who walked about the floors read-
ing in books of dcvotion. Every room in the
pensién, upstairs and down, except stall-like sleep-
ing closets, was uscd as a dining-room, each con-
taining a long oilcloth-covered table and two
woodcn bcnches.

Some boys in a cart carne along the Street wiih
bowls of wild, tiny hiU-strawbeirics for sale, and a
woman on the gallery, which indicated the second
story of her house, reached down and took a bowl
from the tips of a boy's fingers-

Madame Pelletier’s business being finished, she
liftccl the basket off Alvine’s arm, and they fol-
lowed a fingcr-board markecl “ Chemin de Pcleri-
nages,” * to the scpiare in frontof Ste. Annc’s buge
church.

To Alvine, who was used to the ancient splen-

' Pllgrim”~s Road.
tT hc firsi seuler's bulu
genson laying the first stone in 1637.

“ The site of the oid chapel ifl markecl hy a chapei baiflt with ihc oid maieriais.

church which was washed away by floods and ice.

doi's of Quebec, ihe two towers, with their dock
and sets of bclls and chimes, the figure of ihe
woman set aloft, and all that massive stone struc-
ture, were but a repctition of wbat she had bcen

taught to respect. Thcrc were two fountains play-
ing in the flagged space in front, and at the right
hand a row of sheds, shcltering tablcs and bcnches,
ofFcred a dining-place to the multitude of pilgrhrs
who brought their own food.

At the left, across Beaiipvé road, and a icv
steps up the mountain, stood that oid chape! of
Ste. Annc, which had its corner-stone laid in the

scvcnteenth century.f Farther up, and toward
the cast, Alvine could see a convent amonv
trecs.

Just as Mother Ursule, spent by her walk, and
Alvine, on halting ankle, ascended widc stonc
steps to cnter, a sounci of chanting carne from the
river.

“ See you,” said Madame Pelieticr, imlicaling
a causoway which sti-ctched three-quartcrs ofa
inile across the marsh strip to the river at lo"
tide. Two stcamers wcre discharging their loads.
The caiisen’ay was already black with figures, hH

Anolher iv.is liiiishetl iii 1660. Uio Vicomie

It is roughly finished wuhin, containing onlyak*

slained seatii and a bare-looking altar,and a gnaintiinagc of Sie. Annc, apparcndy of the time oi LouLs X1V .

" A handsomc ncw church was dcdlcatedi in xS/é-
and the relies and original omaments of the oid church.
Tracy; a»lver religuary and a painiing by Le Frangois,

and a boncofthe fingerofSte. Anne.”— Picinnsgue Cafiada.

To it uere removed the oid altar and pulplt,
Among ihesc are an aliar-plecc by Le
both ihe gift of Moiis.

hoth of the sevcnteenili ccnn”™>
Bnm, the gifc of the Marquis

de Laval; a chasuble worked by Annc of Austna,



ing its width solidly and pressiiig in a procession
Here poom!— Ciing, clnng!”
Around the angle of the Street carne thc pil-

«hich secmed endless toward the town.

and thcrc were white banners.

ONE OF THE

loiverv S™'ellcd high :n c’horus, suddenly in the

come«.mT »

icl seemcd to shake the ground:

fVRAMIDS OF CRCTCHES.

(SEH FALIE 425.1

“ Cling, clnng— boom, boom!

Cling, clang,

grims, stiil pouring from the
steamcrs, a miie of people filling
the Street: men, women, children,
their voices like many waters, the
bells rejoicing with boom and
clamor in constant repl)-.

Alvine turned away her face and
sobbcd, because as decp answering
to decp, thc secret places of her
religious nature responded to that
vast ci-y of human prayer.

It was a sight not of thiscountry
fior of thisage. It was medieval.
A stranger looking on would ex-
pect to see some knight in mail
ride down to the church door, and
Peter the Hermit stand forth and
lift his sackcluth-covered arms to
exhort the muititude.

Yet many ofthe pilgi-ims carried
common black valises.

There were sick people among
thcm who hoped to get good from
prayers in the church: cripplcs
on canes and crutche.s, the blind,
the consumptive, the dcforined.
A man on a litter was borne in thc
procession.

They pauscd on thc opposite
side of tlie square to chant, and
again at the church door. The
bells pealed and thc chorus rose :

“ Daignon, Sie. Aiinc.
A nous si borjoiir,

De vos enTan8
Agr'ez raniour,”

Ste. Atmc. A itoiissi

H- fA»S 1*.1.11] . Htt.

Suddcnly the great church was
filled, its rows of pillars swarmed
around, cvcn thc chapéis along its
sides rccciving an ovcr/low.

The altar blazed with lights.
An image of the good Ste. Anne,
thatkindlywoman who iscallcd thc
fniend of seamen and sufferers and

all distrcsscd persons, stood in thc aislé on a whitc

P~'estal hung around with gold hcarts. She hdd
a child on ono arm and a branch of lilics in her



PILCRISIS ANU S't'/RAKUERS.

other hand, her sweet and eiderly face being sel in son star banging in the alr— so fine was the «ire
faded hair. A lamp holding a flaine like a crim- which suspended jt— trcmbled near ber.



Glose by the church doors stood that oid rude
pulpit made for the earlier cliapel; and right and
left towered structures like many wheels of de-
crcasing sizes placed over each other on one tall
hub. These structures were fiill of crutchcs and
canes left by pcople who thought their prayei-s had
brought them benefit.

Alvine had no time to look up and around at
ex-voto tablets, reliquaries in shrines, and the
thousand objects collected in such a place. The
choir chanted; tlie people were at theirbriefdevo-
tions; they were flowing out with their valises to
tlie oating stalls — and again the bells burst forth,
another load of pilgrims «ere landing, and the
chant carne up from the river. So the pageant
went Ol all day — the whole of French Ganada
throbbing through that Street as through a great
artery, singing as they carne, singing as they de-
paried. Friends from remoéte corners of the two
provinces met each other. Cabs stood in aline by
the squave or jnstled in their rusli to the dock.
Boys bought cakes and leaned against the stalls to
cat thcm, and pensions were filled to their doors.

Alvine followed Mothcr Ursule to the oid chapel
up the hill, wherein the altar was like a gilt sar-
cophagus, and thin blue paint covered thc rough
seats; where Stc. Anne looked down from smoky
marine pictures daubed before American inde-
pendence was declarcd. And she followed to a
grotto in the blcak, slanting church-yard to pray
before a rcmindcr of the crucifixion. All the pre-
scribed rounds of devotion were followed.

About three o'clock, having their precious bot-
tles of water and oil in their hands and pilgrimage
badgcs on their breasts, the young pilgrim and the
older one sat down to a second luncheon, in the
eating sheds.

Some dark-skinned children were raiiged around
the table next to them, eating like locusts from a
luige black valise, the eldest of their nuniber dis-
tributing the victuals. She was a pretty girl of
fifteen, wearing chei-ry ribbons in her di-ess.

* There they are,” exclaimed Mother Pelletier
with conviction, risiiig from her bench. And she
was right. “ They” were the Pelletier children
from Quebec.

(To I>¢ coHcInded.)

THE BABY'S BEAD.

By Harriet Prescott Spofkoud.

I AM only a bit ofambcr
That dazzles the baby’s eyes;

But the light in my innermost chamber
Is the light of thc pristine skies.

Por ages ago, and ages,
When, far in the upper air,

Vast fivs, like oid archimages,
*Shed incensé cverywliere,

And, all'in the wide gray wcather

Which wrapped the whole round world,
Soleninly waved together

As the thick wnrm vapors curled,

In the siinshine’s suddcn bursting
| oozed from a topmost bough,

Ai” I drank that splendor thirsting,—
There is no such sunshine now!

And the wings that carne round me flashing,-
None hke them are fliittering here,—

I caught in my heavy plashing
And sealed in my shining spherc.

Oh, life that was wild and glorious
When the elements wrought for man,
And wave over fire victorious
Shapod thc carth to her ancicnt plan 1

Then the tides, in Ihc great world-changes,
Rose in their mighty turn,

Rolied over the fir-tree’s rangcs,
And the plume of thc giant fern.

And ages had past, and ages,
W hen the winds scooped thc deep sca-fioor,
And the seas in their storin-blown rages
Tossed me to light once more.

And now, half ajcst, it may be,
Halfa charm, you hang in your mirth
Round the throat of thc newborn baby
The oldest thing on carth !

~1
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DADDY JAKE,

By Joel

“THE rid-U-HANUS UISCI'SSEU THE

Chapter |II.

You may be sure there was trouble on thc Gas-
tén place when night carne and the children did
not return. They wcre missed at dinner-time; but
it frcquently happencd that they went offwith some
of thc plantation wagons, or with some of thc field-
hands, and so nothing was thought of their absence
at noon ; but when night fell and all the negrees
had returned from their work, and there was still
no sign of the children, there was consternation in
thc big house and trouble all ovcr the plantation.
The field-hands, returned from their work, dis-
cussed the matter at thc doors of their cabins and
manifested considerable anxiety.

Chandlf.r

THE RUNAWAY.

Harris.

MATTEH.

At first the house-servants were sent scuirjinj
about the place hunting for the truants. Then
other negroes were ptessed into service, until,
finally, every negro on the place was engagedm
the search, and torcbes could be seen bobbing up
and down in all parts of the plantation.
negroes called and called, filling thc air with theit
musical halléos, but there was no icply save from
the startled birds, or from the dogs, who
to take it for granted that evcryfaody was engag«
in a grand 'possiim hunt and added the strcngi
of their own voiccs to the general clamor.

W hile all this was going on, Mrs. Gastén ««
pacing up and down the long veranda
her hands in an agony of grief. Thcrc was



one thought in her mind— Xht river, the river!
Her husband in the midst of his own grief tried to
consolé her, but he could not. He had almost as
much as he could do to control himself, and there
was in his own mind — the river |

Tlie scarch on the plantation and in its vicinity
went on until nearly nine o’ciock. About that time
Big Sam, one of the plough-liands, who was aiso
a faraous fisherman, carne running lo the house
with a frightencd face.

“ Maister,” he exclaimed, “ de boat gone she
done gone!”

“Oh, I knew it!” exclaimed Mrs. Gaston__

“ the river, the ifiver !'”

"W ell!” said Dr. Gaston, “ the boat must be
fnund. Biow the horn.”

Big Sam seized the dinner-horn and blew a blast
that startlcd the echoes for miles around. The
negrees undei-stood this to be a signal to return,
and most of them thought that the children had
been found, so they carne back laughingand sing-
ing and went to the big house to sec the children,

“ Wh’'abouts you fine um, marstcr ?” asked the
foreman.

“They have n't been found, Jim,” said Dr.
Gaston, “ Big Sam says that tlie boat is gone
frem the landing, and that boat must be found
to-night.”

“ Marster,” said a negro, coming forward out of
the group, “ | seed a boat gwine down stream dis
mornin’. | wuz way up on de hill ”

“ And you did n't come and tell me ?” asked
Dr, (iaston in a severe tone.

“ Well, suh, I hollered at um, an’ dey ain’t make
no answer, an’ den it look like ter me 't wuz dem
t«o Ransome boys. Hit mos' drap out’n my min’.
An' den you know, suh, our chillun ain’t never had
nodoin’s likc dat — gittin’in de boat by dey own-
alono .«e'fan’ sailin’ off dat a-way.”

Well,” said Dr. Gaston, “ the boat must be
found. The children are in it. Where can we
get anothcr boat ?”

“ 1 got one, suh,” said Big Sam.

“ Me, too, marster,” said another negro,

“1hen get them both, and be qgiiick about it!”

“ Ah-yi, suh,” was the rcsponse, and in a mo-
ment the gioup was scattered, and Big Sam could
lie heard giving orders in a loud and an cnergctic
tafie of voicc. For once he was in his elemcnt.
ic could be foreman nn the Oconee if he could n’t
ta Ihc cotton-patch. He knew every nook and
ctamij. of the river for miles up and down; he

his fish-baskcts sunk in many places, and the
nfoi. limbs of many a tree bore the marks

"f i"is set-hooks. So for once he ap-
POtated himself foreman, and took charge ofaffairs.
cand Sandy Bill (so callee! owing to the peculiar

color of his hair) soon had their boats at the land-
ing. The other iicgroes were asscmbled there,
and the most of them had torchcs.

“ Marster,” said Big Sam, “ you git in my boat,
an’ let littlc Willyum come fer ter hoP de torch.
Jessc, you git indar wid Sandy Bill. Fling aarm-
ful cr liglu’ood in bofe boats, boys, kaze we got
ter have a light. and dey ain’i no tellin’ how fuv
we gwinc.”

The fat pine was thrown in, evcrything made
ready, and then the boats started. With one
swcep of his broad paddle, Big Sam sent his boat
into the raiddlc of the stream, and, managed
by bis strong and willing arms, the clurasy oid
batean became a thing of life. Sandy Bill was
not far bchind him.

The negroes usecl only one paddle in rowing,
and each sat in the stern of his boat, using the
rough but cffective oar first on one side and then
the other.

From a windotv, Mrs. Gastéon watched the boats
as they nent speeding down the river. By her
side was Charity, the cook.

“ Is n’'t it terrible ! ” shc exclaimed, as the boats
passed out of sight. “ Oh, what shall | do?”

“’'T would be migluy bad, Mist’iss, ~ dem
chillun wuz los’; butdeyain’t 110 mo’los’ dan 1 is.

an’ | 'm a-standin’right yer in de corndcr by disli
yer chcer.”

“ Not lost! Why, of course they are lost. Oh,
my darliiig littlc children !”

“ No 'm, dey ain’t no mo’ los’ clan you is. Dey
tiick dat boat dis mornin’, an’ dey went attcr ole
man Jake — dat’s whnr dey er gone. Dey ain't
gone nowhar eisc. Dey er in dat boat right now;

el



dey may be asleep, but dey er in dar. Ain’t | year
um talkiii’ yistiddy wid my own years? Ain’t i
year dat ar Marse Lucien boy 'low ter he sister dat
he gwine go fetcli ole man Jake back? Ain t |
miss a whole can full er biscuits ? Ain’t I miss two
er dem pies w’at | lei’ outdar in de kitchcn ? Ain’t
1 miss a great big hunk er light-bread ? An’ who
gwine dast ter take um less’'n it’'s dem ar chillun ?
Dey don't fool me, mon.. | 'm oneerde oldest rats
in de barn— lis dat!”

Chbarity’s tone was emphatic and energetic. She
was so confident that her theory was the right one
that she succeeded in quieting her mistress some-
what.

“ An’mo’’'n dat,” she went on, seeing the effect
of her rcmarks, “ dem chillun’ll come home yer
all safe an’ soun’. Ef Marster an’dem niggers don’t
fetch um back, dey 'll come deyse’f; an’ olcl man
Jake 'll come wid um. You min’ w'at 1 tell you.
You go an’ go ter bed, honey, an’ don’t pester
yo’se’f 'bout dem chillun. 1’'ll set up yer in de
cornder an’ nod, an’ keep iny eyes on w’at’s gwine
on outside.”

But Mrs. Gastén refused to go to bed. She
went to the window, and away down the river she
could see the red light of the torches projected
against the fog. It seemcd as if it were standing
still, and thc mother’s heart sank within her at the
thought. Perhaps they had found the boat—
empty ! This and a thousand other cruel sugges-
tions racked her brain.

But the boats were not standing still; they were
moving down the river as rapidly as four of the
stoutest arins to be found in the county could drive
tlicm. The pinc torches lit up both banks per-
fectly. The negroes rowed
more, when Big Sain said :

“ Marster, kin we sing some ?”

“ Does it scem to be much of a singing matter,
Sam ?” Dr. Gastén asked, grimly.

“ No, 5«h, it don’t; but singin’ he'ps ’long
might’'ly w'en youworkin’, mo' speshuallyefyouer
doin’ de kind er work whar you kin soi ter hit a lick
wicl de chufie — kinder kcepin’ time, like.”

Dr. Gastén said nothing, and Big Sam went on :

“ 'Sides dat, mareter, we-all useter sing ter dem
chillun, an’ dey knows our hollcr so well dat 1
boun’you ef dey wuz ter yearus singin’ an’ gwine
on, dey 'd hollcr back.”

“ W ell,” said Dr. Gaston, stiuck by thc suggcs-
tion, “ sing.”

“ Bill,” said Big Sam to the negro in the other
boat, “ watch out for me; |I'm gwine away.”

“You’'ll year fum me w’en you git whar you
gwine,” Sandy Bill rcplied.

W ith that Big Sam struckupasong. His voice
was dear and strong, and he sang with a will.

in silence a mile or

Oh, Miss Molindy, you erlotsioo sweet for me:
I cannotcome lo see you

Oniil my time isfree —
Oh, den 1 come ler scc you,

An’ lake you on my knec

Oh, Allss Maiincly, now don'tyou go away;
| cannotcome to see you

OniU some ynthcrday—
Ooh,

Oh,den 1°'ll come ter siay.

den | 'Il come ter scc you —

Oh, Miss Malindy, you is my only one;
1cannot come ter see you

Ontll de day Isdone —
Oh, den 1'llcome ter see you,

And we 'lihave n dcile fun.

Oh, Miss Malindy, my heartbclongs ter you;
I cannotcome ter see you

Oontll my ~vork is thoo'.
Oh, den 1 'll come lcrsee you,

I 'Il come in my canoe.

The words of the song, foolish and trivial as (hey
are, do not give the faintest idea of the melod)- t>
which it was sung. The other negroes joined in,
and ilie tremulous tenor of littlc Willyum was es-
pecially effective. The dcep dark woods on either
side scemed to catch up and echo back the plain.
tive strain. To a spectator on the bank, the sccne
must have becn an uncanny one — the songirilh
its heart-breaking melody, the glistening arms
and faces of the two gigantic blacks, thc flaring
torches, flinging their reflections on the sivirliiig
waters, the great gulfs of davkness bcyond — all
these must have been very impressive. But ihese
things did not occuv to those in the boats, least of
all to Dr. Gaston. In the minds of all therc was
but one thought — the children.

The negroes rowed on, keeping time to tlicir

songs. Their arms appearcd lo be as tirelcss as
machinery that has the impulse of steam. Pinally
Big Sam's boat giounded.

“ HoP on dar, Bill! ” he shouted. “ Waich

out!” He took thc torch from thc little negro
and held it over his head, and then behird him,
peering into the darkncss bcyond. Then he
laughed.

“ De Lord he’p my soull” he cxclaimcu; i
done clean fcrgit 'boiit Moccasin Slioals! Back
yo’ boat, Bill.” Suiting the action to thc ivord,
he backed his own, and they were soon away from
the shoals.

“ Now, den,” he said to Bill, “ git yo' boai m
line wicl mine, an’ hol’ yo’ paddlc in yo’ lap-
Then thc boats, caught by the current, moveii
toward the shoals, and one after the other touche
a rock, tiirned coinpletely around, and went sale)
down thc rapids, just as the children’s boat M
done in thc forenoon. Once over the shoals, big
Sam and Sandy Bill resumcd their oars and their
songs, and scnt the boats along at a rapid rate.

A man, sitting on the river bank, heavd tw



commg, and put out his torch by covering it with.
sand. He crouched behind the busiies andwatched
them go hy. After they had passed, he straight-
cncd himself, and remarked :

" Well, rilbc switchcd !” Then he relighted his
torch, and went on with his fishing. It was the
same man that Lucien and Lillian had seen.

The boats went on and on. With brief intci-vals
the negroes rowed all night long, but Dr. Gastdén
found no trace of his children. In sheer despei-a-
tioi!, however, he kcpt on. The sun rose, and the
negroes were still rowing. At nine o’'dock in thc
morning the boats entered Ross’s mill-pond. This
.Dr. Gastén knew was thc end of his journey. ]f
the boat had drifted into this pond, and been

TMJ? MJU.RK AND HIS CIfILDRISN,

carried ovcr the dam, thc children wcre either
tlrowncd or crushed on the rocks below, If their
wat had not entered the pond, thcn they had
een rescued the day before by some one living
ttcar tlic river,

It was with a hcavy hcart that Dr. Gastén
amled. And yet there were no signs of a tragcdy
Wy'vhcre near. John Cosby, thc miller, fat and
@*ny, stood in the door of the mili, his arms

"'atched the boats curiously. His
cmidrenwcre playing near. A file of gcese was
"narching down to the ivater, anda flock of pigeons

was sailing ovcrhead, taking their morning exer-
cise. Everything seemed to be peaceful and
serene. As he passed the dam on his way to thc
mili, Dr. Gastén saw that there was a hcavy head
nf water, but possibly not enough to carry a large
batean over; still — the children were gonc 1

The puzzlcdlookon the milicr’s face disappeared
as Dr. Gaston approached.

< well, thc gracious goodncss! ” he exclaimed.
“ Why, howdy,Doc.— howdy! Win-, I 'm right
down glad to sec you. Whichevcr aiT whichtiway
did you come ?”

“ My little children are lost,” said Dr. Gastén,
shaking the miller’'s hand. The jolly smile on
John Cosby’s face disappeared as suddenly as if it

had been wiped out with a spongc.

“Well, now, that 's too bad —
too bad,” he exclaimed, looking at
his own rosy-chcckecl little ones
standing near,

“ They wcre in a batcau,” said
Dr. Gastén, “ and I thought maybe
they might have drifted down here
and ovcr the mill-dam.”

The miller’s jolly smile appcared

again. “ Oh, no, Uoc.— no, no!
W hichcvev an’whichaway they went,
they never went over that dam. In

time ofa frcshet, thc thing might be
did; but not now. Oh, no! Ef it
lies betwixt goin’ over that dam an’
bcin’ safe, them babics isjest as safe
an’ soun’ as mine is.”
“ Ithink,” said Dr. Gastén, “ that
. they started out to hunt Jake, my
carriagc-driver, who has run away.”
“ Jake run away !” exclaimed Mr. Cosby, grow-
ing vcry red in the face. “ Why, the iinpident

scoundulll Hit ain’t bin three days sencc the ole

rascal wuz lierc. He come an’ 'lowed that some
of your wagons was a-campin’ out about two mije
from here, an’ he got a bushel of mcal, an’ said
that if you did n’t pay me thc money down | could

take it out in physic. The impident ole scoimdull!

An’ he was jcst as ’'iimblc-come-tumble as you
picase— a-bowin’an’a-scrapin’, an' a-howdydoin’.”
But the oid millcr’'s indignacién coolcd some-
what when Dr. Gastén bricfly told him of the in-
cideiit which caused the oicl negro to run away.

“ Hit soiter sticks in my gizzard,” he remarked,
“ when 1 hear tell of a nigger hittin’ a whitc man ;
but 1 don’t blame Jake much.”

“ And now,” said Dr. Gastén, “ 1 want to ask
your advicc. You are a lcvcl-hcaded man, and 1
want to know what you tliink. The children got
in thc boat, and carne down the river, There is
110 doubt in my mind that they started on a wild-
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goosc chase after Jake; but they are not on the
river now, fior is the boat on the river. How do
you account for that?”

“ Wcl!, Doc., if you want my nakcd beliefs
about it, | '11 give 'em to you, fa'r an’squar’. it'’s
my beliefs that them youngsters have run up agin
oid Jake somewhar up the river, an’ that they are

jest as safe an’ soun’ as you is. Them ’'s my

beliefs.”
“ But what has bccome of the boat?”
“ Well, 11l tell you. Oid Jake is jest as cun-

ning as any other nigger. He took an’took the
youngsters out, an’ arterwards he drawed the boat
outon dry land. He rightly thought thcrc would
be pursuit, an’ he did n't mean to be ketched.”

“ Then what would you advise me to do?”

asked Dr. Gastén.
The ofid man scratched his head.
“ Well, Doc., I 'm a-talkin’ in the dark, but it’s

my beliefs them youngsters 'll be at home bcfore
you can get thcre to save your life. Jake may not
be there, but if he’s found the boy an’ gal, he’ll
carry em safe homo. Now you mind what | tell
you.”

Dr. Gaston’sanxiety was too greatto permithim
to put much confidencc in the oid millcr’'s predic-
tion. What he said seemed reasonablc enough,
but a thousand terrible doubts hnd possession of
the father’s mind. He havdly dared go home
without the children. He paced up and down
before the mili, a most miserable man. He knew
not where to go or what to do.

Mr. Cosby, the millcr, watched him awhile and
shook his head. “ If Doc. don’t find them young-
sters,” he said to himself, “ he’ll go plum dee-
stracted.” But he said aloud ;

“ Well, Doc., you an’ the niggers must havc a
breathing-spcll. W< 'll go up to the house an’ see
efwe can’t find somcthin’ to eat in the cubbcrd,
an’ arterwards, in the time you are restin’, well
talk about findin’ the youngsters. Ifthere’s any
needccssity, 1’1l go with you. My son John can
run the mili e’en about as good as | can. Wc 'll go
up yan to 'Squire Ross’s an’ git a horse or two, an'
we 'll scour the country on both sides of the river.
But you 'vc got to have a snack of somethin’ to
eat, an’ you've got to take a rest. Human natuv’
can’t stand the strain.”

Torn as he was by griefand anxiety, Dr. Gaston
knew this was good advice. He gratefully ac-
ccpted John Cosby’s invitalion to breakfast, as well
ashisoffer to aid in the search for the lost chil-
dren. After Dr. Gastéon bad eatcn, he sat on the
miller’s poich and tried to collect his thoughts so
as to be able to form some plan of scarch. W hile
the two men were talking, they heard Big Sam

burst out laughing. He laughcd so loud and

heartily that Mr. Cosby grew angry, and wentinto
the back j'ard to see what the fun was about. In
bis heart the miller thought the negroes weic
laughing at the food his wife had set before them.
and he was properly indignant.

“ Well, well,” said he, “ what’s this 1 hcarr
Two higb-fcd niggers a-laughin’ beca’se their mas-
ter’s littie ones are lost and gone ! And has it
come tothis ? A purty pass, a miglity purty pass!”
Both the negroes grew very serious at this.

“ Mars’ John, we-all was des projickin’ wid one
an‘er. You know how niggers is w'en dey git
nuff ter eat. Dey feel so good dey 'bleegc ter
holler.”

Mr. Cosby sighecl, and turned away. “ Well,”
said he, “ | hope niggers 's got souls, but I know
right p’int-blank that they ain’t got no hearts.”

Now, what was Big Sam laughing at?

He was laughing because he liad found out
where Luden and Lillian were. How did he find
out? In the simplest manncr imaginable. Sandy
Bill and Big Sam were sitting in Mr. Cosby’s back
yavd eating their breakfast, while littlc Willyuni
was eating hisin the kitchcn. It was the first time
the two olcler negroes had had an opportunity of
talking together since they started from hoinc the
dav before.

“ Sam,” said Sandy Bill, “ did you see ivhardc
chillun landed w’en we come ’'long des a’tcr sun-
up dis mornin’?”

“ Dat | did n't,” said Sam, wiping his mouili
with the back of his hand— “ dat | did n't, an' cf
lhad I 'd a hollered out ter marster.”

“ Dat w’at | wuz fearcd un,” said Sandy Bill.

“ Feared er what?” asked Big Sam.

“ Fearcd you 'd holler at marster cf you seed
whar dey landed. Dat how come | ter run foul
cr yo' boat.”

“ Look yer, nigger man, you ain’'t done gone
'stractcd, is you ?”

“ Shoo, chile! don’'t talk ter me ’'bout gwmc
'stractcd. | got ez much sense cz Ole Zip Coon.”

“ Denwhy n't you tell marster? Ain’t yon done
sec how he troubled in lie min’?”

“ 1 done see dat, en it makc me feel bad; butict
folks got trouble, too, lots wuss’'n marster.”

“ Isdcy los’ der cliillun?”

“Yes— Lord! dey done los’ evc'ybody. bi"
marster ain't los’ no chillun yit.”

“ Den wat we doin’ way doivn yer ?” askeci Ug
Sam in an angry tone. .

“ Le'me tell vou,” said Sandy Bill, laying ”
hand on Big Sam’s shoulder; “ le’'mc tell
Right cross dar fum whar | run foul cr yo boatla
de biggest cane-brake in all crcation."”

“ 1 know ’'im,” said Big Sam. “ Dey culis m»
Hudson’s cane-brakc.”



‘mNow you talkin’,” said Sandy Bill. “ Well,
efyou go dar you 'll fin’ right in de middic er dat
canc-brakc a heap cr niggers dat you got 'quaint-
ancc wicl— Randall Spivey, an’ Crnzy Suc, an’
Cupid Mitchell, an’ Isaiah Little— dey er all dar;
an’ ole man Jake, he dar too.”

' ole

” Look yer, nigger,”

Sam exclaimed, “ how you
know?-’ n

I scnt ’iin dar. He come by me in de fiel’ an’
We rae he clone kilt de overseer, an’ | up an’ tell

I did, ‘Make fer Hudson’s cane-brake,' an’
(lar s right whar he went.”

B "as at this point that Big Sam’s hcarty laugh-

ter attracted the attention of Dr. Gastén and Mr.
Cosby.

“

Now, den,” said Sandy Bill, after the miller
had rcbuked them and returned to thc other sidc
of the house, “ now, den, e fl'd’a’showed marster

man JAK'B,

whar dem chillun landed, en tole 'im whar dey

he dar too."

wuz, he 'd 'a’ gonc 'cross dar, en seed dem niggers,
an' by dis time nex’ week ole Bill Locke’s niggcr-
dogs would 'a’ done rim um all injai!l. You kiioW
how marsteris. He think kazc he treat his niggers
right dat eve'ybody elsc treat der’'n des dat a-wny.
But don’t you worry 'bout dem chillun.”

W as it possible for Sandy Bill to be mistaken ?

(To bocoddude:i.}



W hen purple clusk fell on the sea,
And the white moon looked in at me,
W here, wakcful and alone, 1 lay,

W atching linshapcn shadows play

In huddling groups beneath the eaves;
And fears, that childish fancy weaves
Of airy nothing, banishcd sleep,

A step upon the stairway steep

Made gladness blossom out of fear; —
The step of my enchantress dear !

She carne and sat upon my bed;
An aureole-ring was round her head,
Of golden light— her own bright hair,
Falling in wavy crinklcs fair

v Upon her shoulders — while she told
Tale aftcr tale, that secmed to foid
My life in wonder-robes complete,

Wrappcd in romance from head to feet.

She waved her wand ; rare folk she knew
One after one camc gliding thvough

The raftered attic’s vista dim

W hat pencil could their portraits limn,
Their motlcy grouping?— Knights in mail.
And rescued ladies, lily-palc,

Fairy and giant, dwarfand sprite,

W alked in procession down the night.

Little Bo-Peep ; Red Riding Hood ;
The Babes that wandered in thc wood :



Bold Humpty-Dumpty, hobbling after

Hop o’ my Thumb, with elfin laughter;

And Mothcr Hubbard — dog and dame

With slippered Cinderclla carne ;

Jack trailcd along his beansialk vine ;

Aladdin and his lanjp were mine;

Briar-Rose, half-waked, siniled on her Prince —
How lame are story people since !

The patchwork qiiilt that covered me
Was like the enchanted tapestry
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Of Eastcrn tales; for in my dreams

I walkecl by unknown shores and strcams,

W here trccs could talk, and inagic lights
Dropped splendor from thc Arabian Nights.—
She made thc far-offseem so ncar!

My goldcn-liaircd enchantress dear!

And more she stirred iny fiedgling wings,
And lcd my flight to loftier things

Than fairy-fancics ever shapcd:

From carth together we escaped,

/1



And cauglu the glance, and heard the song
Ofscraph and archangcl strong,

And knew there was no near fior far:—
The world we lived on was a Star !

Hei- elf-lancl mists mclt not away :
Their lambent tints around me play,
Now 1 am oid. Her clear blue eye,
That sccmed an opening to the sky —
The heavon that makes of carth a place
Worth iiving in, unfolding space
Ofspirit-realms — ithaunts me still,

W akening the oid ecstatic thrill.

She gavc me what no queen could give;
Keys to the secret, How to Live.



THE BIRD THAT NEVER KNEW HE

By Alice Wellington Rollins.

‘W hat doyou supposc he can be at?”
The little bird hopped and hopped
Around the spot where the artist sat
At his work, and never stoppcd.
Straight to the easel at last he flcw;
Perchcd on the top without more ado,
W ith his quizzical little head on one side,
He asked (though of fright he nearly died),
‘What are you trying to do?”

'"lam trying,” thc arlist politely said,

“ To catch your lineaments, sir.”—

Catch! 'twas enough i the little bird fled,
Fast as he could, with a whiz and a whir,

Far up to the hithest blue.

And his little lai ;h floated down as he flew,
Forhecriedin erision, “ Ha, ha ! catchwi'."
But, ncver”™eh ;s, he was caught, you see; —

Here he is, on th 5page, for you.

/
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ANCIENT AND MODERN ARTILLERY.

By Lieutenant W. R. Hamilton.

IN these days of wonderful camién,— dynamite,
Gatling and machine guns,— we ave hkely to forget
the contrivances used by the soldievs of ancient
times for throwing projectiles great distanccs, or
for ljattcring down walls ; — or if we think of the
mattcr at all, it is with considerable scorn when

we compare thcm, as wc must do, with the great
and powerful guns of modern limes. Neverthe-
less, the machines used by the ancients for warlike
purposes wcre very powerful, quite ingenious, and
to some extcnt even wonderful. Let us consider
them for a moment before turning to the great
guns of the present time.

In its widest and truest sense, thc word Artillery
is used to designate every engine of war for use on
the feld of battle in throwing projectiles or bat-
tcring down walls. The first and earliest mention
of them in history is found in the Bible, where, in
Il. Chronicles, chapter xxvi., verse 15, it is re-
cordcd that Uzziah, King of Judah, made engines
to be put on towcrs and to discharge stones. The
simplest engines used wcre battering-rams, for
destroying the walls of towns and cities. These
battering-rams were so called from the habit of
the rain to butt with its head, which mode of at-
tack was iraitatcd by the engine of war. The
technical liame for a battcring-ram was Behcr,
and thc rams were of three general classcs. The
first wcre quite rude, and consistcd only of a large
strong beam with its front end, orhcad, covered
with iron. A number ofsoldicrs carried this beam
on their shoulders toward a wall, and when thc>'
rushed forward, thc iron head of the beam would
strike with great forcé against the masonrj’. But
of course tlic beam could not be very large, or it
would be too heavy to carry ; so the second class
carne into use. A long beam was fixcd securely
several fcct from the ground on two or more sup

ports, and from this beam was loosely suspended

a much larger and hcavier one with an iron liead.

This machine was placed ciése against the wall,

and the suspended beam, being drawn back and

then released, would swing forward with great

forcé. The third class cost the most, and w.rs, of

course, more powerful than the others. In lliis,

the beam was mounted on a number of little

whcels, which travcled in grooved tracks laid for

them, leading up to the wall. It can readily be

sccn that in this class the beam could be made

of any size or weight, and that when pushed by

a large number of strong soldiers, thc cnoimous

machine would travel with great velocity and

strike the wall with terrible forcc. But tbhc dc-

fcnders on the top of the wall could easily ilirow

down davts and arrows to kill the soldiers, and

great rocks or bowlders to criish the rams. So

the besiegers and the ram were protected by a

strong roof and walls which were fastcncd to Uie

axles of the little wheels and thus always covcred

the rara and the soldiers, since the covcr tr;n'eled
with the machine, and indecd was p.art of it

As to the power of these engines of war, lusKity

has preservad for us several very intercsting cx-

araples. The Kmpcror Vespasian, during Ue

siege of Jcrusalcm, built a ram having a bras?

head as large as ten men. It was armed >l

twentv-hve

horns, «cb

the sizcofa

man’sbody,

while  the

weight of

the  benro

was 150,000

poiinds,tliai

is, seventy-

five lons.o’

about lhrce

times tho

hciglil ofan

ordinarylo-

cnniotive.ll

took thrcc

hundred
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mulcs lo draw it, and fiftecn hundred t'® °
opérate it. Now, the momentum or moving P



of a body is measitred by the product of its
weight and its vclocity. Therefore if this ram,
ivlieii worked against a wall of stone, was moved
at tlie ratc of two fcet a second (a modérate es-
timate), its forcé on strildng che wall would
be 300,000 pounds, which would be exactiy the
same as the forcé exertcd by a weight of 300,000
pounds in falling from a height of one foot. That
is, it would exert greatcr powcr than any gun or
cannon invented up to the year 1860. Thesc bat-
tering-rams were probably as effective in knocking
do'vn a wall or staving in the side of a ship as the
best inodern cannon, but for making a breach, the
guns are far superior. Such was the solidity and
ihickness of the walls of Jerusalem that, Joseplius
teils Us, it took all of one night for this battcring-
ram to dislodge four stones !

Vitruvius has left iis the descripcion of a ram
weighing 480,000 pounds; but probably the most
ccicbratcd of all the ancient moving-tower rams
was that constructed by Demetrius Poliorcetes at
the siege of Rliocles. The base of the tower was
seveiity-fivc feet square. The rain itself was an
assembiy of large square beams resting on whecls
in size proportioned to the weight of the structure,
and all rivetcd together with iron. The felices of
the wheeis were three feet thick and strengthened
"ith iron piales. From each of the four angles of
ilie tower a large pillar of wood was carried
iip to a height of 150 feet, and these pillars
were mclined toward one another. The tower had
thrce stories, communicating by two staircases
each. Three sides of the machine were plated
with iron to ])rotect them against fire. In front of
each story there were loop-holes, screened by
leather curtains, to keep out davts, arrows, etc.
Each story was provided with machines for throw-
ing iarge stones and darts ; and in the lowcr story
was the ram itself, thirty fathoms long, and fash-
ioned at the end into an iron beak, or prow, The
entile machine was moved forward by 3500 soldiers.

But it can easily be understood that among so
many men some must be more or Icss exposed to
'he enemy’sdarts and arrows; and so, to drive the
enemy from the walls and open places, to break
the roofs of his houscs, and otherwise annoy him,
machines were neccssavy for throwing missiles,
Itom small darts up to huge bowldcrs. All these
wereincludedinulLTthe general Afame, Tormenta;
and the catapult may be said to have been the
-atliug gun, and the Ballista, the siege cannon of
licaucicnts; while the Onager, the Scorpion, the

icbuchet, the Mangonel, and othcrs variously
namcd, all were varietics of one or another of

ISO classes. They reccived special iames bc-
«itsc it ivas fancied they possessed some charac-
finstic of the animal after svhich they were named.

Thus, the Onager is the wild ass of the desert,
which kicks up showers of small stones with its
hind feet when pursued; and the machine called
the Onager flung showers of small stones by a sort
of kicking action. The Scorpion fiung showers
of poisoned darts. All varieties of the Catapult
flung showers of small stones, darts, arrows, jave-
lins, etc., while all varietics of the Ballista flung
but one large stone, or large clart, at a time or
single discharge. But the motive power was the
same in all, and was obtained either from weights
or from springs, made of cords of hide or sinews,
stretched or drawn back by levers. The powcr
thus produced was somctiines very great. Weights
as great as 1200 pounds could be thrown a distancc
ofSooyards. Think ofthat,— a power great enough
to throw a big horse a distance of over halfa mile!
It is surprising, is it not?

These machines were carried about with the
armies ; but often the largestwere built before the
besieged walls; and when the anny moved away
these were taken apart and transported in pieces.
Besides throwing great stones, the ballista was
often uscd to burl fire-pots and red-hot iron balls
over the walls into the city, to set fire to it. The
fire-pots were filled with resin and the wonderful
composilion known as Greek fire. This latter was
made of naphtha, pitch, and sulphur; and, once
lighted, it could not be put out, even by water. It
was used against fleets; and the whole surface of
a harbor was sometimes covcred with the blazing
mixture, so that vessels could escape it only by
sailing away,

Notwithstanding the great forcé with which the
ballista and catapult threw projectiles, there was
wonderful accuracy in their aiin. Joscphus tells
us that he himself saw the head of a man taken
off and carried more than six hundrcd yards by a
large stonc thrown from a ballista. Again, it is told
that during the siege of Palmyra, the Emperor
Aurelian, on visiting the outer trenches of his
army, was exposed to a storm of fierce invective
and bittcr sarcasm from the garrison assembled
on the walls. One of the enemy was particiilarly
cxasperating. A soldier in charge of a catapult
offered to rid the emperor of the foul-moiithcd
fellow. The emperor conscntcd, the catapult was
discharged, and a huge arrow going swift and
straight to the mark, hit the man in the breast
and passed through his body, killing him instantiy.

Now let US pass at once over two thousand
years, and consider the wonderful artillcry of mod-
crn times.

So great and marvcloiis are the powcrs and the
effects of gunpowder and the huge cannon of
to-day, that it seems hard to decide which wonder
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] should first describe.

Let us commence with
machine-guns,” as they are tcnned. These are
guns which, by means of mcchanisin or machinery,

rapidly discharge a great many bullets. The
best, as well as thc earliest, machine-guns,
are American invcntions. The Gatling gun
is thc invencion of Dr. Gatling, a Citizen of
Hartford, Conn.,wherealsothemanufactory
is situated. It consists of a numbcv of rifle-
barrcls— gcnerally ten— airangedaround a
central shaft. At the rear of thc barréis
is a casing of metal containing thc breech mechan-
ism. Onc man holcls a case containing cartridgcs
over an aperture of the casing, and they drop in
and fit themselvcs in the barréis. Another turns
a crank which rcvolves and thereby operatcs
the mecchanisin inside, so that as each barrel
comes underneath, it is dischavged, and thc
empty cartriclge-shell thrown out. When the man
turns the crank twice around he has discharged
all the barréis; and as he can turn the crank, if
he be adroit, two or three times a second, it is pos-
sible to discharge as many as one thousand shots a
minute. Of course no gun can be fired so rap-

idly very long, for thc barréis would get too hot, and
all the paris becomc so fouled with soot and gas as
tojam together. Only acentuvyago, it was thought
wondcrful that a regiment in the armyof Fred-

evick the Great of Prussia could load and fire six
times a minute. As there are one thousand mcn in
a regiment, it will be seen that six of these guns,
requiring only five men each — thiity, all told —
to opérate them, could do as much firing as onc
thousand men, one hundred years ago. Indecd,
the amount of work accomplished is much grealer,
since the Gatling gun throws its leaden bullets a
thousand yarcls, and Kkills at that clistance, uliilc
the oid flint-lock of the Prussians was usclcss for
any range grcater tlian two hundred yarcls.

The Nordenfcldt and Gardner guns are nia-
chine-guns in which the barréis are horizontal and
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in one plafe, instead of mountcd together in cyliii-
clrical form as in the Gatling. But the most won.
derful gun of all is the Maxim gun. This is
actually a weapon that loacls and shoots by itself.
Think of how astonished the ancients would have
becn if suddenly confronted with one of thcsc
machines, a half-raile away from thcm, slrilcing
down their men with imperceptible missiles!

It is well known by every boy that when lie
fires a gun or pistol it gives a backward jiimp.
This is called the “ recoil,” or, as the boys term
it, the “ kick” j and it is this forcé that is m.tde
use of in the Maxim gun. The gun consists,

CATAI'ULTS.



uniike the rest, of but a single barrel and a
brecch mechanism. A long strip holding
cartridges is put in position, the hammer
jck'ased against the first cartridge, and a

CAI'LINQ FIELO *GUN,

cartridge is thus fired. The recoil strikes a pin,
‘'vhicli puts another cartridge in position, fires
it and casts out thc oid shell, and the next recoil
is utihzed in the same way. This is repeated until
all the cartridges are gone. It is possible to fire
as many as 666 cartridges, only the first having to
be fircd by hand; the gun automatically discharges
ail 'he rcst.

The fanious Mitrailleusc, used by the French in
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thc Franco-Prussian war, fired cigluy-five car-

tridges at once; but they all went nearly to the

same mark, and, once discharged, it rcquired some

time to load thc gun. The ncw machine-guns
havc a motion from sitie
to sido, so that their fire
swceps over a widc stretch
ofground and is practicaliy
contimious. Going a step
furthcr, we have what are
called revolving cannon,
as thc famous Hotchkiss —
another American invcn-
tion. These are cannon
similar to Inige rcvolvers,
and throw shells from a
half-pountl up to thirty-two
I>ounds in weight, and dis-
charge five to twclve shots
a minute,

All cannun are divided
into these general classcs;
ist, Fieid-guns, or cannon
which aie light and can
be carried about by an

army wherever it goes. Tiiese rarely throw shclls
of over eighteen pounds in weight. 2d. Siegc-
guns, which are too largc to be moved rapidly,
but still may be carried from place to place in
special wagons, cars, or boats constructcd for
them, and used in laying sicge to places. These
throw shot or shell from eighteen up to two hun-
dred pounds in weight. jd. Sea-coast guns, or
pcrinnnent guns. These are too large to bo
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moved about, and are moimted
on special carriages in sca-coast
or other large forts. They tlirow
projectiles of from loo pounds up
to 3300 pounds, and require the
aid of stcam and elcctricity in
loading and firing.
As an example of field-guns, a
new gun which hasjust been madc
for the United States army is per-
liaps thc finest in the world. It
is made of steel, andweighs less
than eight hundred pounds. It is
mountcd on a Steel carriage and
thvows a thirtcen-pound shell, rc-
quiring a charge of three and one-
quarter pounds of powder, It
will throw this shell, which is a
little more than three inchcs in
diameter, over seven thousand
yavds— thatis, about four miles —
with terrific puwer and wonder-
ful accuracy.
As yet, in the United States,
we have no siegc or sea-coast
guns which will compare favor-
ably with the Inige monsters found
in European countries. There are
a few in thc navy, and it will not
be long before we shall have in
the army many guns which will be
quite as good as anything of the
kind abroad, and perhaps even
better.
| said that these huge guns rc-
quire steainand electricity to opérate them. Letus
see. Some of these cnormous Steel shellswcigh 3300
pounds— about cqual to the wcigbt of three horscs.
They aresix feet high, and as large around as aman.
The gun which fires them is called a 138-ton gun,
because it wcighs 138 tons. It requires one thou-
sand pounds of powder to load the gun once. Now,
think what a terrific weight 138 tons— 276,000

GAKDNER CUN ON DIIiCK.

pounds — is to movc about. Yet, to aim thc gun,
it must be moved about. And as it talcos some
time to load it, all the gunncrs would be picked
off by sharp-shooters if they were not protecicci.
So the gun has to be moved down behind a
wall or rampart while it is loaded, and then iaiseti
up again tobe fired. Only steam

candothis. Again, such a weight

EIGHT-INCH DVNAMITE CUN.
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as 3300 pounds of Steel and looo pounds ofpowder
can be lifted and inserted in the gun only by the
help of steam. The noise of the discharge and the
dangcr of cxploding looo pounds of powder are so
great that it is not safe for a man to fire one of
these huge guns ciése by, as he could fire a small
onc. So electricity is brought into play, and the
powder ignited by means of the electric sparlc.
Now, let US mcasure the powcr of thesc huge
machines. A foot-ton :s the forcé with which one
ton raiscd one foot, and then let fall, would strike the
grotind ; or the forcé with which onc pound raised
two thousand feet from the groimd would excrt in
faliing that distance. Now, the forcc, or cnergy,
cxorted by a pvojectile from onc of thesc huge guns
is more than 57,000 foot-tons at a distance of 1000
yards from the gun. Very fcw of us can under-
sland what a tremendous powcr this is; but if we
wcre to takc the Obclisk in Central Park, and
carry it bodily to the very top of the spire on
Trinity Church, and then let it fall, it would strike
Broadway with far lIcss forcc; still it would be
sufficient to crush any building on which it sho'uld
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happen to fall. These great guns, if they could
be givcn the proper elevation on board ship,— that
is, if the construction of war-ships allowed the
inuzzle of the gun to be pointed iipward suffi-
ciently,— could throw their shclls from far outside
of Coney Island into the hcart of New York City,
to crush whatever the missile might strike. Yet
this distance is ovcr tweive miles. If onc such
projcctile could retain the velocity with which it
leavcs the gun,— 2000 feet a second,— it would
rcach the moon, 270,000 miles distant, in cight
daj's. Yet, wonderful as are these guns, the liniit
of their power is not yet rcachcd; and in a few
years more, the present wcapons will appcar small
beside the new ones to be constructed. Before
long there will be guns to fire shclls charged with
dynainite or other high explosivcs, so that nothing
can withstand the bursting shclls.

These guns will add to the horrors of war, faut
some philosophcrs are of the opinién that itisonly
by making war so frightful thathuman beings can-
not endure its terrors, that the Millenniuin will be
brought about.
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By Elisateth Abercrombie.

1 SUPPOSE there is hardly a littic boy or girl
throiighout our land who has not heard the fiame
of Frederick the Great.

He was born in Berlin more than one hundred
and fifty years ago, but, although he lived in a
palacc and was the son of a king, there are feiv
people in the world more miscrably unhappy than
he was for the first twenty-five years of his life.

From boyhood, he had the great misfortune to
be hated, instead of loved, by his father, who was
cruel, despotic,and vitlent(if notofunsound mind),
and so this poor young Frederick was a witncss of
many strange scenes within ihe palace walls.

In the middle of his dinner, platcs were some-
lilnes hurled at his head; occasionally he was even
kicked and dragged round the room by the haii’,
and once the oid king, finding his son practicing
upon thc fute, in a rage snatched the instrument
away and snapped it in two across the astonished
boy’s shoulders!

I have not time to tell you all the cruel things
this unnatural father did to his son, but, at last,
inattcrs bccame so unpleasant at home that the
young prince resolved to run away.

Being overtaken, however, he was thnist into
prison; and, more cruel than all, he was compelled
to watch from a window in thc prison the execu-
tion of the kind young friend who belped him to
make his escape !

At the age of twenty-eight, the oid king having
died, Frederick himself became King of Priisdn.

Up to thistime he had never been allowed to liave
anything to do with the govcrnmecent of his country,
but had occupied himself in studying thc language
and literatuie of Francc and in writing books.

Now his pen was laid aside for the sword, and
he busied himself in building up the power o( his
kingdom. All hisencrgies were given to this end.

I-le was so industrious that he wovked tucnt)
hours out of the twenty-four. He was so fiiigal
— as far as he himself was concerncd — tliat he
wore the same oid snuffy yellow waistcoat year
after year, and when he died he was actually btiricd
in his valet’s shivt, because he did not possvss a
presentable one of his own !

But, although he left no rich garmcnts behind
him, he left something better, 1 think,— a nnmc.
He had become Frederick the Great!

He had increascd his armies, his territorics. and
the number of his siibjccts. He had built magnifi-
cent palaccs, in which members of the royal fattiih
of Prussia are living at the present day.

He had encouraged the ai'ts and scicnccs, had
approved freedom rather than tyranny' among his
people, and had pcrmitted no pcrsecution on ac-
count of religion.

Our own Washington aroused his heartiest ad-
miration. In proof of this, he sent a Prussian sword
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of honor to Mount Vernoii, with the inscription,
" From the oldest General to the Greatest.”

Il was thisfamous king, then, whose life was once
saved by thc devotion of a little boy whom the
king befricndcd, and this is how it happened.

One winter, when the Prussian tvoops were sta-
tioned in Drcsdcn, during the Sevcn Years’ War,
tho king made it his habit to walk out every morn-
iiig Gii the tcrrace along the river bank.

He was pacing back and forth one day, according
10his usual custom, when a wrctched-looking little
boy stoppcd before him. The child was a ragged
little fellow, and held in his arms a box almost as
big as himself,

“'Oh, sir, woitidn’'l you like to see my mario-
ncttes?” asked the boy in his simple fashion.

SAVED THE KINO.
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“ Antonio, sir,” was the answcr, “ | am a Sav-
oyard. The marionettes are from Savoy, too. We
go through the worid together, and wlien we have
earned enough moncy to live on, we are going home
again, and then 1 hope that 1 can learn to play on
thc flute!”

“ Aro you so anxious, then, to become a musi-
cian ?” asked the king, more and more charvn to
the child.

Such a look of longing carne over the little iip-
turned face, that it was pitiful to see it.

“ | always practico on my willosv whistle,” said
Antonio ; “ but that’'s not like a real instrument,
you know. A real flute costs too much for me,”
he added, with a sigh,

Perhaps the king remembered how much pleas-

OH, SIK, WOULD N't YOU LIKE TO SRS MY MARIONETTES?' ASKKD THB OOV IN |Illg SIMPLE PASHIOK,"

The king, siniling, asked if they were in thatbo.x.
Yes, and they can perform very well. They
tan dance; shall 1 show them to \ou, sir?” eagerly
repcated the boy.
The king gently shook his head. He had no
'vish to see the marionettes, but the little boy intcr-
«led him, and the king asked his fiame.

urc he himself had found in his flute when a boy.
At all cvents, he said :

“ Well, Antonio, if you are industrious and will
prove that you really wish to learn, you shall be
taught by a thoroughly good teacher, and by and
by you shall have a flute of your own to keep.
How will that do ?”

9 (i
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You may imagine how happy the littie Savoyarcl
was at that. Seizing the king’s hand in his small
bro'vn paws he kissed it again and again, and
then an appointment was made for him to come
to che palacc the next day, in order that the whole
mattcr might be arranged.

The next morning Antonio walked into the
courtyarcl of the palace with pricle and happiness
in his heart.

He was taken in charge by the Court Caficlmeis-
ier, who had been given orders to see \s-hether the
child really possessed any musical talcnt.

His report was most favorable, and from that
day Antonio had his heart's desive.

He studied well, and made such progrcss that
soon he was allowed to play daily before the king.

All this kindness aroused the deepest gratitude
within the boy’s heart. He almost worshiped the
king, and longed to give proofof his devotion.

Strangcly enough an opportunity carne in a
very short time.

One cvening Antonio noticcdan unusual amount
of whispering among the servants of the palacc,
who seemed to be holding a consultation.

Feeling sure that something must be wrong, he
took care to rise early the next morning, and to
hidc himselfin adark céorner of the kitchen, where
he could see without being seen.

He had along time to wait, but at last he saw
one of the cooks coming by with a folded paper in
his hand. At first he thought it a letter; but it
was very curious that when the man opened it a
fine white powder carne sifting out, and fell straight
into a pot of chocolate that
happened to be standing
on the table, ready to
be carried in to
King Fredcrick.

Out carne the
littie Savoyard
from his dark

HOW ANTONIO SAVED THE KING.

cérner, and in a State of the grcatest exciteir.cnl
rushed off to the lIdng’s apartmecnt.

“ Oh, sir!” he gasped, forgctting his nianncrs
and the respect due the prescnce ofthe king. *“ Oli,
sir, do mind what 1 say— refuse the chocolate this
morning. It will kill you — they havc put poison
in it— | saw them — 1 saw them !”

Then, ascalmlyashe could, Antonio told his story
to the king, and as he ended breakfast carne in.

At almost the same momecnt carne a general to
hold a council with his majesty. The king grceted
him with tranquillity. No one would havc known
he had just learned of a plot against his life.

Prcsently the scrvant pourcd out a cup of choco-
late and offered it to the king.

Fredcrick eyed him so sharply that the man
trembled and grew palo.

 What ails you? ” asked his inaster in a quid
voice. “ Areyouill?”

“ No, your majesty — but— I — I -~ "

“ Possibly if you drink a rnp of this warni clmcu-
late it may do you good,” cricd the king.

The scrvant thrcw himself at the king’s fcct.

“ Mevcy, your majesty; mercy !” he cricd.

“ Wrctched man !” answered the king. “ This
cup is poisoned !------- "

The man protcsted that the powder would only
have made his majesty imconscious, that it «ouid
liave done no real harm. f{'or answer, the king
gave the chocolate to a dog. The poor bruto liad
scarcely taken it, when it began to siiffer, and soon
was dead. The servant then oonfessed.

The king’'s charity to the helpless Savoyard

had made for liimself a fricnd
whose shrewdness and dc-
votion defeatcd the
cunning of the
assassins. And
that was how
Antonio saved
the king.



THE COB FAMILY AND RHYMING EBEN.

By Fanny M. Johnson.

Two little giris, Amelin .md Nettie, and their
brother Chris, lived with their parents in a small
I>ro\j)) house under the shadow of a mountain.
*bey had few playthings, for this was a quarter
nf a cuntury ago, and in New England. They
had never even droamed of a rocking-horse, a
velncipedo, fior a wax-doll,— and had ncvcr seen a
e-'hristmas-tree!

Their playthings were wooden blocks — which
scrved as pupils when they “ kept school” — and

such triflcs as country children can find in the
woods and pastures or about thc farm.

* Father, thc Indian mcal is 'most gone,” said
their mother, one day.

“ Well,” rcplicd their father, “ I '11 shell some
out to-day, and sicd it in to mili to-morrow.”

In so quict a home, com-shelling was diversion
for thc children, and, besides, there was always a
big pile of corn-cobs, material for building cob-
houses on thc floor; or, still better, the two girls



could make corn-cob dolls. The dolls had neither
arms for legs, it is truc; but iinagination easily
supplied these.

W hile one sister raii for the box ofcalico-scraps,
the other found her work-box and also pickcd from
tlie hcaith some nice shaip bits of charcoal to draw
the dolls’ faces.

“ Don’'t get in your father's way!” said the
mothcr. So the little ones settlecl down in the
cérner beyond the tall dock.

Thcir mother brought a wash-tub and set beside
it an olcl chair without a back. Upon the chair
she putan oid bavn-shovel, its cdge projecting over
thc tub. Then the dry corn was carried in.

A cushion was put over the shovel on the chair,
and upon this their father sat, scraping the kernels
of corn from the cobs by drawing thcm firmly over
the eclge of the shovel.

The corn ratticd merrily into thc tub, and the
discarded cobs soon formed a large pile. The
children crept from their corner and picked up the
cobs. The little girlsmade dolls, while their brother
prefeired to build cob-houses.

“ Make me an Injun doli, 'Melia, won'tyou?”
said Chris. “ 1'm going to build a fort, and 1
must have an Injun to put on guard.”

“ Wcil, go out in thc chicken-house and bring
mo in some feathers and I will,” said Amelia.

“ Nettie, you go, picase,” suggested Chris.

Ncttic was gcnerally the one who went. It was
the penalty she paid forbeing always good-natured
and willing.

She broughtback a fine bunch of feathers; short
while feathers from thc oid setcing-hen’s nest, gray
and speckled plumes from the Cochin's pcrch, and
splendid, long, black and green feathers with bluc
and gokl flashes of light in them, that oid “ King
Colé,” thc roostcr, had distrilnited about the
poultry-yard.

A large cob was selected for the Indian sachem.
The knob at the end of thc cob was painted by
Amelia in her fiercest style, for the savage’s face.
The talicst feathers were fastened for a head-dress
at the top-knot, and a piece of rabbit-skin, dressed
with thc fur on, was swathed around thc figure for

a blankct. When all was done Chris was highly
pleased with this representation of an Indian
chief.

Nettie had been busy dressing a large family of
cob-dolls in baggy drcsscs of various hucs of calicd,
madc of straight picccs of cloth sewed with asingle
seam, andoncdrawing-thrcad to designate the ncck,
and another the waist-linc. Amelia, the artist, fin-
ished them by supplying thc charcoal features and
sewing a bright flanncl turban about thc top in
lieu ofhair.

In the mcantime the cob-pile was growing to

great dimensions, and the corn keinels ratticd aiid
showered into the tub.

“ Now, let’smake a ‘ party doli,
and dress her in our tissue-paper,”

A few sheets ofcolored tissue-paper that had been
given them by an aunt were among their choiccst
ircasures. The making of a dress from their finest
blue tissue, and a cloak and scarf ofthc pink, kept
thc little girls busy till late in the afternoon. They
were aroused from the pleasing work, at last, by
the opening of thc kitchen door, and by Chris’s
cxclamation;

“ Oh, here’'s Eben!”

The corn-scraping stopped for a minute, ihc
mother laid aside her knitting to offer the calLr a
chair, and the children all jumpcd up with delight
and ran toward an odd-looking man who cntcrecl
the room, and, swinging a laclen bag from his
shoulders, set it upon thc floor.

He was a man betwecn fifty and sixty years of
age, tall, bnt prematurcly bent forward by much
stooping, and cliinbing, and carrying of burdens
among the mounlains. When he took off liis
coon-skin cap a shock of thick, curly gray liaii
stood up straight all over his head. His dotbes
were clcan, but patched and re-patched to thc lasi
dcgrcc, and his trousers were tucked into a pair of
stout, horac-made boots that carne to his knces.
He had a long, thin face, the expression of «hich
would have been very solemn but for a gootl-nat-
ured twinkle of the eyes. This man lived alone
in a house that hehadbuilt upon thc moiiiitain.
and, for reasons that will soon appear, the children
thought him thc most entertaining and delightful
pcrson of their acquaintance.

He took the chair that Mrs. Jones offercd liim.
and answered her civil iiiquirics as to his healili.
explaining that he had becn to the village to bu;
a supply of silgar and flour. Then suddenly turn-
ing to the children, who weci-e waiting to be no-
ticed, he exclaimed;

said Amelia,

“ How <loyou do, my Uitic man,
And lassics, bow are you ?
I 've made smne maplosugar cnkes,
And broughtyon down a few."

He produced a package from his frocit pockoE as
he spokc, and gave it to the delightcd children.
who eagerly divided tho blocks of sugar it coa-
tained and began to nibblc them. This advaiicc
cncouvaged Chris to ciimb up on thc visitor’s knec
and ask:

“ Have you found anything more out in tin'
woods, Eben ?”

W ithout a moment’s hcsitation Eben went on:

" | htinltng went ibc olher day,
Among a ledge ofrocks;

I pulled a pile of hrush away,
And found a wounded fo*."



mOh, did you find a fox, Ebcn,— a real, live
fox? And did it run away?”

« The crUter could n*trun, you sec,
Hecause us feet wcre lame;
1 bnggcd and took jt home with me,

And mean to make u lanie,”

Elion answercd, without relaxing a inuscle of his
soleinn face.

“ What else did you find in the woods?”
quizzed Chris.

“ | found a rabbll in a trap,
And thought I 'd better kill it.
‘T was fatand nice for rabhit soup;
I cooked it jn my skillet.”

“ Have you a lot of tame things at your house
now ?” asked Amelia, with open-eyed admiration
of Ebcn’s wonderful powers.

“ 1 have a pairofpussy-cats,—
One Hule and onc big,__
A fox, acool, a nest ofrats,

A woodchuck, and a pig/"

was the inslaut reply,
“ 1 wish you would take me home with you,
Ebcn, and let me see them,” said Chris.

The mud is quite too deep just now,
It's dccper than your foot;

The mountain is a perfectslough —
I'll prove itby my boot,"”

said Eben, pointing to the dried mud on his boots,
ivhich reached half-way up his boot-leg.

“ Come, children, you mustn’t bother Eben any
moro now,” said Mrs. Jones. “ ] 'm going to get
him some supper.”

The corn-shclling was finished by this time, and
«hile their mother cleared up the kitchen, Ebcn
helped their father transfcr thc shelied corn from
the tub to a large meal-bag. He held thc bag while
I'lt- Jones dipped thc corn into it with a wooden
mcasuvc. By the time this was done, and the tub
and baskets carried away, Mrs. Jones had thc tablc
W for siippcv. During the meal, Eben talked to
he dder people with great sense and becoming
gtivity, mking no furthcr notice oi the children,
and making no rhymes at the table.

liut whilc their mother was clearing away the
supper dishes the children again took posscssién of
I0en, and coaxed him over to the cérner of the
kitchen, where they had carefully laid aiva\’ the
"0 dolls behind thc ciock,
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This is our Cob family,” whispcied timid
Nettie, icaning her little flaxcn head against the
oid man’s rough coat, “ and we 'd like you to
fiame them all.”

Eben looked tcnderly at the gentle child ; thcn
the twinklc camc back to his eyes again as he
pickcd up the nearestdoli— a staring cob cffigyin
yellow turban and brown calic6.

“ This dame wiili her head in a yellow Unob.
Her mouch is a sireak, her nose is a danb,
I will iame her Madarac Wehitabel Cob,"”

he pronounced,
“ This one next,” said Nettie eagerly, holding
up the “ party doli.”

mEeauiiful damsel, haughty and vain,
W ith .apapcr cloak and a ball-room imin,

I iameyou Amanda.Eldora-Jane,”

quickly repeated the rhymer.

“ Now, filame these two,” begged Amelia, se-
lectmg two small dolls in blue-checked jackcts.

" These two little cobs. not bigger than pins
(From the shape of their faces they must be twins)
Their iiaraes shall be .tamson and Soioinoii Biiins,”

the impromptu poct rattled off.
“ Name my Indian doli!” cried Chris.

“ Tacoraa-Teciimsch, Tribe-of-the-Pyes,
Sachem ofmidgets and king of thc fiies
Chief.of-the-tribe-wiihout-any.eyes,"

said the oid man, rising and shouldering his sack
of flour.

“ Oh, don’t go! don’'t go yet!” cricd all the
children in chorus. “ You haven't named half
of the Cob family.”

" Hat, my dear ttile folk, | cnn't iame any more,
Don’'tyou see ihe moon shino on the kitchen floor f
And | shoiild have ljeen home two good honts before,”

responded Ebcn, opening the kitchen door.

“ Children, you must n't bother Eben so, | tell
you,” said Mothcr Jones, “ and it’s time for you
all to go to bed.”

The three children stood in the doorway and
watched their dclightful visitor toiling up the
mountain path with thc sack over his shoulders
till a turii of thc road hid him from vicw, Thcn
their mother called them in to go to bed, and in
half an hour lite littic brown housc was pcrfectly
still and thc kitchen was dcscried of all cxcept the
Cob family, who jay staring up speechlcssly in thc
moonlight on the clean pine floor.

1>
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THE STORY OF

A DOLL-HOUSE.

By Katharine Pyle.

THE

Seventy-FIVE years ago,
sister had a play-housc
sheet-closet;

a littie brother and
in a cupboard. It was a
and on the upper shelvcs were piled
great rolls of homc-spun Unen, with bunches of
lavendcr betwecn their smooth folds to make them
smell sweet. The two lower shelves belonged to
ihe children, and thcrc, for a while, their toys and
boxcs were neatly arranged side by
pictiircs were tackcd up on tlie walls.

Boys are not so careful and ordcrly in their ways
as littie girls, and by and by the brother began to
store all kinds of qucer things in the play-housc:
bits of stick fit for whittling; an oid dog-collar for
which he had traclcd his jack-knife ; piccesofstring
and fishing-line; arustykey; and many other odds
and ends, such as littie boys love to gather together
in their comings and goings.

It worried the littlc girl to have all these things
littered about on their neat shelves ; and the
mother, as she sat in her cushioned rocking-chair,

side, and

“ DOWNSTAIRS"

AWM\ Y%
. o/

OF THE DOLL*HOUSE.

with her basket of scwing at tlic nurscry window,
saw it all, and felt sorry for the littie daughter.
So, one day after the children had started for
school with their books tucked under their arms,
and two red apples and some gingerbread in thcit
baskets, she put on her bonnet and shawl, and
went down the Street to the carpcnter’s. She de-
scribcd to the carpenter exactiy what she wantcd,
and he said:

A slanting roof, and
And a wooden stand-
havc

“ Yes, yes ; yes, ma’'am.
six Windows ; yes,
ard; ma'am.

ma’'am.
yes, 1 will it done for you
next week.”

And next week the carpentcr’'s hoy brought
something to the housc on a wheelbarrow, nhiic
the children were away at school.

It was a play-house : a large play-housc, a pin)-
house with two chimneys and real glass windous.
It was tsvo stories high, and almost more than the

boy could whcel.



Tlie mothcr jlad it carried up to her room and
put behind tho high-post bed, where it was hidden
by the white valance.

All that morning she was busy tacking and
snipping and pasting and cutting; and all the
while the children were at school, thinking of
noihing at all but their lessons.

It was Saturday and a half-holiday, and about
noon the children carne home,

Upstairs they clattered and burst into the nur-
scry, and then stood quite still in the doorway and
looked.

The nui-scry was very quiet, with the chairs and
tables ;11 their places, and two squares of yellow
sunlight on the carpet, but therc, in the iniddle of
the floor, stood a wonderful little house, painted to
lookjustasifit were built ofbricks, with chimncys,
and glass windows, a slanting black roof, and a
white door. It was the littlc house that thecarpcn-
ter's boy had wheeled home on the wheelbarrow ;
hutnowitwasfurnLshed, and had black and yellow
silk L'urtains at the windows, carpets on the floors,
and onc of Ann’s own dolls was looking through
tlie little square panes, for it was her home.

There was a key in a keyhole above the first-

THE iri'STAIKS"

Story Windows of the doll-house. The children
‘irned it, and the whole front of the house swung
«pe», Windows and all. Then they could see just

“mict w.ts inside.
VoL. XVI.— 29.

There was an upstairs and a clownstairs. Up-
staii-s there was a manteipicce and fireplace, a
round black tin stove, and a high-post bed with
curtains and a valance. Therc was a dock stand-
ing on a chcst of drawers lindcr the looking-glass.
There were pictures about the room, and a cosy
stufled chair stood by the bed for Granclmamma
Doli to rest in when she carne upstairs out of
breath.

Downstairs there was another fireplace, a round
center-table decorated with pictures, and a sofa.
And therc was Grandraainma Doli hci-self, sitting
in the green rocking-cliair. There was a folding
table that was just the thing for dollies to sit around
while they drank a social cup oftea.

W hile the little boy and girl were looking at the
play-house thcir mother carne in, and stood smiling
on them from the doorway without their seeing her.

That is the story of the real doll-house.

Yes, of a real doll-house,— a dear old-fash-
ioned doll-house.

As one opens the front of it a faint, delightful
odor of long ago brcathes forth, like the ancicnt
fragrance that haunts the boxes and piece-bags of
kind oid ladies.

UF THE UIJ.I.HOISE.

As one looks in the looking-glasses one thinks
of :ill the little girls whose chubby faces have becn
reflcctcd there,— Ann, in her short-waisted, long-
skirted dresses ; little nieces of hers, in pantalettes



THE MOTHER DOLU
and pig-tails. And now others, with crisp white
aproiis and bangs, peer in with eager curiosity at
the old-time doll-house.

AVHT JANE.

W hat fun they have had with it! How many
times, on stormy days, when thc rain beat on tlie
nursery Windows, and swcpt in whitening gusts
over thc wet trecs on tbe lawn, the front of tlie
dollies’ house has ssvung back, and little folks have
playcd happily with it for whole mornings at a
time! How often they have pretended a dolly
was ill, and have laid her in the fresh, white-shccted
fcather-bed under the chintz curtains; and tlicn,
while the nurse warmed up her food on tlio tin
stovc, Grandmamma Doli has had her green lock-
ing-chair brought upstairs. and sat at the hedsidc
and rocked and rocked, while the other dolls ivent

THE ORANPMOTHER DOLL.

about very softly, and the nurse kept the baby
quict bclow.

Not long ago there was a fair in a certain ot;
to raise a fund for a hospital. There, inaroom
specially set apart for them, were dolls by dozens
and dozens, all standing in rows and dressed m
their best; for the onc that was thc fincst of all «as
to reccivc a prize. And there, too, among all ‘h-
fine dolls and in thc midst of the noise and glarc
of light, stood the dim oid doll-house.

The key had been turned in the lock andim
front had been swung back.



Tliere was the round tin stovc, the high-post
betl, and dock; thera was the folding table, and
the sofa, and there were the silk-covered chairs.

SISTER HBTTy

A crowd of faces peered in,— oid andyoung;
people pointed and smiled ; it was a noisy crowd,
and the yellow-faced dolls, in their oid-fashioned

A LITTLE

Ey M.ary E.

TKR NURSB AND DAbV,

dresses, sitting in the quiet rooms, looked out
strangely with their black wooden eycs, through
the odor of long ago.

My face, too, peered in upon that oid, Quaker
doll-family. 1 too wondered and pointed with
the rest, and then | thought how other children,
oid and young, might perhaps care to look through
my eyes into those faded rooms. So | drcw pict-
ures ufit all, and afterward 1 made portraits of the
dear jointed and rag dolls, and here they are.

CALLER.

Wilkins.

Long, long ago, she ambled to town, bcr flaxen curls bobbed up and down,
Her best blue ribbons fluttered gay, and she had some calling-cards of her own-
Long, long ago, the people cricd, “ There ridcs tlic swoct littie Arabella,

She goes for to make a wcdding-call, to-day, on the Piince and Cinderella !”

> ="



THE ROUTINE OF THE REPUBLIC.

By Edmund Alton.

Chapter VI.

THE DEPARTMENT OF STATE.

The Department of State ranks first among the
Executive Departments. Itwas established by act
of Congress approved July 27, 1789 {the fourth
mensure to go upon the Federal statute-books), as
“ The Department of Foreign Affairs”; and the
functions of its principal ofhcer, styled “ The Sec-
retary for the Department of Foreign Affairs,” as
briefly defined by the act, related exclusively to
matters of an international character. He was
empowered to “ perform and execute such dudes
as shall from time to time be enjoined on or in-
trusted to him by the Prcsident of the United
States, agreeable to the Constitution, rclative to
correspondences, commissions or instructions to or
with public ministers or consuls, from thc United
States, or to ncgotiations with public ministers from
foreign States or princes, or to memoiials or other
applications from foreign public ministers or other
foreigners, or to such other matters respecting for-
eign affairs as the Prcsident of the United States
shall assign to the said department”; he was
chargcd with the custody and care of thc records,
books, and papers in
similar

thc office of a somewhat
the Confcderation; *
conduct thc business of the
said department in such manner as the Prcsident
of the United States shall from time to time order
Ol- instruct.” By the act of Septembecr 15, 1789,
the iame of thc Departmentwas changed to “ The
Department of State,” the titie of its principal of-
ficer was shortened to “ The Secretary of State,”
and additional dudes were assigned to him of a
nature wholly distinct from
poscd.

functionary under
and was rcquired to “

those previously im-

He was chargcd with the custody and

mT he fuU title of ihb functioittiry wa” "

publication of the the great seal of ihe
United States was committed to his care; and he
was rcquired to make out and record all civil c<im-
missions to officers of the United States appointed
by the Prcsident, and to affix the great seal to such
commissions-1 Subsequcnt legislation, while en-
joining upon the Department further and specilic
duties, has been directed chiefly toward the exten-
sion and efficiency of its foreign service. Indeed,
it has no domestic ramifications at all. Beyond
two dispatch agents, one at San Francisco and the
other at New York, the entire home forcé of thc
Department is confined to the City of Washing-
ton.

laws;

This home forcé, counting every officcr and
employee, from the Secretary down to the mcsscn-
gers and laborers, numbers barely fourscorc men,
as compared with about thirteen hundred agcnis
engagcd in consular and diplomatic work abroati.

Hastily noting the main features of the depart-
mentalorganization and work, we m ay first observe,
as chiefaids to the Secretary, an assistant secretary
(who bccomes acting-Head in the absencc of his
superior), a second assistant secretary, and a third
assistant secretary. The specific work allottcd to
cach ofthese officers is left to the judgment of thc
Secretary, who, by law of Congress, is authorizcd
to prescribe their duties, as well as the duties of
the solicitor, the cierks of bureaus, and al! thc other
employees in the Department.! Under the prcsenl
arrangemcnt of office business, the assistant sec-
retarles have the immediate supervisién of thc
and diplomatic correspondence of thc
Department and of the miscellaneous correspond-
ence relating thcrcto (this supervision being paf-
titioned among thcm according to countries), and
they also have chargc oi the preparation of such
special correspondence as may, on occasion, be
intrusted to them by the Secretary.

consular

Secretary te thc Uititcd States cf America for the Dep.-.nmci,t of Foteiga Affairs.”
oSiccroftheOId Corgress, aod held-his office d.mng its pleasure;

he was perimtted to altead its seas,cas atall i.mes, ard i. =«

his positivo dmy to reddc wherever Coagress (ora Comraittee of Ihe States) should *11, and to attend upoa 11 whea sucnmoaed ot

by ihe Prcsident of Congress.
tThe

Depariaicnl.

lain bureaus and officers also have separate seais. The "

grcal Seal of ihe United States should not be confcuaded with

Each Executive Department has its own distinclive seal for the auihentcalioa of its olTtcial msiniments
great seal”

s - -.u k-, nf =ivoihei
ihc sea) of the Department of Slate, orwiih ihat o y

is -attached lo com missions, proclamauons, pardeas

Uve insirumeais, and only by expresa provisién oflawor upon the special warront of thc Prcsident authonsing the mole 1 P

ass'igning such dudes, however, he can not overridc or modify specbl and positive dudes imposed upon ccriain

provisions of other laws.

The solicitor of the Deparimcnt, for instance, is an officer deiailcd froin the Departnicnlof J . .

Secretary of Stale is not at libcriy to prescribe fur him duties inconsistentwith his dolies as an o(hccrofthe Departmento j



The entire correspondence of the Department is
daasified as “ diplomatic,” “ consular,” and “ mis-
cdlaneous.” By dipiomatic correspondence is
meaiit correspondence with foreign governments,
which is conductcd through ministers and other
dipiomatic officers; consular correspondence em-
braces Communications to or from our consular
officers; and under the head of miscellaneous cor-
respondence are included Communications between
the Department and all other persons, whether
members of Congress, heads of Executive Depart-
ments, State Governors, or private citizens. And
it may be convenient to State here certain other
distinctions, arbitrary in their way but carefully
heeded by officials vcrsed in matters of foreign
intercourse. A written communication from a
foreign dipiomatic officcr to che Department of
State, or from the Department to the dipiomatic
rcpi-esentative of a foreign governmcnt (and,
similarly, as to Communications between an Ameri-
can dipiomatic officer abroad and the foreign
government to which he is accredited), is styled a
“note”; acommunication to the Department from
oneofits own dipiomatic or consular agents, what-
ever its nature, is a “ dispatch” ; and a communi-
caiion from the Department to one ofits dipiomatic
orconsular agents, ifonly an interrogation, is never-
theless apositive “ instruction.” These distinctions
admit of no qualification ; they are absolute.

Passing by the chief clerk with the simple com-
ment that he has general supervision of the clerks
and employees and of the business of the Depart-
ment, we come to the various bureaus. These
bureaus, each in comrnand of a chief, are six in
nuinber — the Dipiomatic Bureau, the Consular
Bureau, the Bureau of Indexes and Archives, the
Bureau of Accounts, the Bureau of Rolls and
Library, and the Bureau of Statistics.

The Dipiomatic Bureau has charge of the dipio-
matic correspondence and the miscellaneous cor-
respondence pertaining to it. Itswork is distributed
among three divisions, known as Divisién A, Divi-
si6on B, and Division C, eachpresidedoverbyahigh
grade (fourth-class) clerk,* or “ bead of divisién.”
As sholving the diversified nature of this corre-
spondence and the extcnt of our dipiomatic servicc,
the distribution by countrics may be stated. Divi-
sion A attends to correspondence with, or rclating
to, Austria-Hungary, Belgium, Denmark, France,
Gcermany, Great Britain, Greece, the Netherlands,
Roiimania, Servia, and Switzerland. Division B
atlends to correspondence with, or relating to, the
Argeniine Republic, Bolivia, Brazil, Chili, the
United States of Colombia, Ecuador, Hayti, Italy,

lhecicrks in the departmcntal scrvicc of ihc Covcniincnt are gradee] according lo compensatlon reccived

Paraguay, Peru, Portugal, Russia, Santo Domingo,
Spain, Swedcn and Norway, Uruguay, and Vene-

zuela. Division C attendsto correspondence with,
orrelating to, theBarbary States, Central America,
China, Egypt, Fiji Islands, Hawaiian Islands,
Japan, Liberia, Madagascar, México, Muscat,

Navigator Islands, Persia, Siam, Socicty Islands,
Turkcy, and other countrics not assigncd.

The Consular Bureau has charge of correspond-
ence with consulates and miscellaneous correspond-
ence inthat line j and itswork is distributed among
four divisions, A, B, C, and D, though not follow-
ing exactiy the divisions of the Dipiomatic Bureau.
The work of Division A relates to the consulates
within the dominién of Gi-eat Britain; that of
Divisién D, to consulates in Germany; and the
numerous consulates in other countrics are appor-
tioned between Divisions B and C.

The Bureau of Indexes and Archives opens the
mails, prepares and registeis, daily, full absiracts
of all correspondence to and from the Department,
and indexes such correspondence; has the custody
of the archives; attends to the arrangement of the
papers to accompany the messages and reports to
Congress; and answers calis of the Department
otficmis for correspondence. The mail acidressed
to the Department, aftcr having been opened,
registered, and indexed in separate volumes as
dipiomatic, consular, or miscellaneous, is sent to
the chief clerk, who forwards to the bureaus mat-
ters of routine, and to the assistant secretarles cor-
respondence ofspecial interest, the assistants jn turn
submitting to the Sccretary such matters as they
may decm ofgrcater momcecnt. The assistant secre-
tarles indorse brief directions as to action in each
case before them, and the correspondence is then
transmitted to the appropriate bureaus for the prep-
aration of the necessary “ instriictions,” “ notes,”
or whatever may be required, in accordance with
such directions. These answers and otiier cor-
respondence prepared in the bureaus are read over
by the respective chiefs, and sent through the
chiefclerk to the assistant secretarles in charge of
the particular subjects. Consular instructions are
signed by the assistant secretary (to whom, also.
all consular dispatches are fonnally addrcsscd),
and the second and third assistants are charged
with the signing of certain other mail. The Sccre-
tary signs all notes, all instructions to ministers,
and letters to members of Congress, governors.
and other persons of distinction, as well as letters
to private individuais touching matters of dignity
or consequence. These Communications, when
signed, go into the Bureau of Indexes and Archives,

A foimh'Class clerk

feceivesa salary of $i800 a ycar: a thirtl-cla.®s, $i600; a sccond*clas.% $1400; and a first*clasi«, $1200. Cicrks bebw ihc iirei class nrc

Dsofihc “ $1000 class,” eic-
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where they are properly indexed in another set of
sepéarate registcrs, as diploinatic, consular, or rais-
cellaneous correspondence “ from” the Depart-
ment, and press-copied in duplicate. To this
bureau, as the final repository, come all the Com-
munications received by the Department, after
having been answered or attended to by the other
bureaus; and within its volumes are recorded
copies of all outgoing correspondence. These
archives, as may be imagined, containing letters
bearing the autograph signatures of potentates,
premicrs, and lesser grandees of foreign States
during a period of a hundred years, are of cxcep-
tional interest to the lover of curiosities and to the
student of secret history.

The business of the Bureau of Accounts relates
to the custody and disbursement of appropriations
under the direction of thc Department and to “ in-
demnity"” funds and bonds. These indemnity
fimds are moneys lodged in the Department, or
passing through its hands, as compensaron for
losses rcsulting from violations of International
rights.

The Bureau of Rolls and Library has the cus-
tody of the rolls,* treaties, proclamations, and
similar records; attends to the promulgation of
the laws; and has the care of the Revolutionary
archives and the archives of international commis-
sions. Here, therefore, repose the originais of all
Congressional enactmentsand treaties,and, among
other historie documents, the Declaration of Inde-
pendcnce, the Articies of Confederation, and the
Constitution itself. Formerly, the Secretary of
State was charged with the duty of publishing the
laws and kindred matters of public iraportance,
through the agency of the newspapers; this gen-
eral requirement, however, is no longer in forcé,
and publication through the press is now ordered
only as to a few announccments ofa special nature.

When an act or resolution of Coiigrcss is ap-
proved by the President, the approval is recorded
in the Executive Office, and the parchmecnt is sent
over to the State Department by special messen-
ger. A measure that has become law without the
President’s signature, by his failure to act within
ten days after its prcsentation to him, is likcwise
transmitted from the White House, accompanicd
by a note from the President’s private secretary
reciting that fact. A measure that has becn re-
turned to Congrcss by the President and become
law by passage over his veto, is forwarded to thc
State Department by the President of the Senate
or Speaker of thc House, according to the body in

mAnother term for *

Houses and before prcscnialion lo ihc Presidenu

t Any pcrson desiring a copy of ihe scsslon laws or scaiutes-ai.la™e is eniiiled to obiain ihe same upon applicaiion to t <

ment of State and paying the cosi of paper, press-work, etc.,

which the parchment was last approved. Wlicn
received atthc State Department the roU is stampcd
by the chief clerk, and then taken to the Bureau
of Rolls and Library, where a copy is immediatdy
prepared for the Public Primer.

The laws ar-e published in various fonns. They
are first published separately in sheet forra, as
“ slip laws," as soon as possible after being re-
ceived by the bureau, and numbered in thc order
of their rcceipt. When so published, thc slip laws
are given to the editor of the laws (a competent
person selected from the legal profcssion by thc
Secretary of State and privately employcd for that
purpose), who notes marginal refercnces to pre-
vious lcgislation, arranges the acts and resolutions
by “ chapteis,” and prepares a suitable index ; and
under his editorial care, at the end of the ses=ion
of Congress, they appear again in pamphlet furm,
as “ session laws.” Lastly, at the ci6se of a Con-
gress, the laws of each session are gathercd by thc
editor into a single volume and bound, as “ Stat-
utcs-at-Large.” f The nuraeious readings given to
the printed “ proof,” and the careful comparison
with the text of lhe origindis, effectually gnard
against discrepancies. The mannei in whicli the
Department performs its duty is thoroughly credil-
able; the manner in which Congress dismisscs its
ownwork is, in many instances, absolutelydisgrace-
ful. Some of the rolls received at the Departmctu
are disfigured by erasures, interlineations, and
blots, by errors in orthography, capitalizaban,
and punctuation, and by hieroglyphic niangling,
that suggest the “ master-picccs” of schoolboy
art. These and more serious imperfections, once
placed upon the parchment roll, are law. How-
ever glaring the blundcr, however mischicvous thc
distortion or omission, the State Department is
powerless to adcl a correcting dot or stroke. Mis-
takes made by Congressional enrolling clerks have
undone lIcgislation accomplished by Congrcss after
hours of debate. An itcm of half a million dol-
lars for public purposes was bodily left out in the
enrollmcnt of a recent appropriation act; and the
substitution of acomma for a hyphen in transtnb-
ing a tariff-mcasure some years ago caused a loss
to the Government of thousands of dollars before
the error tvas detected and further loss arrested b;'
the passage of another act. These are but speci-
mcn cases. It is humiliating to think that a
sleepy or incompctent clerk should be able to fris-
trate the legisladve will of a natioii, and startiiiig
to reflcct on the opportunitics for fraud by delib-
érate tampcring with the public rolls. Blcmishes

Inws,” the ncts and resolulions of Congrcss being recorded (or enrolled) on parchniciU after pnssagc b> loi*'

, Dinnart-
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with ten per cent, added



enough are engrafted upon our statute-books by the
Icgislatorsthemselves, in the shapeofcareless orun-
wisc enactments; surely, if we can not always have
dear statesmanship, we should have at least clear
pemnanship in the parchment record of our laws.
Tlie blame, like the remedy, rests with Congress.

The Bureau of Statistics, also engaged in editorial
work, attends to the preparation and publication
ofreports from our diplomatic and consular agents,
in regard to foreign industries and coramerce.
These valuable statistics, issucd to the public
from time to time in the form of bulleins and
paraphlets, make up an annual volume known as
«Commercial Relations.”

Besides these bureaus, there is the solicitor
(dctaiied from the Department of Justice) who at-
tends to the examination of all questions of law

submitted by the Secretary or assistant secretaries,
and of all claims. The office of pardons and com-
missions guards thc great seal, and attends to the
preparation and issuc of commissions and to the
preparation of pardons and correspondence upon
that subject. Mention should also be innde of a
stenographcr, who discharges the confidentinl
duties of private secretary to the Secretary; a
translator, whose work is implied from his title;
and a passport clerk, who attends to the issue and
record of passports. ¢

These details have been given, at the risk of
wearying thc reader, to illustratc, generally, the
meaning of departmental “ organization,” and the
methodical course of bureau work. The less prosy
features of administration, bearing upon interna-
tional affairs, will be dcscribed hereafter.

* A psssport cerlifies ihc bcarer lo be a cliren of the United States, r>nd is a voucher of nationality wiih which Americans abroad

shoulJ always be armed.

cation and proofofciibcnsbip and payuig ihe established fee of one dollar.
A special form of passport is nsed for a mcmbcr of Congress or governmencofficinl, cerlifying to his public staiion» etc.

zillcs are not inserted in passports for private cilizens

Jt isobtatiable by any naiive-bom ornaturallzcd citizen, upon complying wich cerzain requirements as lo nppU*

Bbnk forms ofappUcaiion may be had of the passport cicrk.
Profe&sional

(To le coniinucH.)

A HOME-MADE SCARE.

By M argaret

Carl1 was ajolly little fellow,

With eyes of blue and curis ofyellow,

And rosy cheeks, and just the chin

To hold a pretty dimple in.

He found himselfalone one day,

And wondcred what 't was best to play
While his mamma remained away.

Pencil and paper soon he saw,

-And seized them both. Said he, “ I''ll draw
An ogre like the one so grum

Poor Jack hcard growling ‘' Fee-fo-fum.’
First, here 's his forehead full of bumps,
And then his nose with three big humps,
And then two ears of 'normous size,
And then two dreadful staring eyes,
And then a mouth from ear to car,
With long, Sharp teeth-likc tusks.”
The artist, with eyes opcncd wide
hi fright, gazed on his work and cried,
Mamma, Mamma — come, come,piense, do,
1’'m very loncly without you ;

And oh! Mamma, ] 'm so afraid

Ufthis oid ogre that I 've made.”

But here
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The day was one of
the best days in June,
witliwarm sunshine and
a cool breeze from the
east, for when Detty
Leicester stcpped from
a hot car to the station

platform in Riverport
the air liad a delicious
sea-flavor. She won-

dcredforamomentwhat
this flavor was like, and
then thought of a salt
oyster. She was hungry
and tired, the journey had been longer than she
cxpected, and, as she made her way slowly through
the crowded station and was pushed about by
people who wcre hurrying out of or into the train,
she felt unusually disturbed and lonely. Betty
had travcled far and wide for a girl of fifteen, but
she had seldoin been alone, and was used to
taking care of other people. Papa himself was
very apt to forget important minor dctails, and
she had learned out of her loving young heart to
remember them, and was not without high ambi-
tions to make their journeys as comfortable as pos-
sible. Still, she and her father were almost always
together, and Betty wondered if it had not aftcr
all been foolish to make a certain decisién which
involvcd not seeing him again until a great many
weelts had gone by.

The cars moved away and the young traveler
went lo the ticket-office to ask about the Tides-
licad train. The ticket-agcnt looked at her with a
smile.

“ Train 's gone half an hour ago 1” he said, as
ifhe were telling Betty some good news. ‘‘Thcre 1l
be anothcr one at eight o’clock to-morrow morn-
ing, and the express goes, same as to-day, at half-
past one. | suppose you want to go to Tideshcad
town; this road only goes to tbe junction and then

there’s a stage, you know.” He looked at Bciiy
doubtfully and as if he expected an instant decision
on her part as to what she meant to do next.

“ 1 knew that there was a stage,” she answered,
feeling a littie alarmed, but hoping that shc did
not show it. “ The time-tablc said thcrc «asa
train to mcct this 7

“ Oh, that train is an express now and doesn't
stop. Evcrything’s gottobe sacrificcd to spved.”

The ticket-agcnt had turned his back and was
looking over some papers and grumbling to him-
self, so that Betty could no longer hear what he
was pleased to say. As shc left the windou an
clderly man, whose face was very familiar, «as
standing in the doorway.

“ Well, ma’am, you an’ | 'pear to have got left.
Tideshead, you said, if | rightly understood?”

“ Perhaps thcre is somebody who would drive us
there,” said Betty. She never had bccn called

ma’am before, and it was most surprising. h
is n’'t a great many miles, is it? ”
“ No, no !” said the new acquaintance. “ I «as

in considerable of a hurry to get home, but 'lisnt
so bad as you think. We can go right up on the
packet, up river, you know; get there by suppcr-
time; the wind ’'s hauling round into the casia
littie. 1 understood you to speak about getting to
Tideshead ?”

“ Yes,” said Betty, gratefully.

“ Got a trimk, | expect. Well, 1’ll go out and
look round for Asa Chick and his han’'cart, and
wc 'l makc for the wharfas quick as we can.
may step this way.”

Betty “ stepped ” gladly, and Asa Chick and tlie
hand-cart soon lcd the way rivcrward through ilie
plcasant old-fashioned strcets of Riverport. Her
ncw fricnd pointed out one or two landmarks as
they hiirried along, for, strange to say, althoug'
a sea-captain, he was not sure whctbci ihe ti e
turned at half-past twoor at half-past three. en
they carne to the rivcr-side, ho«cver, the pac-e-
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boat was still made fast to the pier, and nothing
showed signs of her immediate departure.

“ It is always a good thing to be in time,” said
thc captain, who foimd himself much too warm
and nearly oiit of breath.

Now, ive 've got a good hour to wait. Like to
go right aboard, my dear ?”

Betty paid Asa Chick, and then turncd to see the
packet. It was a queer, heavy-looking craft, with
a short, thick mast and high, pointed lateen-sail,
half unfurlcd and dropping in heavy pocket-like
loops. There was a dark low cabin and a long
deck; avery oid man and a fat, yellow dog seemed
10 Iré the whole ship’s company. The oid man
ivas smoking a pipe and took no noticc of anything,
but the dog rose slowly to his feet and carne wag-
ging his tail and looking up at the new passenger.

“1do know but I’ll coast round up into the town
a little,” said the captain. “ T ain’'t no use ask-
ing oid Mr. Plunkett there any qucstions, he s
dcef as a ha'dick,”

'* Will my trunk be safe ?” asked Betty; to which
the captain answered that he would put it right
aboard for her. It was not a very heavy trunk,
bul the captain managed it beautifully, and put
Bett)”s hand-bag and shawl into ihe dark cabin.
Oid Plunkett nodded as he saw this done, and the
captain said again that Betty might feel perfectly
safe about everything; but, for all that, she refused
to take a walk in order to see what was going on in
the lown, as she was kindly invited to do. She went
ashort distance by herself, however, and carne first
to a bakery, where she bought some buns, not so
good as the English ones, but still very good buns
indeed. and two apples, which the bake-house
«ornan told her had grown in her own garden.
You could see the tree out of the back window, by
which the bake-house woman had left her sewing,
and they were, indeed, well-kept and delicious ap-
ples for that late season of the year. Betty lingered
for some minutes in the pleasant shnp. She was
very hungry, and the buns were all tlie better for
that. She looked through a door and saw the oven,
but the baldng was all done for thc day. The
baker jlimsclf was out in hiscart; he had just gone
up to Tideshead. Here was another way in which
one might have gone to Tideshead by land; it
would have been good fun to go on the baker’s
cart and stop in the farm-house yards and see
everybody; but on the whole therc was more
adventure in going by water. Papa had always
told Betty that the river was bcaiitiful. She did
notremember much about it herself, but this would
be a fine way of gctting a first look at so large a
part of the great stream.

It was slack water now, and thc whnrf sccmcd
nigh, and the landing-stage altogether too stecp
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and slippery. When Betty reached the packet's
deck, oid Mr. Plunkett was sound asleep, but while
she was eating her buns, the dog carne most good-
naturcdly and stood before her cocking his head
sideways, and putting on a most engaging expres-
sion, so that they lunchecl together, and Betty
left off nearly as hungry as she began. The oid
dog knew an apple when he saw it, and was dis-
appointed after the last one was brought out from
Betty’'s pockct, and lay down at her feet and went
to sleep again. Betty got into the shade of the
wharf and sat there looking down at ihe floun-
ders and sculpins in the clear water, and at the
dripping green sea-wceds on the piles of the wharf,
She was almost startled when a heavy wagén was
driven on the planks above, and a man shouted
suddenly to 'the horses. Presently some barréis
offlour were rolled down and put on deck — twelve
of them in all— by a man and boy who gave her,
the young stranger, a careful glance every time
they turned to go back. Then a mowing-machine
arrived, and was carefully put on board with a
great deal of bustle and loud talking. There was
somebody on deck, now, whom Betty believed to be
the packet’s skipper, and after a while the oid cap-
tain returned- He seated himself by Mr. Plun-
kctt and shook hands with him warmly, and asked
him for the ncws; but there did not seem to be
any.

“ 1 'vc been up to see my wife’s cousin Jake
Hallet's folks,” he explatned, “ and | thought sure
1'd get left,” and oid Plunkett nodded soberly.
They did not sail for at least half an hour after
this, and Betty sat discreetly on the low cabin roof
next the wharf all the time. When they were out
in the stream at last she could get a pretty view of
the town. There was some shipplng fartherdown
the shore, and some tall steeples and faeautiful
trees and quaintly built warehouses; it was very
pleasant, looking back at it from the water.

A little past the middie of the afternoon they
moved stcadily up the river. The men all sat
together in a group at the stern, and appcnrcd
to find a great deal to talk about. Ofid Mr. Plun-
kett may have thought that Betty looked loncly,
for, after he waked up for the second time, he
carne over to where she sat, and nodded to her; so
Betty nodded back, and then the oid man reached
for her umbrclla, which was very pretty, with a
round picce of agate in the handlc, and looked at
it and rubbed it with his thumb, and gave it back
to her. “ Prcsent to ye ?” he asked, and Betty
nodded assent. Then oid Plunkett went away
again, but she felt a sense of his kind companion-
ship. She wondcrcd whom she must pay for her
passage and how much it would be, but it was no
use to ask so deaf a fcllow-passenger. He had

D

1>

*iJ!



put on a great pair of spectacles and was walk-
ing round her trunk, apparently much puzzled hy
the battercd labels of foreign hotels and railway
stations.

Betty thought that she had seldom sccn half

so pleas-
ant a
place as
this New
England
river.
She kept
longing
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father could see it, too. As they went up from
thc town the shores grew greener and greener,
and there were some belated apple-trees still in
bloom, and the farm-houses were so oid and
stood so pleasantly toward the Southern sunshine
that they looked as if they might have grown
of themselves like the apple-trees and willows
and elms. There were great white clouds in
thc blue sky; the air was dclicious. Betty could
make out at last that oidPhmkett was thc skip-
pcr’s father, that Captain Bcck wasan oid ship-
master and a formcr acquaintance of her own, and
that the flour and some heavy boxes belonged to
one storekeeping passenger with a long sandy
bcard, and Che mowing-machine to the other, who
was called Jim Foss, and that he was a farmer.
He was a great joker and kept making evcrybody
laugh. Oid Mr. Plunkctt laughed too, now that
he was wide awake, but itwas only through sym-

pathy; he seemed to be a very kind oid man.
One by one all the men carne and looked at the
trunk labels, and they all asked whether Betty

had n't been considerable of a travelcr, or some
question very much like it. At last thc captain
carne with Captain Beck to collcct the passage
moncy, which proved to be thirty-seven cents.

“ Where did you say you was goin’ to stop in
Tideshead ?” asked Captain Beck.

“1’'m going to Miss Lcicester’s.
remembcr me? Are n’t you Mary Beck’s grand-
father ? 1'm Betty Leicestcr.”

“ Toe be sure, toe be sure,” said the oid gentle-
man, much pleased. “ 1 wondev that | had not

Don’t you

thought so at first, but you have grown as niueh
as little Mary has. You ’'re gctting to be quite

young woman. Command me,” said the sliip-
master, making a handsome bow. “ | ain glid
that I fell in with you. | see your father’s looks,
now. The ladies had a hard fight some years ago
to keep him from running off to sea with me.
He 's been a great traveler since thcn, has n’'tlie?”
to which Betty responded heartily, again feeling as
if shewere among friends. The storckeepor offered
to take her trunk right up the hill in his wagon,
when they got to the Tideshead landing, and on
the whole it was delightful that the trains had been
changed just in time for her to take this pleasant
voyage.

Chapter |l

B etty had seen strange countries since her last
visit to Tideshead. Then she was only a child,
but non- she was so tall that strangers treated her
as if she were already a young lady. At fifteen
one does not always know just where to find oncs
self. A year before it was hard to leavc childish
things alone, but there soon camc a time "hcn
thcy seemed to havc left Betty, while one by one
the gravev intercsts of life were piishing theniselies
forward. Itwasreasonable enough ihat she should
be taking care of herself; and her father Imd gont
on such a rough journey in the far novth that there
was no question of her following him ns usual. It
had been dccided upon suddenly; Mr. Leicestcr
and Betty had been comfortably settled at Lynton
in Devonshire for the summecr, with a comiovl.i>c
prospect of some charming excursions and a roo
bit of work on Papa’s nesv scientific book.
was used to sudden changas of their plaiis, bu. n
was a hard trial when he had come back from



London one day, filled with enthusiasm about the
Alaska business.

" The only thing against it, is that | don’t know
what to do with you, Betty dear,” said Papa,
with a most wistful but afiectionate glance. “ Per-
haps you would like to go to Switzerland with the
Duncans? You know tliat they were very anxious
that I should Icnd you for a while.”

‘T will think about it,” said Betty, trying to
smile, but she could not talk any more just thcn.
She didn’t believe that the hardshios of this new
journey were too great; it was Papa who minded
duat and hated the care of railway rugs and car-
tickets, not she. But she gave him a kiss and
huiriedout through the garden and went as fast
as she could along the lonely long cliff-walk above
the sen, to think tlie sad matter over.

That evening Betty carne down to dinner with a
serene face. She looked more like a young lady
th.iii she ever had before. “ I have quite decided
what | shoulcl like to do,” she said. “ Please let
me go home with you and stay in Tideshead with
Auiit Barbara and Aunt Mary. They speak about
seeing us in their letters, and | should be nearer
wheieyouare going.” Betty’s brave voice failed
her fora moment just there.

‘W hy, Betty, what a wise littie woman you
are !” said Mr. Leicester, looking veiy much
pleased. “ That's cxactly right. 1 was thinking
about the dear souls as | camc from town, and
promised myself that I would run down for a few
days bcfore 1 go north. That is, if you say | may
go!” and he looked seriously at Betty.

“ Yes,” answered Betty slowly; “ yes, | am sure
yon may, Papa dear, if you will be very, very care-
ful” They had a beloved oid custom of Papa’s
asking his girl’s leave to do anything that was par-
ticuiarly important. In Betty’s baby-days she had
repmved him for going out one morning, “ Who
said you might go, Master Papa?"” dcmanded the
littie thing severely; and it had been adear bit of
fun to remember the oid stor)' from time to time
ever since, Betty’'s mother had clied bcfore she
could i'einember; the two who were left were most
deponclent upon each other.

\ou will see ho'v Betty carne to have care-tak-
ing'vays and how she had learned to think more
than most girls about what it was best to do. You
"ill understaiid how lonely shc felt in this day or
l<'o when the stm-y begins. Mr. Leicester was too
inucli hurriecl aftcr all when he rcachcd America,
and could not go down to Tideshead for a few
days’ visit, as they had both hopccl and promisccl.
And here, at last, was Betty going up the long
villagc Street with Captain Beck for company.
«he had not scen Tideshead for six years, but it
looked exactiy the s.ime. Thcre u-as the great,

square, white house, with the poplars and lilac
bushes. There were Aunt Barbara and Aunt
Mary sitting in the wicle hall doorway ;is if they
had never left their high-backed chairs since she
saw them last.

“ Who is this coming up the walk? ” said Aunt
Barbara, rising and turning toward hor placid
younger sister in sudden excitemcnt, “ It can’t
be — why, yes, it is Betty, after all!” and she luii-
ried down the steps.

“ Crown out of all reason, of course !” she said
sharply, as she kissed the surprising grandnicce,
and then held her at arms-length to look at her
again most fondly. “ Where did you find her,
Captain Beck? We sentover to the train j in fact
I went myself with Jonathan, but we were dis-
appointed. Your father always telegraphs two or
three times before he really gets here, Betty;
but you have not brought him, after all.”

“ We had to come up river by the packet,” said
Captain Beck; “ the young lady ’'s had quite a
voyage; her sea-chcst 'lIl be here directly.”

“ THERE WERE AUNT GARUARA AND AUNT MABV SITTING
IN THE WIUE HALL UOONWAY."

The captain left Betty’'s traveling-bag on the
great stone doorstep, and turned to go away, but
Betty th.nnked him pi-ettily for his kindness, and
said that she had spent a dclightful aftcrnoon.
Shc was now warmly kissed and hiiggcd by Aunt
Mary, who looked much younger than Aunt Bar-
bara, and she saw two heads appear at the end of
the long hall.

“ Thcrc are Serena and Lctty ; you must run
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and speak to them. They have been looking for-
ward to seeing yon,” suggested Aunt Barbara,
who seemed to see everything at once, but when
Betty went that way nobody was to be found until
she carne to the kitchcn, where Serena and Letty
were or pretended to be much surprised at her
arrival. They were now Isustling about to get
Betty some suppcr, and she frankly confesscd that
she was very hungry, which seemed to vastiy pleasc
the good womecn.

“ What in the world shall we do with her?”
worriecl Aunt Mary, while Betty was gonc. ‘‘1had
no idea she would scem so well grown. She used
to be small for her age, you Uiiovy, Sister.”

“ Do? rio?” answered Miss Barbara Leicestcr
sternly. “ If she can’t take care of herselfby this
time, she never will know how. Tom Leicestcr
should have let her stay here altogether, instead of
roaming about the world with him, or clse have
settled himself down in rcspectable fashion. 1
can't get on with teasing children at my age.
I 'm sure | 'm glad she 's well grown. She mustn’t
cxpect US to turn out of our ways,” grumbled Aunt
Barbara, who had thc kindcst heart in the world,
and was listening every minuto for Betty’'s foot-
steps.

It was very pleasant to be safe in the oid house
at last. The young guest did not feel any sense
of strangeness. She used to be afraid of Aunt
Barbara when she was a child, but she was not a
bitafraid now; and Aunt Mary, who seemed a very
lovely person then, was now a little bit tiresome,— or
else Betty herself was tircd and did not find it easy
to listen.

After supper— and it was such a too-goodsupper,
with poimd-cakes, and peach jam, and crisp short-
cakes, and four tall silvcr candlesticks, and Betty
being asked to her great astonishment if she would
take tea andmeekly preferringsomemilk instead—
they carne back to the doorway. The moon had
come up, and the widc lawn in front of thc house
(which thc ladics always called thc yard) was al-
most as light as day. The syringa bushes were in
full bloom and fragrance, and other sweet odors
filled the air beside. Therc were two irreverent
little dogs playing and chasing each other on the
widc front walk and bustling among the box
bordcrs. Betty could hear thc volees of pcople
who drovc by, or walked along the sidewalk, but
Tideshead village was almost as still as the fields
outside the town. She had answered all the ques-
tions that the aunts kindly asked her for convcr-
sation’s sake and she tried to think of ways of
seeming interested in return.

“ Can I climb the cherry-trcc thissummecr, Aunt
Barbara ?” she asked once. “ Don’'t you remem-
ber the day that there was ameeting of ladics here.

and little Mary Beck and 1 got some of the com-
pany’s bonnets and shawls off the best bed and
dressed up in them and climbcd up in the trecs?”

“ You looked like two fat black crows,” Laughed
Aunt Barbara, though she had been very angry at
thetime. “ Allthe fringes of those thin best shawls
were catching and snapping as you carne down.
Oh, dear me, | could n’t think what tlic oid ladics
would say. None of your mischief now, Miss
Betty 1”7 and she held up a warning forefiiiger.
“ Mary Beck is coming to see you lo-moriow;
you will find some pleasant girls here.”

“ Tideshead has always been celebrated for its
cultivated society, you know, dcar,” added Aunt
Mary.

Just now a sad feeling of loneliness again began
to assail Betty. The summer might be very long
in passing, and anything might happen to Papa.
She put her hand into her pocket to have the com-
fort of feeling a crumplcd note, a very dear short
note, which Papa had written her only the day he-
fore, when he had suddenly decided to go out to
Cambridge and not come back to the hote-l for
luncheon.

They talked a little longer, Betty and thc grand-
aunts, until sensible Aunt Barbara said, “ Nowrun
upstairs to bed, my dear; | am sure that you must
be tired,” and Betty, who usually begged to stay
up as long as the grown folks, was glad for once
to be sent away like a small child, Aunt Barbara
marched up the stairway and lcd the «'ay to tlie
very best bcdroom of all. It was an aslonisbing
tribute of rcspect to Betty, the young guest, and
she admired such large-mindcd hospitalit;-; but
after all she had cxpected acomfortable snug little
room nextAunt Mary’s, where she had always slept
years ago. Aunt Barbara assured her that tins
one was much cooler and pleasantcr, and now she
must remember what a young lady she had grown
to be. “ Butyou may change to some other room
if you like, my dear child,” said the oid lady kindly,
“ 1 would n't unpack to-night, but just go to bed
and getrested. | have my breakfast at half-pasi
seven, but your Aunt Mary does n’t come down.
hope that you will be ready as early as that, fcrl
like company,” and then, after seeing that evory-
thingwasin orderand comfortable, shekissed Beit;
twice most kindly and told her that she was tliank-
ful to have her come to them, and went away down-
stairs.

It was a solemn, big, best bcdroom, with dnrk ‘n
dia-silk curtains to the bed and windows, and du
coverings on the furniturc. This all looked as’
there were pretty figures and toiiches of gay co.or
by davlight, but even by thc light of thc
dies on the dressing-table it seemed a dim and flis-
mal place that night. Betty was not a bit afrai ,



she only felt lonely. She was but fifteen yeais
oidand she did not know how to get on by herself
afterall. ButBetty wasno coward. She hadbeen
taught to show energy and to make light of diffi-
culties. What could she do? Why, unpack a little,
and then go to bed and go to sleep; that would be
the best thing.

She knelt down before her trunk and had an
affcctionate feeling toward it as she turned the key
and saw her familiar properties inside. She took
outher pictures of her father and mother and Mrs.
Duncan, and shook out a crumpled dress or two
and left them to lie on the oid couch until morn-
ing. Deep down in the sea-chcst, as Captain Beck
had called it, she fclt thc soft folds of a gay piece
of silk made like a little shawl, which Papa had
pleased himself with fauying for her onc day at
Libcrty's shop in London. Mrs. Duncan had
laughed when she saw it, and told Betty not to daré
to wear it for at least ten years | but the color ofit
was inarveloits in the shadowy oid room. Betty
threw the shining red thing over the back of a great
easy-chair and it secmed to light the whole place.
She could not heip feeling more cheerful for the
sight of that gay bit of color. Then a great wish
filled her heart, dear little Betty; perhaps she
could reallybring some new pleasure to Tideshead
thatsummer. The oid aunties’ lives looked very
gray and dull to her young eyes; it wasa dull place,
perhaps, for Betty, who had lived along time where
the brightest and busiest peopie were. The last
thing she thought of before sbe fell asleep was the
little silk shawl. She had often hcard artistic pco-
plc say “ a bit ofcolor” ; now she had a new idea,
buta dim one, of what a bit of color might be ex-
pectcdtodo. Good-night, Betty. Good-night, dear
Betty, in your best bedroom, sound asleep all thc
sumnier night and dreaming of those you love !

Chapter |III.

However oid and rcsponsible Betty Leicestcr
felt oveinight, she seemed to return to early child-
hood in spite of herself next day. She must see
the oid house again and chatter with Aunt Bar-
bara about the things and people she remembcred
best, She looked all about thc gardcn, and spcnt
an hour in the kitchen talking to Serena andLetty
«hile they worked there, and thcn she went out to
sec Jonathan and a ncw accjuaintance called Seth
I'und, an awkward young man who took occa-
sion to tell Betty that he had come from way up
country where there was plcnty greener 'n he was.
There were a great many interesting things to sce
and hcar in Jonathan's and Seth’s domains, and
Betty found the remains of one of her own oid
play-houscs in the shed-chambcr, and was touched

to the hcartwhen she found that it had never been
cleared awday. She had known so many places
and so many people that it was alraost startling to
find Tideshead looking and bchaving exactly the
same, while she had changed so much. The garden
was a most lovely place, with its long, vifie-covered
summer-house, and just now all the roses were
in bloom. Here was that cherry-tree into which
she and Mary Beck had climbed, decked in the
proper black shawls and bonncts and black lace
veils. But where could dear Becky be ai! the
morning ? They had been famous cronies in that
last visit, when they were nine years oid. Betty
hurricd into thc house to find her hat and tell
Aunt Barbara where she was going.

Aunt Barbara took the matter into serious con-
sideration. “ Why, Mary will come to cali this
afternoon, | don’t doubt, my dear, and perhaps
you had better wait until after dinner. They dife
earlier than we.”

Betty turned away disappointed. She wished
that she had thought to find Mary just after break-
fast in their friendly oid fashion, but it was too late
now. She would sit down at the oid secretary in
thc library and begin a letter to Papa.

“ Dear Papa,” she wrote, “ Here 1 am at Ticles-
head, and | feeljustas | used when | was a little girl,
but people treat me, even Mary Beck, as if | were
grown up, and it is a little loncly just at first.
Everything looks just the same, and Serena made
me some hearts and rounds for supper; was n’t
she kind to remember? And thcy put Oll the oid
silver mug that you used to have, for me to drink
out of. And 1like Aunt Barbara best of the two
aunts, after all, which is sure to make you latigh,
though Aunt Mary is vcry kind and secms ill, so
that | mean to be as nice to her as | possibly can.
They seemed to think that you were going offjust
as far as you possibly could without going to a star,
and it made me miss )ou more than ever. Jona-
than talkcd about politics, whether 1 listcncd or
not, and did n’'t like it ivhcn | said that you be-
lieved in tariff rcform. He rcallyscoided and said
the country ivoiild go to the dogs, and | was sorry
that | knew so littic about politics. People expect
you to know so many ncw things with every inch
you grow. Dear Papa, 1 wish that | were with you.
Remember not to smnkc too often, cvcn if you
wish to very much; and picase, dear Papa, think
very often that I am your only dear child,

Betty.
“P. S.— 1 miss you more because they are all
so much older than we are. Papa dear. Perhaps

you will tell me about thc tariff reform for alesson-
ietter when you can’'t think of anything clso to
write about. | have not sccn Mary Beck yet, fior
any of the girls | used to know. Mary always

an



carne right over, before. | musttell you next time

the most important thing,— 1 had to come up river

on the packet! 1 wishcd and wished for you.
Betty.”

Dinner-time was very pleasant, and Aunt Mary,
who first appeared then, was most kind and cheer-
ful; but both the ladies tooknaps, after dinner was
ovcr and they had read their letters, so Betty went
to her own room, meaning to carefully put away
her bciongings, but Letty had done this beforc-
hand, and the large room looked very comfortable
and ordcrly. Aunt Barbara had smiled when an-
other pvotest was tintdly offered about the best
bodroom, and told Betty that.it was pleasant to
havc her just across the hall. “ I am 'vell used
to my housekeeping cares,” added Aunt Barbara,
with a funny look across the table at her young
niece; and Betty thought, again, how much shc
liked this grand-aunt.

The house was very quiet and she did not know
cxactly what to do, so she looked more carefully
than bcfore about the guest-chamber.

There wcre some giiaint-looking silhoiiettes on
the walls of the room, and in a deep oval frame a
fino sort of ornament which seemed to be made
of beautiful grasscs and Icaves, all covered with
glistening crystals. The dust had crept in a littie
at one side. Betty rcmembered it well, and always
thought it very interesting. Then there were two
oid cngravings of Angélica Kauffmann and Mme.
Le Brun. Notliing pleased her so much, however,
as Papa’s bright littie sliawl. It looked gayer than
ever, and Letty had folded it and left it on the oid
chair.

Just then there carne a timid rap or two with
the oid knocker on the hall-door. It was early for
visitors, and the aunts were both in their rooms.
Betty went out to see what could be done about so
exciting a thing, and met quick-footed Letty, who
had bccn ciése at hand in the dining-room.

'T is Miss Mary Beck come to cali upon you,
Miss Betty,” said Letty with an air of high fcs-
tivity, and Betty went quicldy downstairs. She
was brimful of gladness to see Mary Beck, and
went straight toward her in lhc shadcd parlor to
kiss her and tell her so-

Mary Beck was sitting on the edge of a chair,
and was dressed as if she were going to church,
with a pair of tight shiny best glovcs on and shiny
new boots, which hurt her fcet, if Betty had only
known it. She wore a liat that looked too small for
her head, and had a queer, long, waving bird-of-
paradise feather in it, and a dress that was much
too oid for her, and of a cold, smooth, gray color,
trimmed with a shade of satin that neither matched
it fior made a contrast. She had grown to be even
taller than Betty, and slie looked uncomfortable.

and as if she had been forced to come. That was
a silly, limp shaUe of the hand with which she
returned Betty’'s warm grasp. Oh, dear, it was
evidentlyadreadful thing to go to makc acall! It
had been an anxious, discouragcd gctting-rcady,
and Betty thought once of the short, red-checkcd,
friendly littie Becky whom slie used to know, and
was grieved to the heart. But she bravely pulicd a
chair ciése to the guest and sat down. She could
not get ovcr the oid feeling of affection.

‘1 thought you would be over here long ago.
| ought to have gone to see you. Why, yuu'rc
more grown up than I am; is n’C it hard for us?”
said Betty, feeling afraid that one or the other of
them might cry, they were both blushing so deeply
and the occasion was so solemn.

“ Oh, do let 's play in the shed-chamber all day
to-morrow!”

And then they both laughed as hard as they
could, and there was the dear oid M aiy Beck .ifler
all, and a loiigh bit of ice was fovcvcr broken.

Betty threw open the parlor blinds, regardlcss of
Serena’s feelings about flies, and the two friends
spent a delightful hour together. The cali cnricd
in Mary’s being urged to go home to take ofl her
best gown and put on an cvcry-day one, and .way
they went afterward for a long walk.

“ W hat are the girls doing? ” asked Betty, asif
she considcred hcrself a member already of this
branch of the great secret society of girls.

“ Oh, nothing; we hardly ever do anything,”
answered Mary Beck, with a surprised and micas;
glance. “ It is so slow in Tideshead, everybody
says.”

“ | suppose it is slow anywherc if we don’t do
anything about it,” laughed Betty, so good-nai-
uredly that Mary laughed too. “ I like to play
out-of-doors just as well as ever | did, don't you?’

Mary Beck gave a somewhat doubtful answer.
She had dreaded this ceremonious cali. Sho could
not quite understand why Betty Leicester, who had
travelcd abroad and done so many things and had,
as people say, such unusual advautagcs, should
seem the same as ever, and only wear that plam,
comfortable-looking littie ginghara dress.

“When my other big tnink comes thcre are
some presents | brought over for you,” confcssed
Betty shyly. “ I have had to kecp one of them a
long time because Papa has always been saying
every year that we were sure tocome to Tideshcad,
and then we have n’'t after all.” ,

* He has bcen here two or thrce times, sm
Mary. * 1 saw him go by and 1wanted to runoi't
and ask him about you, but I was afraid to

“ Afraid of Papa? What a funny thing!
neverwould be if you really knew him,” exclaime
Betty with delighted assurance. She laughe



hearlily and stopped to lean against a stone wall,
andgave Mary Beck a little push which was meant
toexpress a great dealof affection andamuseraent.
Then she forgot everythingin looking at the beau-
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liked to cali this our tree,” she said shyly, looking
up into the great oak branches.
strange to be hcre with you, at last, after all thc
times | have thought about it— "

“ It seems so

“BETTV AND MARY RSNEW THEIR OLD FRIBSDSHJP."

tifui view across the farras and the river and toward
the great hills and mountains beyond.

“1 k-newyou would think it was pretty here,”
said Mary. “ | have always thought that when
you carne back | would bring you here first. 1

Betty was touched by this bit of real sentimcnt.
She was thankful from that moment that she was
going to spend most of the summer in Tideshead.
Here was the best of good things,— a real friend,
who had been waiting for her all the time.

(To becontiuued.)



THE HEAVENLY GUEST.

[Ffom the Russiaii qf C<niiit Toltiol.)

By Celia Thaxter.

HE winter night shuts swiftly down. W ithin his little hiimble room
Martin, the good oid shoemaker, sits musing in thc gathering gloom.
His tiny lamp from off its hook he takes, and lights its friendly beam,
Reaches for his beloved book and reads it by the flickering gleam.

Long pores he o’er the sacred page. At last he lifts his shaggy head.
' Ifunto me the Master carne, how should I welcome Him ?” he said;
Should I be like the Pharisee, with selfish thoughts filled to the brim,
Or like the sorrnwing sinner,— she who weeping ministcrcd to Him? ”

He laid his head upon his arms, and while he thought, upon him crept
Slumber so gentle and so soft he did not realize he slept.

Martin !” he heard a low voice cali. He started, looked toward the door:
No one was there. He dozed again. “ Martin !” he heard it cali once more,

Martin, to-morrow | will come. Look out upon thc Street for me.”

He rose, and slowly rubbed his eyes, and gazed about him drowsily.

i dreamed,” he said, and went to rest. Waldng betimes with morning lighi.
He wondeved, “ IVere they but a dream, the words | seemed to hear last

night ?”

Then, wovking by his windosv low, he watchcd the passers to and fro.
Poor Stcphen, feeble, bent and oid, was shoveling away the snow ;
Martin at last laughed at himself for watching all so eagerly.

W hatfoolam Il Whatlook I for? Think | the Mastcr’s face to sec

e | must be going daft, indeed !” He turned him to his work once more,
And stitched awhile, but presently found he was watching as before.
Oid Stephen leaned against the wall, weary and out of brcath was he.
* Come in, friend,” Martin cricd, “ come, rest, and was-m yourself, and havc some tea.

May Christ rcward you |7 Stephen said, rejoicing in thc welcome heat;

| was so tired !'” “ Sit,” Martin begged, “ be comforted and drink and eat.”
But even whilc his gratcful guest rcfi'cshcd his chillcd and toil-tvorn framc
Did Martin’s eyes still strive to sean cach passing form that went and carne.

* Are you expecting somebody? ” oid Stephen asked. And Martin told,
Though half nshamed, his last night’s dream. “ Truly, I am not quite so bold
As to expect a thing like that,” he said, “ yet, somchow, still I look I"”

W ith that from offits shelfhe took his worn and precious Holy Book.

Yesterday | was reading here, how among simple folk He walkcd
Of oid, and taught them. Do you know aboutit? No?” So then he talked
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W ith joy to Stephen. “ JesUs said, ‘ The kind, the generous, thc poor,
Blcsscd are they, the humble souls, to be exalted evermore.*”

W ith tears of gladness in his eyes poor Stephen rose and went his way,
His soul and body comforted; and quictly passed on thc day,

Till Martin from his window saw a woman shivcring in the coid,
Trying to shield her little habe with her thin garment worn and oid.

He called her in and fed her, too, and while she ate he did his best
To make the tiny baby smile, that she might have a little rest;
“ Now may Christ bless you, sir 1” she cried, when warmed and cheered she would havc gone «

He took his oid cloak from the wall. “ 'T will keep the coid out. Putiton.”
She wept. “ Christ led you to look out and pity wretched me,” said she.
Martin replied, “ Indeed He did !” and told his story earnestly,

How the low voice said, “ | will come,” and he had watched the livelong day.

All things are possible,” she said, and then she, also, went her way.

Once more he sat him down to work, and on the passers-by to look,
Till the night fell, and then again he lit his lamp and took his book.
Another happy hour was spent, when all at once he seemed to hear

A rustling sound behind his chair; he listened, without thought of fear.

He pcered about, Did something move in yonder cérner dim and dark?

W as that a voice that spoke his fiame? “ Did you not know me, Martin?” “ Hark !
W ho spoke ?” cried Martin. “ It is I,” replied thc Voice, and Stephen stcpped
Forth from the dusk and smiled at him, and Martin’s heart within him leapt |

Then like a cloud was Stephen gone, and once again did Martin hear
That heavenly Voice. “ And this is I,” sounded in toncs divinely dear.
From out the darkness softly carne the woman with the little child,
Gazing at him with gentle eyes, and, as she vanished, sweetly smicd.

AThen Martin thrilled with solemn joy. Upon thc sacred page read he :
‘Hungiy was I, ye gave me meat; thirsty, and ye gave drink to me ;

A stranger I, ye took me in, and as unto the lowliest one

Of these my biethrcn, even the least, ye did it, unto Me 't was done.”

And Martin understood at last it was no visién born ofsleep,

And all his soul in prayer and praise filled with a rapture still and dcep.
He had not been dcceived, it was no fancy of the twilight dim,

But glorious truth ! The Master carne, and he had ministered to Him.

VoL. XVI.— 30.



A VALENTINE.

DcdicaUd to Elsie Leslie Lyde. . N
cdiea o Blsieleshie Lyde Music BV Kate Douglas Wiggis.

Words bv Alice Wellington RoU-ins.
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THE BUNNY STORIES.

Bv John H.

Tuffy's “ W ild West.”

WITH A S5EQUEL.

The next morning after their scrape with Tuffy
and liiindle, both Bunnyboy and Browny were
abic to be up and dressed, but did not feel so
active as usual,

Brnwny’s wrists and ankles were ehafed and
sivollen where the cords had held him bound on
the goat’s back, and Bunnyboy was somewhat stiff
and sore from lying so long fettered on the ground.

There had been some talk in the family, before
the bunnies camc down to breakfast, about what
should be done with “ those good-for-nothing bear
cubs,” as the Deacon called them.

Jiist what ought to be done was a hard question
lo decide ; but at last Cousin Jack said he would
takc the matter in hand, and try a littie home-
missioiiary work on the bear family.

He thought there might be some better way
found for Tuffy and Brindle to use their strong,
healtliy bodies and active minds, than in idle mis-
cliief and cruel sports.

The Deacon said he was welcome to the task, but,
as for himself, he felt more like a bad-tcmpered
lie.nhen, than a missionary, every time he thought
oftheir shaineful treatraent of poor Browny.

That afternoon Cousin Jack asked Bunnyboy to
go ivith him to the north village, and cali on Tuffy’s
mother, who was a widow.

When they were ready to stavt, Mother Bimny
gave Bunnyboy a well-filled basket, saying to
Cousin Jack that she never liked to have any one
gomissionarying among the poor and needy, quite
empty-handed.

Cousin Jack said he was always glad to carry
more food tlian tracts to such folks, and off they
started to find the Widow Bear.

Tlicy found her in a wretched place, not much
I>cttcr than a hovel, and looking very tired and
miserable.

Two shabby littie cubs wcre playing in the door-
yard, and another was crying in Mother Beaffs
arms, when she carne to the door to let them in.

She thought Cousin Jack was a ministcr, or a

ill-collector, and began to dust a chair for him
with her apron, and to tell him her tvoublcs at the
same time.

Copyright, 1888, by John H,

Jewett.

Cousin Jack gave her the basket of good things
from Mother Bunny, but said nothing about the
circus affair, because he thought the poor Mother
Bear had enough to worry her, already.

When he asked her why Tuffy and Brindle did
not get some work to do, to help her, she told him
that since their father clied she had been too poor
to buy them clothes fit to wear to school, and they
had grown so wild and lawless that no one wouid
give them work.

She said they were both over in the pasture by
the brook, playing, and wcre probably in some new
mischief by this time.

“Well, well,” said Cousin Jack, “ don't be
discouraged ; perhaps they may live to be a com-
fort to you yet; at any ratc, we will hunt them up,
and see if there is not something besides mischief
in them, and 1 'l try to get some work for Tuffy
to do.”

Widow Bear thankcd him, and bidding her
* Good afternoon,” they set out for the pasture.

On the way Bunnyboy was quiet and thought-
ful, for he had never seen such poverty and miseiy
before.

After thinking about it for a while, he said he
felt sorry for the Mother Bear, and wondered if
Tuffy’'s father had been a good man.

Cousin Jack said he did not know; very good
foiks were sometimes very poor; but the saddest
part of these hard lives was, that so many good
mothevs and innocent littlc children were made to
suffer for the faults of others, and that bad habits
were too often the real cause.

W hen they carne to the brook, they saw Tuffy
and his companions on the top of a hill in the
pasture, racing about and having a roaring good
time.

Tuffy had been showing them how to play
“ Wild West.”

He liad a long rope, with a noose on one end,
and the other end tied around his waist, for he was
playing that he was both horse and i-ider, and
having great fun iassoing the others, and hauling
them aboiit like wild horscs or cattle.

Just as Cousin Jack and Bunnyboy reached the
foot of the hill, Tuffy had grown so vain of his
strength and skil!, that he boastfully said he was
going to lasso one of the yoimg steers browsing
near bv.

Jewcit. A1l righu reserved.
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They saw him crcep carefully forward, and thcn,
giving the coil a few steady whirls in the air, he
sent the noose fiying over the stcer’s head.

The loop fell loosely over the crcaturc’s neck,
and as the crowd set up a shout the stecr started
on a run.

One foot went through the open noose, the rope
tightened over and under the steer’s shoulders, and
away he went, with Tuffy tugging manfully at the
other end of the rope.

Tlie more they shouted the faster the steer ran,
Tuffy following as fast as his legs could carry him,
until the frightened crcature plunged down thc hill
at full speed.

Half-way down Tuffy tripped and fell headlong,
and, hitched by the rope he had so carelessly left
tied around his own body, he was dragged down
the grassy slope, unable to rise, or get a footing.

On dashed the steer, across the broad but
shallow brook, dragging Tuffy after him through
the mud and water, imil the cub was landed on
thc farthcr shore.

Here Tuffy's weight against the bank stopped
the steer, and held him fast; but he still tugged,
until Cousin Jack carne to the rescue and cut the
rope with his knife.

After Tuffy was upon his feet again, and had
rubbed some of the mud from his face and eyes,
he looked sheepishly about him, while thc rcst
laughed and jeered at the drenched and drab-
blcd cub.

Cousin Jack asked him if he was hurt, and told
him he would better wring out his wet jacket, and
sit down on a log in the sun, before he went home
to change his cloChes.

When Tuffy said he was all right, but had
no other clothes to put on, Cousin Jack
asked him why he did not go to
work and earn some.

Tuffy replied that
he could not get
any work
to do.

Then

said Cousin

Jack, kindly,

_tY - “ That is justwhat

I have come to talk with you about, for | have been
to see your poor, patient, hard-working mother,
and | can hardly believe that a strong, healthy fel-

low, as you ave, is really willing to be a trouble lu
her instead of a hclp.”

Tuffy said gruffly, ©* How can I hclp it when no
onc will give me a chance ?”

“Then | would try to make a chance,” said
Cousin Jack, “ and begin by helping her takc care
of the children."”

“ Tuffy,” said he, “ ifyou 're really in earnest, |
will find you some deccnt clothcs and work to do,”

Tuffy was puzzled, for he had thought Cousin

Jack had come over to settle with him for abusin»
the bunnies ; but as Cousin Jack spoke so kincily
and earnestly, he managed to say, “ Try me and
see.”
e Thcn Cousin Jack advised him to wash himself,
go to bed early, and let his clothes dry; and in
the morning, if he would come over to Dcacoii
Bunny’s, he should have a better suit.

When Tuffy and the others had gone, and
the Bunnys were on their way home, Bunnyboy
said tliat perhaps Tuffy was not so bad a fcllo«
after all.

Cousin Jack said he was glad to hear Bunnybov
say this; for it was a good plan, once in a while, lo
stop and think how much a good home and proper
training had to do with making some folks bciier
or more fortunate than others, and with giving a
fair start in life.

The Rescue.
A IIlERO FOR A DAY, AND AN EVERY-DAV IIKUO.

W hen Tuffy camc home his mother asked liira
what had happencd to make him so wet.

He told her he had
been fooling with a steer
and got a ducking, bul
that he did n't care, fot
he was going to bed, and
his clothes wouki lie dr;
before he «ceded towcnr

them again.
He said he was going ovcr to
Runwild Terracc in the morning.
to see if Lame Jack Bunny nieant
what he had said about giving him a ne«
suit of clothes, and finding him a place wliere
he might have steady work.

Mother Bear told him thc Bunny family "tN
very kind to take an interest in him, and sbe bope
he would try to do his best.

Tuffy replied he should take more stock in tbeni.
when he had seen the clothes, for he had can
folks talk well before.

Then he went to bed, and his poor mother .
up halfthe night cleaning and patching the ragge



giinnents, Lhat tliey might look as tidy as possible
for the visit.

At about ten o’clock the next day he started,
iroiulering how the trip would turn out, and how
it would seem to be dressed a little more like other
folks.

COUSIN JACK ADVISSS TUFFV.

Ou tho way to Deacon Bunny’s, Tuffy had to
cross a bridge over a river across which a dam had
been built so that the water might be used for power
10 mu the factories in the north villagc.

The stream curved sharply to the left, above thc
dam, and the swift current swepl over thc falls in
alorrent, to the rocky rapids below.

IMien Tuffy reached the river, a crowd was
ptliered on the bank and they were all watch-
ing something on the stream above the dam.

CIRANDaiOTHRR COQN AND TOTSV ON THE

He ran to see what was the matter, and saw a
small skiff, or rowboat, drifting down ihe stream.

In the boat were oid Grandmother Coon, and
Totsy, her little grandchild.

He could hear their pitcous cries for hclp, as
the boat drifted ncarer
and nearer to thc dam,

Their only chance of
being saved, was tliat thc
boat might clrift ciése to
a snag which stood out
in the middic of the
stream, where a tall pine
tree had lodged during a
recent freshct.

A few feet of the barc
top rose above the suifacc
of the water, with the
rools held fast below.

Fortunately the current
set that way, and, as the
boat drew near, Grand-
inother Coon caught hold
of the snag and stopped
the boat in the swiftest
part of thc current.

The boat swayed and
tossed about, but she

clung with all her strength and held it fast.

There was no otherboat at hand, and the excited
crowd on the shore seemed helplcss tu aid hei-,

Sonic one said that if he could swim, he would
go and help her hold thc boat.

Tuffy hcard tho remark, and without pausing a
second, ran up the shore to thc bend, sirippcd off
his jacket, and plungecl into the stream.

He could swim like a duck, and by the hclp ofthe
current, was soon in line with thc boat; but then
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THPFV'S RRAVE ACTIOK.

he was clear-headcd enough to know he must
strike the snag, for his weight would upset the
boat, or break her loose, if he tried to climb in.

As he drew near, a few steady strokes brought
his breast against the snag, and he grasped the
gunwale of the boat with both hands, just as
Grandmother Coon, overeéme with the strain and
excitement, Ict go her hold and fell back into the
bottom of the boat.

When the crowd on the shore saw Tuffy with
his l)ody braced against the snag, and bis strong
arms on either side holding the boat against the
current, they gave a shout, and called to him:

* Stick and hang, Tuffy! Don’tlet go!”

And stick and hang he did, until he thought his
arms would lie pullcd from his body, while the
frantic folks on the shore rushed about making a
great fuss, but doing nothing of real use.

At last a long rope was found, and some onc
who had kept calm and had his wits about him,
told them to tieone end of the rope to a plankand
follow him.

Taking the plank up stream, to the bend where
Tuffy had jumpcd in, they threw it far out into
the river.

By giving the rope plenty of slack, the plank,
caught by the current, was carried well out toward
the other side.

They watched it drifting down toward the boat,
and when they saw that the plank would go out-

side the snag and carry the rope within Tuffy’s
reach, they callcd to him to keep cool, and hang
on until by puUing on the rope they could Imng
it to the surface.

Every minute seemed an hour to Tuffy, «hose
hands and arms wcre stiffened and crampcd "ilh
the grip and strain, and he found it no easy mattcr
to seize the rope without losing his hold on the
boat. s

When they had hauled in on the rope, ann
drawn the plank ciése to the boat, Tuff;’ inanagcd
to get the rope between his lcgs.

By holding on with all his might with his ngbi
hand, he shifted the left to the same side of tire
snag, and then taking a fresh grip on the gunuale.
he told them to haiil away !

In a fcw minutes the boat was chawii to me
shore and safely landed with its living load.

Grandmother and Totsy Coon were tcmicri)
cared for, and Tuffy, tvho was chiled and tiren
out by hislong struggle, was taken to ahousc ne.
by, givcn a good rubbing, and a chango o
clothing. n

Every one praised him for bis brave act a
pluck in holding to the boat so long.

They all said he was a hero, and had saved t
lives by risking bis own, and more than onc mi

thereroark; ,or,
“ Who would have thought that vagabonfl oi

Tuffy Bear was such a brave, generous fello"



itmade Tuffy feel strange tohear himselfpraised,
and he wondered ifhe was really the same Tuffy the
villagers had called a “ good-for-nothing cub,” ever
since he could remember!

When Grandmother Coon was asked how they
happencd to be in the boat, without oars or pad-
dle, she said that Totsy bad run away and climbed
into the boat, and when she stepped in after the
litile one, the boat, which was not fastened, tipped
up with thc addcd weight, and floated off into deep
water.

TOTSy IN THB DOAT.

After the excitement was over, Tuffy went on
his way to Runwild Terrace, in his borrowed
clothcs, and found Cousin Jack waiting for him.

Some one had carried the news of the accident
and the rescue to the Terrace, and here Tuffy was
given a hearty welcome, and praised on all sides.

Cousin Jack told him he had mado a splcndid
beginning, and he was glad an occasion had offered
for hira to prove his mettle and to show that he
could use, as well as abuse, hisbrains and strength.

The Bunnys kcpt him to dinner, and made up a
bundie of comfortable clothing for Brindle and the
other children.

After dinner Cousin Jack told Tuffy that the
Terrace folks had made up a purse of money for
him, and that one of the store-keepers had offered
to give him a full new suit.

When they went to look for work Cousin Jack
advised him to learn a trade, and found a machin-
ist who would give him a place in a shop and pay
small wages for the first year.

Tuffy agrecd to begin work thc next day, and
«cin li6me vcry proud and happy.

The neighbors had been there before him with
the story, and some, who were both able and will-
tng, had sent in plcnty of food and clothing for

the family, when it was known how poor and necdy
they wcre,

Tuffy’s mother told him it was the proudest day
of her life, and said she always knew he would
prove a crcdit to the family, for his father was a
bravo man, and had been a soldier in the war, be-
fore Tuffy was born.

Tuffy went to his work thc next morning bright
and early, and for a few weeks he likcd the change.

Afler a while the days seemcd long, and the
Sundays a long way apart.

One day when Cousin Jack dropped in to sec
him, Tuffy grumbled a little, and said he was tircd
ofbeing shut up in a shop all day, when thc other
fcllows he knew were having fun, chcstnutting,
and going to base-ball games.

Cousin Jack said that there was where the pluck
carne in: he must keep his grip on his work, just
as he did on the boat, the day he savcd two lives.

Tuffy replied that folks seemed to have forgot-
ten all about his being a hero, as thcy had called
him then, and that they treated him just as if he
was the same oid Tuffy after all.

“ Well, well!” said Cousin Jack, “ that is thc
way ofthe world, and you must not mind it.

‘* You did a noble and plucky thing that day in
the river, but you are doing a harder and a nobler
task now, by working to help your mother sup-
port thc family, and send
your brothers and sisters
to school.”

Cousin Jack talked with
him hopefully about his
work, and told him thcrc
were a great many real,
every-day heroes who
never had a chance to
earn the title by a single
great act of courage or
endurance, but they were
héroes just thc same.

“ Stick to your work,
Tuffy,” said he, “ and
don’t wcakcn because the
cuvrent is strong against
you, and one of these
days, perhaps, you will be
a great inventor, or the
owncr of a shop like this,
yourself.”

This made Tuffy feel better, and when he went
home that night he told his mothcr she need not
worry any more about his giving up learning a
trade, as he had threatened to do. “ For,” said
Tuffy, “ 1am going to stick to my work and try
to be one of Jack Bunny’'s Ewry-Day Heroes! ”

*EVERV-UAV HEKO.

END.



JACK-IN-TH E-PULPIT.

Here comes April— smilingly skipping and
tearfully tripping, as is her wont— and so like a
bright, laughing, and sometimes naughty child
that we all enjoy watching her and wondering
what she ’'lIl do next.

And, how odd ! here comes fluttering down on
my pulpit a pretty song for you by your friend
Emilie Poulsson, that fairly sings itself. It’s an
honcst song, too, for it tells a truc story. | knew
a snow-flake once— just for a moment— who, on
an Aprilday, carne in that very same manner upon
just such a pretty group standing dcmurely in thc
sunshine.

Now for the poem ;

‘“ Such decoration ! What can it be ?
Sunshine, and blue sky, and snow like me ?
Think | must flutter down there and see !”

So said a snow-flake one April day,
Peering to earth from his cloud-bank gray.—
Then, turning somersaults all the way,

Uown he went, fioating and whirling round,
Till, by-and-by, when he reached the ground,
W hat do you think little snow-flake found ?

Yellow as sunshine, and white as snow,
Blue as if sky bits had fallen low,
There stood thc croctises, all aglow!

LARGE KITES.

Now for thc kitcs! Who can bcat this account
which the dear Little School-ma’am read aloiid
from “ The Universal Tinker” to the children of
thc Red School-hoiisc ?

“ A large kite, perhaps thc largest ever madc,
was floated not long ago ncar Rochester, New
York. The surface containcd near two hundred

and fifty square feet. The frame was madc of
strips of wood two inches wide and a half an iiich
thick. It was covered with stout manilla paper,
For a string therc was used a coil of three-eighlhs-

inch rope, nearly a mile long, The Kkite rose
grandly. A team of horses were requircd to haui
it down.”

MUST THE CHINAMEN, OR THE CHINESE, GO?

San José, California.
Dear Jack : Piense ask the dear Little Scliool-ma'om
whelher it be right to say Chinese, or Chinanieii ?
The other day a friend told me that her sister «a,

“ much better, owiiig to having had a China doctor” ;

If a Chinaman, why not a China doctor? If a Chato,
man, wliy not a Portugal man ? etc., etc.,
Very sincerely yours. Coral. R

AN ADVENTURE IN THE QUIOKSANDS.

D ear Jack-in-the-Pulpit:

Would you like to hear something about the quick-
sands of tiie Missouri River (ov Big Muddy,” asil is
sometimes calledj? A few weeks ago a friend ard
myself were stroUing on Prospecl Hill, when | proposed
tliat we go down on ihc sand-bar and walk toward home
that way. We found a placo wliere we could get atross
to the sand-bar, as it is separaled from the .sliore liy a
sort of elongaleti pond afew feel wide. We foolcd alniig
on the sand-bar, all the time getling fariher down-lili
we thought we might better start for home in earncsl-
We had been picking our way where it was dr\, .ad
now there avas no water where we wished to cross, bul
it was very muddv, and. as ave did not wish to gci any
muddier than was necessary, and did not pvopose u>go
back up around thc bend where we caine across, 1 |>5o
posed tWt we get some driftwood that was on thc -aiul-
bar, and test it io see if it would sink. Ifit did iiut, «r
could go across in that aamy.  Bul iny rcckless comian-
ion started to .skip across; at lhc first siepliewcnl in
nearly to his knees. W ith an exclamaiion, he gaveanoiher
jump, this time sinking lo his iniddle. 1 ihonglu by
anotlaer lunge he might make the dry ground,whiili was
not far, lauthe was really fast for thc preseni. He lumed
palé, and asked me to help him. 1 knew ii woiikl he
folly for me to jump in after him, so 1 started baik llie
wav we had come (as it was ihe only way I cotiUl get
hel'p) on a dead nin ; at the same time a dozcn slories
flashed through my mind about the Missouri quicksaiids.
I was ncarly as scared as he was, and ran unlil | was
ready to drop. To obstruct my progres.s were «anm
places, where I would start lo sink and llave tq go back
and try another place where it was drier. Finally, in
looking back, I noticed that he did n’'t seem lo sin); anv
more, so | slackencd up a little and kept my breath for
a final plungc; as | was lurning thc bend, | "1
scramble out nearly covered with slimy mud. 1 nnally
got across to tbe path under the hill, where I ran over
siones innumerable ; at last | thought I must be nearv
therc, | wliistled, and he answered me by a peculiar cali,
and | found him at a little house under the hill, dea™
ing the worst of il off; the dark aidcd us, so he gol
home without attracting any particular aficnuon.

My father says all that prevented a fatal result was
a ledce of rock that projected out from the Ixink, a» ni;

gonc'
conipftrativcly powerless to aid Inm.
Since then a man got out of the road a little «>.



I-) JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

(tlie road goes across llie sand-bar now to the ferry)
and went up almost to bis sliouUlers in the quicksand,
wlien he was helped out by some men.

Later yet, a back went a littie off from the road,
and the passcngers had to scramble out as best tliey
could, while tbe borses were nearly imprisoned before
they could be got out, which was a hard job.

The hade itself sunk about half its height into the
sand. and thcre it stayed (and | don’t knowbutit is there
now) for a long « hile as a landmark ; somebody labeled
it “ Repiiblican Party ” during the eleotion, but it now
proves it was tlie other party.

The Government have fiags upon the sand-bar not
vei'y far from the road, signifying “ Danger.”

Hoping | have not tired you by too long a letter,
| icraain your interested reader,

Ralph M. Fletchlr.

THE LARGEST EOG IN THE WORLD.

M. B. Dickman hasbeen egg-hunting, in boolcs,
and has found such a noble specimen for you, that
yo» shall have tlie account of it just as it is sent
tu this pulpit:

How would any of you St. Nicholas rcaders
like an egg as big as a water-melon served for
breakfast on Easter morning? You might have
seen just such an egg if you had lived in Mada-
gascar hundreds ofyears ago, when the Aepyornis
lived.

Why, you could have given an egg breakfast
to sevciity persons, and, at the rate of two of our
domestic heii’s cggs to each person, would have
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had plenty. Just think of taking the contcnts of
one hundrecl and forty of our hen’s eggs and put-
ting them into one egg-shcll!

Fancy hunting for eggs as big as footballs!—
eggs which sometimes measured ovcr three feet
the longest way around, two feet six incites around
the middie, and held eight quarts of meat, and had
a shell at Icast halfan inch thick ! What an arm-
ful one would makc 1

The bird that laid this enorinous egg is known
as the Aepyornis maximiis, and it was the jargcst
bird ever known to exist. It was a first cousin of
the ostrich, allhough a much larger bird, towering
above the tallcst giraffe. Like the ostrich, it was
practically wingless, but was a swift nmner. It has
been estimated that if the ostrich can travel al the
rate of twenty-six miles an hour, the Aepyornis
could have travelcd at least thirty miles,— or amilc
every two minutes.

From the circuinstances under which the first
egg was found, itwas hoped the bird might still be
living, but only the incompletc skeleton of it and
fragmentsofother eggs were ever cliscovcrcd. There
is but one complete egg of this giant bird to be
seen in the civilized world at present, and it is
cracked in several places. It isin the possession
of the French Government, and is kept in the Jar-
din des Plantes in Paris.

Several casts and fragments of the shells are to
be seen in London in the South Kensington Musc-
uin of Natural History.

THE LARCEST ECO m THE WORLD.



THE LETTER-BOX.

Keystone Ranch, Laramik City, VVyo.
Dear St. I ara a Hule girl, twelve years
oid, W yoining Territory. I
twenty railes from Lararaie City.
the Kockics,

N icholas

living in live on a ranch

Our vanch is among
whicli

maltes it very nice for us in

suin-

iner, as there are many beautifiul flowers on the sides
of the moantains.

W e have a governess who teaohes us, and on long

winter evenings reads us the
I go horseback riding,

stories m your nice book.
and have a pony of ray own,
named “ Custer.”

I have two brothers and one sister, all younger than
myself. I havc taken you since June.

I am your constant reader, A.VNA B. H

Newark, N. J.

Dear St. In your February number you

Nicholas;

have an article entitled “ A Rose in a Queer Place,” by
Prof. F. Slarr. I can tell you a story about Mr. and
Mrs. Cleveland’'s portraits “ in a queer place.”

During the latter part of last February,as you remem -

ber, the President and his wife went to Florida.

O fcourse, the people of Jacksonville made quite a stir
over such distinguished guests and, among other things,
they were shown through the Sub-tropicaJ Exposition.

The ice that city had
blocks of one containing M rs.
land'» |Dicture encircled
which 1

manufacturers of frozen two

ice the same size, Cleve-
in a wreath

favorite

of natural pansies,
and the other
M r. Cleveland’s, witli a wreath of pansies and roses.

On seeing this pretty though bold
picture, Mrs. Cleveland
rcception,” the
party
lhaw.”

believe are her flowers;

style of framing a
This isratheracold
who was sbowing the
“Yes,

remaraed, “
and gcntleraan

Presidential around repbed, but we are
going to

| visited the Exposition the following day and saw these
cakesofice, and although they had “ thawed” somewhat,
the photographs and flowers could still

the ice.

be seen through

Your admirer, P.AULIXR M cD

New York City.
My Dear St.
dear St.

to me. |

N ichotas : | have wished to tell you,

N ichotlas, for along time, how dear you are
have not missed a single number since the first
number was issued. W hen you first carne out, | was too
young toread, but I enjoyed seeing the pictures andhear-
ing the (leliglitful fairy stories which

chaiiting in those days.

seemed to me en-
And it seems .somehow as ifyour
own growth had kept pace with mine, and that even now

you are not too young for me. I hope that it may be
so for a long time to come.
Your loving friend, J. H -
Georgetown, Minn., Riverside Farm.
My Dear St. Nichotlas : | have written to you
before, but as my letter was not printed | thouglit I
would write again, I am living on a farm, fourteen
miles out of Moorhead, Minn.
For pets, | have a pony, two dogs, a cow, and a bird.

Our farm
falo. 1

is right on the banks of a river called
like farm

ihe liuf-
life in the summer raucii more than in
the winter, for it is almost too coid toenjoy yourselfun.
of-doors; but when | have to stay in the house, | ala ays
have one good companion,and liiat is the St. Nicholas.
I am very fond of and

reading, look forward

coraing every raonth with pleasure.

lo your

Last winter | lived in Sloorhead, but this spriiig ac
carne out on the farm, and | like it much better tlian
when I lived in Moorhead. It is lovely up here, in ihe
summer, with all the green trees, and the river floa iiig
near by.

I remain your friend, Soi-hie C

Fresno City, Cai,

Dear St. Nichotas ; This is my first leiier to jmi.
I am one of your mostinterested readers, and of nil the
magazines and papers that we take, |

havc especially enjoyed the seridis.

like you best. |

I live in what we think is the best part of Ilie Colden
State. Our county (Fresno County) is the * baiiner
raisin-county ” of the State.

I carry papers both morning and evening, carniiig
eighteen dollars a month. I am the oldesi of viglit

brothers, and am thirteen years oid. W e all enjoy your
magazine very much.

I will not write any more, so wishing you a pros-
perous year.

I remain yours truly, TraCY R. K-

Chartleston, S. C.
Dear St. NichoiaS: |1

cousin, whom 1

like you very much. My

have never seen, has been sending you
to me.

I live with my grandpa, who works at
mines, S. C. W e live the winter, bul we
in Suminerville in Uie summer, because

here.

ihe Pliosj>liale
here in live
it is not hcallny
the earllK|uake

was butied under tlie plasteiing. 1

We were in Summerville when

of 1886 carne, and 1

was seven years oid iheii. I enjoyed thc cani|nng-oul
very much, because | did not have to go to school
fior learn any lessons. Grandpa has given me a gun
this winter, and | liave killed about twenly birds and

hope to get a partridge
Your little friend,

soon. 1
JcLlus

must cidse
N oble

iiow-
Du B

F.lizaiieth,
Nichotas ; | have

N ew Jersey.
Dear St. never written a letter
to you, and so | hope this will be published.

I have four brothers, and we have all
your first started.

reading uie back numbers, and always

taken you siiicc

magazine was T am never lirerl ol

find somellimg
new in them.

I tliiiik there was never
as “ Little

I have

such a perfectly loveb' .story
Ixnrd Fauntleroy,” s
not seen the play yet,
little Elsic Leslie a great many times, furs1
in EHzabelh. s

I like Mrs. Burnett's stories very much mdecu, an*

but hope lo soon.

have seen

used to live



I wish that she would write another serial, longer than
her latest two.

Il is snch a pleasure to have dear St. Nichotlas lo
lhat I do not know what | should do without it.

May G. M

read,
Your loving reader,

San José, Cal.

Dear St. Nicholas: | am a reader of your maga-
zine, and Mamma used lo buy it for me before I could
read for myself.

We spenl last winter in Santa Barbara, Cal., and last
September my pam, uiamma, sister, and myself drove
fiom lliere to San Francisco, on the coast road, in a two-
seated carriage and four liorses, with camping-out out-
fitt We had two dogs, one a Gordon setter; and as we
saw much small game, and | had a 23-riile and Papaa
sliot-gun, wc found llie dogs very useful.

1 sliot a wild goosc, on the marsh, near San Francisco
hay, all by myself. As we were camping-out, and Mamma
could n’t cook it, I gave it to an oid niiner, who was glad
tu get it, and | was very proud of liaving shot it.

We saw some beautiful sceiiery and crossed some high
mountains, tlie “ coast range ” being made up of severd
small ranges, in one of which (the Gabilan) is the peak
called “ Frémont’s Peak,” where he flcd with his sol-
diers, when the Spanisli Govcrnor-Ccncral of California
ordered him out of the country, svhen we were fighting
wilh México; and it was here the Stars and Stripes first
floited to tire view of the hostile Mexicaiis. It is near
San Juan, a quaint littie town full of oid adobe houses
and a mission of tlie same fiame, “ San Juan Baulislé.”
We had some funny adventures, and some that were
not so funny.

We carne back to San José, which is a prosperous city
aliout fifty miles soutli of the city of San Francisco, and
lam going to school. Papa .says he will drive to “ Mount
Hainilton?’ to visit the Lick Observatory during my
Cliristmas vacation, and next summer we expect to go to
the Yosemite.

| forgot to say | was horn in West Twelfth Street,
New York City, and lived there all my life, and hope
lo go back wlien we have seen more of tliis wonderful
Pacific coast.

One ofyour young ndmirers, Georce F. V

KARLSRUHE.

Dear St. Nichotas: | wrote to you two months
ago asking for a foreign correspondent, and since my
letter was printed in the December number T liave had
no less than sixty answers to it. If you wiD kindly in-
seri these few lines in your columns, I should in tliis way
he able to thank all the young ladies who have written
such plepant letters to me, and to tell them how sorry |
am that it is impossible to covrespond wilh sixty ]:eople
allat once. | should like to say, also, that since Rosas
‘vas driven out of Buenos Ayres. in 1852, tire government
lias been modeled upon that ofthe United States,— but
tafir president is elected every six years.

""ishing you and all your readers a prosperous and

liappjr new j re,j,ain yours truly,
Eilnor C
' Oakland, Cal.
T St. Nicholas: | am sixtcen, and attend lhe

ilign School just across the slreet.
S Il}e school term is almost ended, for wliicli I am most

fhe other day | read of a high school where Ihe boys
and girls hoth drilled daily with guns. | can not remem-
oer where it was, but would like to know more about il

if, by chance, some of your rcaders live in the same city
and recognize the school, | don't think tliere can be
more thaii oneof the kind in the United States.

During this last summer | made a boat from a desciip-
tion 1 read. It was my fii-st attempt at carpentering, and
I was quite elated at my success, for it did n't leak. |
painted it white inside and blue outside, witli a gold
stnpe, and named it “ A. Dodger.” | wish girls could
take carpenter lessons.

Your reader, Lovda L. S

Londa Will find a dcscription of a systcm of military
drill for girls in an article entitled “A Girls’ Military
Company,” in st. Nichoras for January, 1SS8.

PiTTSBURGH, Pa.

Dear St. Nicholas; | live ji1 I'iitsburgh, and last
summer, as soon as school was closeci, | started for Muncy,
witli all my camping equipmeiits. Muncy is a littie town
about three liundred miles from here, and was named
after the Muncy tribe of Indians, The Susquehanna
river fiows about a mile from the town. | got my oid
clium, Robert Grange, to go with me; and we went down
the river about two miles to a place called Turkcy Run.
Thcre we pitched our tent, and put tlie cainp in order;
then we rigged ouv lines to caich some fisli; we tended
the lines failhfully all day, and the result was we were
very successful by nightfall. | have seen very many fisb,
but tlie finest | ever saw were taken out of the Susque-
hanna. It’sadelighiful place for swimniing: leiifcetfrom
the shore it’s over twenty feet deep. W e caught one im-
inense snapping-turtlc, and for our Sunday dinner we had
turtle Soup. About the fourtii day we were jhere, a large
crane alighted 011 tlie bogs not one hundred yards away,
but, as luck would have it, I had lost Ihe fiiing-pin out of
my gun, and wilh sorrow saw tlie bird fly away. We had
a great many visitors at camp, and we lived in style. In
two weeks we had a great dea] of fun, and then started
for home.

One thing | forgot to mention : that one night tliere
was such a storm, and it rained so hard, Ihat I llioiiglit
the tentwould surely go over; and ihe dog wc liad witli
uUs was very much scared. Affcclionntely,

H. S. R

W e thank the young friends whose fiames here follow
for pleasant letters received from tlicm ; Susic W ., Cari
Wells, Leo J. F-, Hcnry H. Lee, Louise and Lucy,
Anna H., Artliur M. JenUins, Dolores and Audrev, M.
J. W., F. R., Elsie Blakc, T. E. R., Charlie Il., Claiie
D-, Rose M. W ., Philip Alien, Florence Scofickl, I.. G.
N., Adele Clawson, F. Lindsey Curlis, Daisy Davidson,
Soiihic and Eiwin G., Lawience Hills, Hclen L. S.,
E. W. Bailey, Edwin L. Robinson, Kale Alexaiidcr,
Emma L. Campbell, Cleveland Sniilh, Jex, M. E, K.,
Liliaii St. Claire, Henry S. F.ly, A. I.. T,, R. C. Will-
iamson, Hattie Hopkins, Kiette M. Elderd, Mabel Gif-
fin, Rebie M. J., Hattie Mcl..,C. P. R., Alice Ingcrsoll,
Mary P. Jones, Constance Adee, Maurice V. C.,Brad-
ford S. S., Olive Branch, Emily Bannister, Laura F.
Moses, Ethel, A. B. I,., lLiliati M., A. E. S., Carolyn
R., Katherine, Harnld A. Koonz, Lulu S-, Jessie S.,
Jim S., Gladys S., Jack S., Tom S., Will S., Margaiet
S., Jack Briggs, ” Madonna,” S. B. Van Duscr, Jr..
Ernest C. Pittsforil, Maud Metcaif, Ann E. Robb,
Bertha C., Aiiila M. S., Mamic Hicks, Maude M. S,
Pliyllis S. C., Sallie P., Allie Richards, Frank S. fJ.,
Jane and Susan, lessie C. Knight, Florence Park, Ralph
S. B., Alice L. Bell, Winnie Nicliolls.



A SIX WEEKS’

By Sara Wyer

I AM going to fell you about a little hoy who had scar-
let fever, and about how he amused himself. He was
quaranlined in his own room for six weeks, yet he did
not have a dull time, after al). He saw no one during
those weeks but his father and mothcr and tho doctor.

When Arthur was first taken sick and the doctor said
lhat it was scarlet fever, every unnecessary article of
furiiilure was removed from his room. His bed seemed
very necessary, so that remained; also his bureau,wash-
stand, a table, and two chairs. The carpet was taken
away, as well as ibe book-case and all the books. The
closet was emplied of all the clothes, and thc drawers fuil
of toys were stowed away in the attic.

Wilien so many of liis cherished belongings were gonc
Arihur thought it was a very queer-looking room, and
the first lime he sat up in bed and looked at the bare
floor he said it seemed as if he were in prison.

in a week he was able to be up and dressed, and in
a few days more he began to feel so well that he asked
wliat he could do to amusc himself. His playthings
were gone and his books. What could he do, sure
eiiougii ? Ilis mother, too, began to wonder. The doc-
tor said he must not go down-stairs, or even leave the
room, for six weeks from the beginning of his illness.
Ten days were gone, but what should be done with the
thirty-iwo vemaining?

Arthur's father made a happy suggestion. lie pro-
jposed that Arthur should have his work-bcncli brought
from thc barn up-slairs lo his room, and then, with his
tools and a suliply of slicks and blocks of tvood, he might

IMPRISONMENT.

Farwell.

work away to his hearl’sconteni. There was a great (leal
of measuring to find out whether the bench was small
enough to go through doors and up stairways, and ilie
next morning thc question was settled. The neighlx'rs,
if ihey were looking out of iheir windows, must Itaxc
seen a funny sighl. Tbe work-bench, six feet long, was
carried around the house, the double front doors were
thrown wide open, and the bench disappeared lIn&agli
the vestibule. Up thc front stairs it went, through along
hall, and into Avlhur’s room,— the scrvice-worn gkl
bench, never more prized lban now when it had so im-
portanl a part to play in the family history.

Now that Arthur was going to be a little carpenter,
how conveniciit it was to have a bare floor in his room.
The strips and pieces of wood of all sizes, broughl from
a carpenler’s shop, were piled upon the floor under Ine
work-table, The drawers were opened, and out caire
all jhe tools,— the plano, the brace and bits, the tiraw-
knife, saw, and hammer.

Attliur’'s eyes fairly shone as he greeted one bv onc
his familiar friends. Hcre a difficuUy ardése. There
was the work-bench, tlieie were the tools and ihe wo(k.,
and there was the boy himself,— the little worknian.
But what should he make first? He asked his molher.

“ Suppise you try to make a chair,” was her rcply-
Arthur looked somowhat doubtful as he said, “ Incier
made anything ofthat sort in my life.”

liut he worked away all one morning, and succecdcu
in making a chair of simple design. n

\ little friend of Arthur’'s has drawii a plcture oi



(lie chair for you to see; and thc same little girl drew
all the pictures in this story directly from the ohjecls
themselves.

The next day Arthur was in a hurry to be up and
dressed, so as to make all sorts of things which were
taking sliape in his boyish mind.

Day after day Arthur worked happily on witli his
lools. Soinetimes his mother read to liim while he
u'orked. He did not wish bound books taken to his
room for fear they would have to be burned when he
ivas well. But single numbers of the St. Nicholas,
ivliich could be replaced, and copies of other magazines
and papers found their way in and were very welcome.
About four o’clock every afternoon Arthur began to put
his room in order. He put the tools back into the table-

draivcts, and swent up the chips and shavings which liad
galliered during the day. Tlien, every day or two these
wcre carried away and carefully burned, Each day a
new piece of toy furniture was added to ihe roiv of
tkunly designs on the bureau. Arthur asked to have
llicm placed so that he could see them all wlien he first
waked in the morning. Somelimes the hour just before
Itwas time to light the lamp, and afler the work was over
lor jhe day, seemed rather long. So Arthur’'s mother
jliriposcd that thcy should play “ Thirly-one,” look-
ilig out ol the window. From ihe east window they
could look a long distance up a bu.sy street, and all the
people who carne down lhe iight.liand side of lhe strcel
Artiiur counled for his side, and his mother countotl all
who carne down the left side of tlie Street on lier scoro.
» lioever first countcd thirty-onc ]3assers-by on the chosen
siilc of the Street woii the game. Tliey ]'layed this
inaiiy times every afternoon until il grew too dark to see
tnc people. After the first week ¢filis Ulness Ailhnr
wu not need lo have liis molhev sleep in tlie room with
would tuck him in very comfortably ahout

every night, and leave him with a stout

anc py |,,5 bedside to knock on the wall if he wished to
1, during the night, for she slept in the next room.
ng unlil his mother could come to him and attend to
ISrismg and dressing himself. He was alsovery hun-

gry, so his mother covered over in a saucer by liis bed
one cracker and, as a special treat, one marsli.mallow for
him to eat every morning. After a while these were not
enough for his early morning diversién, so his mother
suggested that he should compose a nonsense verse to
rcpeat to hev when she carne in to bid him gocd-morn-
ing. Here is llie verse he had all ready (o recite to her
the first morning;

There was an oid fellow of Bule

W ho thought he coukl |jl;w on ihe flutc;
W hen ihey asked, " Play .amne? "
He replied, “ Yon 're loo soon ;

Come over lhis cve, and | 'U tool!"

Afler that he never found the lime long before his



moilier’s early visit, as the verse-making, in addition to
the cracker and the raarsh-mallow, furnished abundan!
occupation.

When four sveeks had gone, Arthur’s interest in niak-
ing furnituve was at low cbb. Then he thought he should
like to make a boat. So his father brought him a solid
pieceofwoodofjustihesizehe needed, sixinclies through
each way iiy fifteen inches long, and he began work again
with frcsh enthusiasm, It took him one week to shape
and hollow the hull and put on the deck, Next carne
the masts, and then all the rigging, Whata busy time
it was| He worked very fast, for the day was approach-

REPORT CONCERNING THE

Our thanks are due lo six thousand and s«veniy«tivo iriends for
prompl and hearcy respondes in com polition for the prizes offeced o
ihe January Riddle-box,

Tiie only unpleasant pon of ihis competition is ihe remembrance
ofthe thousand and hfiy*onc competitors. who, having tried, fail
to receive a prize. Bul ihere is a pleasant ihought even riere: that
thc workers have found pleasure in iheir work, os many have
testified Alt ?eem lo have culeied the contest in thc spirit with
which Orlando (whom you all know is a characler jn “ As You
I.ike 1t") accepced ihe challenge of Duke Frederick's wrestier:
“ 1 come but in, as others do, to try with him the strength of my
youih."

One disconsolnte com petitor quoies at ihc end ef her list;

" The miserable have no eihcr medicine,
Butonly hope.”

Another says, “ | am sure that noteven 'Hiintlng ihe Snark'can
be so much fun as hunting after these Shakespearean characicrs.”

Another, who signs herself " Your inte friend,” says, “ | wishyou
a happy, happy New Year, and | hope you will Iive long to gladdcn
the home ofeve” person in thc world.’

Another: “ My listmay not prove to be ihe longest, but I have
tried to make it so. If I do not get a prize | shall have learned
something about Shakespeare, so that my lime will not have been
losi,”

Hcrc aren few extraéis from oihcr letters:

" [fcnylist does not receive a prize, ii wUl notbe from laziness in
huniing after iames.”

hope my )ist is complete enough to win the rive*dol(ar pnze,
If not, then good luck to the one who does win it."”

" | ihank you very much for prindng such an iiueresting puzzle.
I know more about Shakespeare now than | ever did before.— more
aboul Ihe iamesof his charactcrs, 1 mean.”

“ It was a very tempdng time for you
when Chrictmas had emptied our purses.”

* Having very much enjoyed the search, | shall nni, therefore,
envy the person who proves to have been more painslaking and
chorough than myself.”

“ lhave worked at thc puzzle for five days. My January nuin*
beris a rag, and Mamma saya her Shakespeare has suffered!"

One mothcr. in scnding lier boy's lisc. writcs, “ Jack says thal If
he gees no prize, he hxs had lots of fun.

Olio of thc thoughifil ones writes, “ | hope you may nol be over-
taxcd with work in cxamining ihe answers,’

Indeed, it was no easy ta” to examine the great nurober of an-
swers which carne, notonly from all paris of the United States and
Cafiada, but from Groat Britain, Francc, and Germany, Many noti-
ficatioRs wcrc received from postmaslers saying lhatleuers addressed
lo the “ St. Nicholas Riddle-box" were held forlack of sufficieni
postagc. Siamps were forwarded in eveiy instancc, excepi when
noCificaiions were received afier ihe igth oiJanuary. Supplemental
lisis were nol countcd, for to have done so would have enormously
increased ihe work of cxaminacion, and would have dclayed the re*
port for another month.

W ith perhaps iwemy excepifions, all of thc Solutions received were
prepared with extreme neatness and care, and ihese merits were
thoroughly apprccialed

The listof iames under ihc head of“ Honorable Mentiou,” include
those deservingofspecial commcndation. W c would have been glad

lo prini a prize puzzle,

HONORARLF.

j, AvcnuC/Uzauvui huu
— Wm. H. Gardiner— Orace Kiipfer—

rreuecii.K o, j.>ivKavii —
Kliot W hito —

e»=eex
Alicc Maude I'Anson —

ing when he could be released from his imprisonment,
and he hoped to finish the boat before he leit his romii.
And so he did, all but a few very last touches, which wt-re
added some weeks later, The boat was named the "

tama,” after a beautiful yacht owned by a gentleman iiv.
ing near Boston, Tliis gentleman hadkind1y given Aiihur
a sail in Boston harbor the summer before, when lie «eiu
with his niothcr to the seashore. When tlie six weeks were
over Arthur went out of his room a very liappy-lookiiig
rosy boy, because his body and mind had becn kept so
pleasantly occupied, and he does not think it is so very
bad, after all, to have the scarlet fever — as he liad ii.

""KING'S MOVE PUZZLE."

to exteod this list to include others whose fiames deserve a place in
it; butforiack ofspace it must be curtailed.

After careful examination of both the " l.eopold” and “ Globc”
Shakespeares — both of which are considered standard editiom — It
was decided that only one hundred and seven fiames could kgiii-
matcly be found. AIl mere words, suchas “ foresier,” “ gaokr,”
“lord,” and “ porler,” were ruled ouu W hen usage makes une
namcdescriplivc of the rharacier (as “ C® sar” fot “ JulitisCa.'ar’ j,
such abbrcviations have been allowed. Al) repeiitions were ruled out
except in thc case of Mark Antony. The fiame Antonius is gixcn in
the list of characters in “ Julius C*saj,” and In ihe play he is oftcn
alluded to as “ Antony,” while in “ Antony and Cleopatra” ihis
is reversed The fiame Rotherham " appearcd in so many lisis
spelled as “ Rotheram" it was decided (o admii thal namec, iliiflijgh
it could not have been spelled ouiif ihc first spelling of the uord
had been insisted upon.

Ifany are disposed to find faultwith the result of the oompcuiion,
ilcan only be .said thai perfecc fairness to all has been aimed oi, ond
ihe result,whicli we believe to be just, was reached only afier uecks
of painstaking labor. In this cxaminaiion the editor has haiS ihe
advantage of cxamining and comparing tbe very besteflbics of thc
competltors, and all have bccn jiiJged by the same standard.

Out of the six lhoui>and and seventy*two answers receivcil, imly
twenty-three reached tlic mystic luiinber. So, instead of the
one prizes offercd, iwcnty-three pries wil) be given. The
Honor" includes those whose bsls almost reached ihe siandaid

The one hundred and seven fiames are a» follows: Aaron, Adam,
Adratn, Adriana, iEgcon, vCneas, Angelo, Anne Pago, Anunto, A
tonius, Antony, Armado, Bassanio, Beaince, Boracnio,Cade, Casar,
Caius, Cassio, Cassius, Cato, Celia, Charles, Chiron, Dfann, Dion,
Dorcas, Dromio, Duncan, Kgeus, Bros, Escalus, Kscanes, 1'aus,
Fang, Ford, Frolh, Goneul, Hamiei, Helen, Helena, Helcnus, Hero,
Horatio, lachimo, lago, Iden, Imogen, Iras, Isabel, Isabella.
Julia,Juliet, Laertes, Lafeu, J-arrins, I”vinia, Lear, Lena [PoliiUus],

I vf

Leonardo, LuoUina, Lucilius, Macbeih, Mordian, Maria, MuuaM,
M atlius, Melun, Menas, Menelaus, Mercutio, Michacl, Mimnda,
Mopsa, Morlon, Moth, Nerissa, Oberon, OUvcr, Olivia, Oricans,

Otliello, Paris, Pisante, Portia, Proieus, Kcgan, Richard, Pichmond,

Robin, Roderigo, Romeo, Rosaltnd, Rosalinc, Rotheram, Sil"
Silvia, Silvius, Solinus, Thaisa, Time, Timoén, Titania, T fiun Tr«-
lus, and Viola

Prize Awarded to J. Barton l'owmenti.
Dollar Awabded to J,

The Five-Dollar

T\venty*two Prizks Oor ainr

M, B. Toplilz— Agnes G. Gay— John Hawkins— R

bridge — Ethci Mullingcon — L. D. Williams— Helen T. ClMcker*
ing— R. P. M.— Grace Timms— Samuel Fitton, Jr.— fl
Russcll— Charles C, Rawn — W. N. Robinson— E. Macdmignll—
Nellic Tillard — Marién F, Leavitt— K D. Liichficld — J-salcllc de

Trcville— Mary E. Thom as-N, P, Samson — Alice G. Street

Roll op Honor

R. E. Hicronymus— Mrs. T. G. Field — Lillie Kirk — Orcitn
Fort— Ethcl M. Rafier— Nina Alvés— Colton >Tayn»rcl— k»*
nie P. Pcck — Fcnolbsa Bros.— Helen D- Heigcs— T. Il. X*
ford — Gracc J. Nash — Ollic Scbreiner— Florcnce A.
Bcrtha F. Capen — Frcd P. Dodge — Mary Scymour—
beri-Bcrtie t°riggs— Amy W . Field— Alian Urmsbec— Jan«' ~
Robinson — Hornee Suydam

MF.NTION,

inaj, Luki .

Rose E. Hcyt — Bcnha F. Capen— Harry i lcki
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ivT “Nr i-="i H=>" Gncota-Kred M. Woreiell-Annie Van Can.j.en 3 SubmoOli r.»

H*a L. lucker-WilieN. Temple-MaudeH-JohiLscn- W. H. Chency-Manan E. Darron-Katie Coggeshali-A Maymard-
H.J. Sparnon-Mal«l10ooz«-JaliaH om an-Atthur V. P.erce-J, A. Davis-Aniiie M. Prait-Jaita |i, Selia- Hauie M
Sj".er-Joe,aad Chf CliamberhiL-Allia R. Ausun-.Marion E. Hutchins-W ashingien I.,, Simmonda-W m W allace Brew n -

Loiiie Poner — Helen

Ruth B. D*ano— Wm. H. Poli— Julia L. Peace— Clara Bosivonh — Ctias. R. Passchl—
c "'m M .-Lrlin-Dora W atis-Allie E. Elienne-Lona M. Biirrowi-Ftéc Paddack-
Lida aiid S-am W hiiaker— Sleenic ~erle— William Wallace Brown — Frank E. Folien— Annie S. Rcnie — Alice P 'J'Imver— Eraraa

IllcM ahon-Lilhan Harrington-C. B. McGrew-Archer C Sincla.r-W allie Hawks-Charlone Kilgo.ir- Eva H King-Stéd
Cheney-Emma A. Steel-ilbert H Ches,or i-A lee

Jas. D. Dara—

i
W -U lian HeaMn-Le-is C Groyer-M aria Ixiuise Prevos.-W . H.

I Ovenshine-Ethel Hungerford-Clara Boswonh-Edith Wiswall- Hecbon L. Coffin-Tyier and Helen Lincoln-Rkhard E

(I lirien — C.eorge Hope — Frank Hal owell— Carne Draper-Em ma E. Bem — Bessie Hamlin-Lome Mitchell—J. F Speed— lohn

E. Bnggs. Jr.— Bena Rosebrugh-Ahce L Granhery-M .argarec V. Websier— Anhur Howc Carpenter— F.anny Thomson-Artliur
Cross— Ella E. Soow— Grace O. Babbit— J. E L. Underhill — Grace Grayhill-Kaiharine Lawion — Edna Hamiltun

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE MARCH NUMBER.

Kriomatical G eocraphy Lesson. t. Caiskill. a. Leaven- Dividbd W ords. Ash Wednesday, Seasoo of Lcnt. 1. Sea-
a-orth, 3. Boston 4. Newark. 5. Lowell. 6. Dunkirk. 7 son 2. Le»s-ens, 3. Couch-ant. 4. Brow-sing.* 5. Came-~s
Cleveland. 8. Spnngfield. 9. Ncw Orleans. 10. Hartford, ti. 6- Mid-night 7. Inn-ovate 8. Rue-fully 0. Cows-lip to
Siratoga Spnngs. tj. Manchestcr. 13. Baltimore. 14. Ilannibal. End*eat- ii. Lea.ned. 12. .Bay-i.cm. : : '

8. Widimanuc. CosiBiNATION AcnosTic. Froin 11lo 2, Hibcmia: 3 lo 4, home*
i*iii:gvmsedp\ONEZRD‘SQVARB' j. Grasp, a, Ratio, 3, Atonc. 4. S5rof, rule. Cross-words: i. Fashion. 2. Logical. 3, Timbrel

i Y . L . . . 4. Homeric, 5, MisruJe. 6. Harness, 7. Obvious. 8. Invalld.

Single Acrostic. Primais, Epimcthcus. Cn>ss*words: s Ere Peculiar Acrostics I. Lucy Gray. Cross*words; 1 Pallne
bu'u z. Pollux 3. lihaca. 4..Medusa. 5. Epirus. 6. Thales- 2, Stupor 3. Fécula. 4. Styihy 1. Words wonh. Cross-
7. Helias. 8. Europa, o. Urania. lo. SpanAa. words: t. Gewpw. a, Grotto. 3. Bursar. 4, Ardent 5. Joslah

PfcvTAGONS. 1. 1. H. 2. Low. 3. Leuie 4. Howells. 5. i . ted N Imkri '\ E

ustrate mkrica nigma.
wilhe. 6. Slidc, 7, Scer._ 11, 1.7, 2. Par™ 3. Paced. 4. No wecaiher Is 11 9
Jackson, 5, Reside. 6. Dodge. 7. Need- Lir x M 9 If the wind be still
Cap. 3. Cadct, 4. Madison. 5 Pesie. 6. ToDs. 7. Nest DouBLE Diagokals Du~Eonals, baronet and coronel. Cross-

o gy *e 3- Aloud 4, Proctor. 5. Cuttlc. 6.Doles.  ywords: 1. uaalbec. 2. Balioon. 3. BatUam. 4. Bedouin. s.
7. Resi. V. 1. C.2. Can. 3. Color. ¢. Calhoun.5. Noodle Cnnonry 6. Leafet 7. Taborct
6. Knles, 7, Nest . ) N ) .

. Novel Rhomdoio Across: Ratel. ?. Hades, q Pivot
tftoss*woRD Enigma. W ater, 4, Terah 5. Rebel.
QUA”TE”EU CIRCLEsi. X5 1o 3, ihc king ofihe falrics; from 410 8, onewho has ihe rigluof

choice; from 8 to xa, to retain; from 12 to 16, orienial; from x6 to*.
mgcnuoiisncM . >y u',pe and i."

PECULIAI{ ACIIO.<TIC.

The central row of letler.s, rcading downward, will spell aword
mcaning nusiaken,

Example: The first three letters spcil an edge; the last thrce
encouncered. Answct, ri-m-et,

Rcading across (fivc letters): 1. The ftrst three letters spcil
observed: thc last ihrcc, a veri). 3. The first ihroe letters .spell dis-
jani; the last three, a blow, 3. The first ibrcc leiters spcl) a num-
ber; the last ihree, a number, 4. The first thrce Icitcrs spcil a
biped: Ihe last three, a doec. 5, The first thrce letters spell a fnill;
the last thrce, a weapon. ethkl cifaffin.

RIDDI.E.

Before rime was | had a place,

1'm vasier tlinn crcaced space:

Yet never wa.s my smallesi jKirt
Rcvealed by telescoplc art.

Great expecintlons fice apace

W hen I arrive and show my face;

W hile hope grows I)rlghter day hy day
iriuckily, I''in in the way.

In cmpty hrajns | have a birth:

I sum up whfli the spendlhrift‘'s wonh;
In falsc alanns | 'm stirc to be;

W hen | piirsue, *' thc wickcd fice.*’
/'W* me conlcnted minds have longcd;
W ith me the coveious feel wrongcd ;
Yet those wht* toll not mo.stdcscrvc me,—

cZTi'L" ~.rarrowway; from ; ro 8, hanicssi from 9 to is, Ay, they shall win me and preserve me. . e m.
f ; from 1,3to 16. gnickiy ; from i lo 5, dila-
~ 9. todefraud; from 9 lo 13, a lown foimdedby
rerisf4. ¥ *535%joip *3 «© 1. thc viclim of the first miirder on W OIU>-SQUAUE.
knraf-jmoeo* *dwelt; from 6 to ro, ingresa; from 10 10 14, 10

~ famou» opera: from 3 10 7, a slatc: from 7 j. Poetry. 3. Austcrity. 4. A declivity.
»0Onewftodwclls; from xi tox afamonsbridge in Vcnicc; from 5. Journeys or clrcuits. “ Fl RFKA."



ZIGZAG.

t To walk
subsiancc used

ihrough any substancc ihal yicids lo thc feet. s. A

in brewing. 3. Extcnsivc. 4. Tt> llirow wiih vio»
leiice A small bedscead. G. Tc> desire lo possess. 7. A laboree!
re«pira(jun. 8. Anythhig extremely small. 9. A curcain which
falls jn front of ihe st.ige of a iheatre xo. The proper coat of ihe
seedofwbcat. ix. One who enieriains another. 12. At a distance.
13. An appear.iiice resembling ihe rainbow 14. A common and
very usefiil snbsLance. 1$. To disguise. 16. A niold of the human
foot made of wood 17. Slight. 1$. A mythicallady nientloned by
Tennyson in his “ Idyls of thc King.” 19, A rivet always men»
tioned in coiinoction wi(h a ccrtain small bnt famous town of £ng*
land. 20. Dhnensions. 21. A man oigravity and wbdom. 22. A
crmniry of Soudi America. 23. A tracl of ground kept Undiled,
about a rcsidcnce. 34. A tropical fruit. 25. A genus of pas~crine
birds somewhat resembliiii; ihe kingfishcrs. «6. A quadruped of
the wuasel tribe. 27. A swimming and diving bird found in the
arctic rcgiuns. 28, A small insessorial bird.

All the words descrlbed are of thc same length W hen these
Iwenty*elght words are rightly gucsscd, and placed one below an-
other m the order here given. the zigzags, beginning at thc uppecr
lefr-hand cérner, will .spell an event which occurred on April tnlr*
lieth, one hundred years ago. “coknbua "

blimber

CHARADE.

M yj'irei Isa tille, or mode of address;

‘T will need no recital, 'i is easy to guess.

My secotid has in it ihis magical charm ,—

Ifonce you can win it, you rivals disarm.

M y tutioU comes imbidden, wiih hurrying pace,
closely 'l is hidden, till met face lo face.

INDDEN %VOUD-SQUARE.

One word Is concealed in each sentence.

I. There was a neai bevel at everyjoint. a. Apollo, Vcsla, and
Juno are noted mythological dellles 3. She was seizcd with a
vértigo as she was leaving the pier. 4. The palmer secs many
beauties that escape other oyes. 5. Minna's cloak is lincd with the
purest crmine. z. V. X.

A CRU?5S PUZZLE,

' 3

Across ! I. A sheltercd place. 2. A period of time. 3, Embcl-
lished 4. Violecnt emoilon. 5. A Scriptum| fiame which occurs in
the Book of Genesls 6. A disjunctivc coryunciion. 7. A nicknnmc
sometimes given to a small girl. 8. The French word for “ water,”
9. Arista. 10 Melanchoiy. ix. Relating te the proof of wills,
12. Work done for hirc by a mechanlc.

From | to 2, a lime of soiTOw and fasting; from 3 to 4, a time of
gladness. K. s. P.

PI.

Eth dwil nnd dwjny charm cooe romc
Ash huts shi tages fo siete,

Dan vince su cable eth parlj mite,
Os clifek nnd os stewe.

Won thjngblig llwh roti rcafs, rué hepso,
Wno linkding ho.spe thiw far.se:

Own flytos pewinge thorhug reh sismel,
Onw miguns ihughor erh siare.

TIINO3IROII).

Acuos.s (words of four Iciters): i.
cut lcngthwlse. 4. The fat of swinc,
6. An oid fiame for a fisl. 7. A blow.
loi“ng lo the laity. 10, A nation.

Downward: 1. In rhomboid. 2.
Greek fiame of Aurora. 4. A small stream.

An agent. a,
5, An oid
8. A feudalgrant, 9, Be

A cap 3- lo

A Turkish
5. A dccrcc

arrow. 3. The
6. A hsh-

THE DE VINNE

PRESS,

spear. 7, A seat of stale. 8. A kind of earthen ware, 9. Tk be
lacking. 10. 'J'o resound. ix. A word of censure, xa. A )>iefix
meaning together, orjouitly. 13. in rhomboid. c. 1. d.

CROSS-WORD ENIG™IA,

I'n mansién, not in hut;
In open, not in shut;
In nver, not in lake;
In giving, not in takc;
In lookijig, not in stnre;
In frighten, not in scarc;
In pulpit, notin pew;
In boiling, notin stew ;
In lumbcr, notin board;
In nubles, oot in lord;
And my whole will appear
In the fourth month ofthe year.
TODY VBCK*.
AXAGRAMK.

Rearrakge thc leticrs in each of che nine foUouing seiiiences
until they form one word. When thc nine long words hale Lwen
rightly gueAsed and placed ono below the other, in thc order here
given, the inicial letters will spell ilic iamo of a famous Amcacan
author.

X. Claim thelyre.
me, mother. 5, A
7. Ben carves .solé,

2, Macllstubs 3, A shrewd nip, 4. Rest
ram is in a hunt. 6. | set Seviou on u pin,
8, Rio metu nun. 9. Tlicsc tin lambs.
“ XONPARF.II.."

ILLI;STRATEU CENTHAL ACROSTIV.

fiame for a Eoreh. of thc five pictures in the accompanying illustmiion may k

descrlbed by a word of sevcn letters. W hcn these words am rightij
seicctcd and placed one bclow another in thc order lu which tnc picc
tures are numbcrcd, the central lcuers wtU speil the ancicnl fiame
of tbe Danube

NEW YORK





