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THE SONG OF THE CAGED CANARY.
By Helen Thayer Hutcheson.

O MY happy Islands, O my happy Islands,

O my happy Islands wherc the south winds blow !
Lying sea-encircled, steepcd in sunny silence,

O my happy Islands that I shall ncver know !

O my happy Islands, O my happy Islands,
O my happy Islands that lie anear thc sun !
Purple seas are darkling, murmuriiig and sparkiing;
Round my happy lIslands the shining ripples run.

O my happy Islands, O my happy Islands,
O my happy lIslands that | have never known,
W here the ripe seed falls down in the forcst shadows,

And the strange flower blossoms that no hand hath sown !

Thcrc my mate hath waited, in a dream belated,
Lingering belated in the shadow ofa palm,

In a land sun-haunted, with the voice ofseas enchantcd,
In iny happy Islands, lost in seas ofcalm !

In my island mazes hang the purple hazcs.
Round my island beachcs runs the rippling glcam.
There 's my love belated, while I go unmalecl;
W arble, warble softly, lest I brcak her dream !

Copyrighi, 1869, by The Cehtuby Co. All riglu? rcscrved.



If it happencd so that | felt indined,

And nobody hindered me of my mind,
Shall 1 tdl you what I would do, my dear?
1 would find some lost, forgoiten old Year,—
Some dull old Y'cai-, all dead and dry,

W ith nothing in 't to remember itby;
Some Year uncalendared, lost to famc,
That nobody lived in to give it a lame,
That went unrecorded from green to scre.
And ncver knew that it was a Year ;

And out of Chat Year | would take a Day,
Not too rosy and not too gray,—

Some Day when Fatc, aweary of doom,
Fell fast asleep by the side of her loom,
And left ita mere tarnished circle of sun,
W ithout a chance in it to trip upon ; —
And on that Day of a datcless Year,

I should not hate you, fior hold you dear,

I should go oti ajourney, and none should know

where,
No onc should ask, and no one should care.
I would find some ship that had lain alone,
Long becalmed in a Sea iinknown.
And thc ship in a lazy course should run.
To some Land that is nowhere under the sun.
I would have no wind to frct the sail,
I would have no oar when the wind should fail.
But a tide should ripple along the keel,
A slow, warm tide that she scarce could feel.
And so we should float, in nobody’s sight,
W rapt in a wavcring sort of light,
That is ncither sunlight, starliglit, fior shade,

But just thc kind that ncvcr was made.

And when we had come to that Doubtful Land,

The Land that is nowhere, you understand,
How long I should linger, or what | should do,
Or whether | ever should come back to you,
In thatlong Day ofa daceless Year,

— Why, how can 1| tell you all that, my dear?

THE SOLDIERS’ BURIAL GROUND.

Therf.’'s acamp upon a hill-top
Pitchcd in many a gleaming line,

And above that still cncampment
Droops the banner of the pine.

Never clang of lifted wcapon,
Oath, for jcst, ior haughty boast,
Never song of martial measure

Brcaks the stillness of the host.

But the fiame of every hero
Answcrs from the carven scroll.

In a white, eternal silence
To the cnlling of thc Roll.

And the light rains beat reveillé,
And the winds their bugles blow,—
As they keep their stern, still bivouac

'Neath the white tents of the snow.

And no sentinel doth guard thcm,
For they fear not any foes,

And their pass-word is ilie secret
O fthe land that no man knoivs.

IN THE HAY:LOFT.

Up in thc hny-loft — kittcn and 1!

W ith a window open to the sky,

Curtained with boughs of the chestnut-trees

That toss and sway in the cool west breeze.

The dome of thc sky with a cloud is lined,
And the rain comes down when it has a minel,
Pelting the leaves of the chcstnut-tree :

Never the rain can couch kitten and me.

Up in the hay-loft— kitten and I!

The hay behind us is mountain high;
The beams across are dusty enough ;
Darkness broods in the peak of the roof.

In pearly lines the daylight falls
Through the chinks of the boarded walls;
The air is fragrant with clover dried,

Brake and daisies and things bcside.

Queer little spiders drop down from on high;
Softly we welcome lhem — kitten and I !
Swallows chirp in a lazy strain

Between thc showers of the summer rain.

Let the rain come down.from the clouded sky,
W c 're quict and cosy — kitten and 1!

W ¢ muse and puiT and ihiiik out a vhyme,
And never know what has become of time.

People down thcrc in the world below,
Thcy toil and moil and get dinner and sew;
Up in the hay wc lazily lie ;

W e have no troubles— kitten and I!

Kitten purrs and stretchcs and winks,
She doesn’t speak, but I know what she tliinks:
Never a king had a thronc so high,
Never a bird had a cosicr nest;
There is much that is good, but ive havc tlie
best —
Kitten, kitten and I!

Helen Thayer Hutcheson.



DADDY JAKE,

THE RUNAWAY.

By Joel Chandler Harris.

Chapter |III,

LUCIEN and Lillian, cuddlcd together in the
liottom of their boat, were soon fast asleep. In
dreams of home their loneliness and thcir troubles
«ere all forgotten. Sometimes in the starlight,
sninetimes in the dark shadows ofthe overhanging
trees, the boat drifted on, At last, toward morn-
iiig, it was caught in an eddy and carried nearer
ilie bank, where thc current was almost imper-
ceptible. Here the clumsy oid batean rocked and
suimg, sometimes going lazily forward, and then
as lazily floating back again.

As thc night facled away into the dim gray of
miirning, the bushes above the boat were thrust
stiftly aside, and a biack face looked down upon
the children. Then the black face disappeared as
suddenly as it carne. After a while it nppeared
again. It was not an attractivc face. In thc dim
light it seemed to look down on thc sieeping
ciiildrcn with a leer that was almost hideous. It
'v.I5 thc face ofa woman, Around her head uas a
fiulcd red handkcrcliief, tied in a fantastic fashion,
and as mucli of her dress as could be seen was
ragged, dirty, and grcasy. She was not pleasant
In look upon, but thc children slept on uncon-
scious of her presence.

Irescntly tlic woraan carne nearer. On thc
kmcr bank a freshet had deposited a great heap
of sand, which was now dry and soft. The ivotnan
sat down on this, hugging iier knecs witli her
arms, and gazed at the sieeping children long and
carnestly. Then she looked up and down thc
river, but nothing was to be seen for the fog that
lay on the water. Slic shook her head and inut-
Ici-ed:

ilit's pizen down yer fer dem babics. Yit
liow | gwine git um out er dar?”

She caught hold of thc boat, turncd it around,
and, by means of the chain, clrew it partially on
the sand-bank. Then she lifted Lillian from thc
hoat, wrapping the quilt closer about the child,
rarried her up the bank, and laid her bcneafh thc

Irccs where no dew had fallen. Rctiiining, she
hfted Lucien and placed iiim beside liis sister.
“tit the changc aroused him. He raised himself

on his elbow and rubbed his eyes. The negro

woman, apparently by forcé of habit, slipped
behind a tree.

“ Where am 1?” Lucien exclaimed, looking
around in something of a fright. He caught sight
of thc frazzled skirt of the woman’s dress. “ Who
is there behind that tree ?” he cricd.

‘“Nobody but me, honcy — nobody ncr nothin’
but po’ ole Crazy Site. Don’t be skeerd er me.
| aiiTt nigh ez bad ez | looks ter be.”

It was now broad daj'light, and Lucien could see
that the hideous uglincss of the woman was causccl
by a buril on the side of lier face and ncck.

“Was n'tlinaboat?”

“ Yes, honey; | brung you up yer fer ter keep
de fog fum pizenin’ you.”

“ 1 dreamed thc Bad Man had me,” said Lucien,
shiveving at thc barc recollection.

“ No, honey; 't want nobody ner nothin’ but
po’ ole Crazy Sue. De boatdown dar on de sand-
bank, an’ yo’ little sissy layin’ dar soun’ asleep.
W har in de namc er goodness wuz you-all gwine,
honey?” asked Crazy Suc, coming nearer.

“We wcrc going down the river Ininting for
Daddy Jake. He ’'s a runaway now. 1 reckon
we ’'ll find him after a while.”

“ Is you-all Marse Doc. Gastén’ chillun ?” asked
Crazy Sue, with some show of eagerncss.

“ Why, ofcourse wc are,” said Lucien.

Crazy Sue’s eyes fairly daiiced with joy. She
claspcd her hands together and exclaimed :

" Lord, honey, I could shout,— I could des liol-
ler and shout; but I aiiTt gwine do it. You stay
right dar by yo’ littlc sissy till 1 come back; 1

want ter run ati’ make somebody feel good. Now,
don’t you move, honey. Stay right dar.”

W ith that Crazy Suc disappeared in the bushes.
Lucien kept very still. In thc first place, he was
more than half friglitencd by the strangeness uf
his surroundhigs, and, in thc second place, he was
afraid his littlc sister would wake and begin to cry.
He felt like ciyiiig a little liimself, for he knew he
was many miles from home, and lie felt very coid
and uiicomfortable. Indeed, he felt very lonely
and miserable ; but Just when he was about to cry
and cali Daddy Jake, he hcard voices ncar him.
Crazy Sue carne toward him in a half-trot, and be-
liind lier— close behind licr— was Daddy Jake,
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liis face wreathed insmiles and his eyes swimming
in tears. Lucien saw him and rushed toward him,
and the old man stooped and hugged the boy to
his black bosom.

‘“Why, honey,” he exclaimed, ‘“whar de flame

er goodness you come f'um? Bless you! ef my

“LUCIEN SAW HIM AND

eyes wuz sore de sightun you would make um well.
How you know whar yo' Daddy Jake is?”

Me and sister started out to huntyou,” said
Lucien, whimpering a little, now that he had noth-
ing to whimper for, “ and 1 think you are mighty
mean to run off and leave us-all at home.”

“ Now you talkin’, honey,” said Daddy Jake,
laughing in his old fashion. “ I boun’ 1’in de
meanes’ ole nigger in de Niinited State. Yit, ef

I'd 'a’” know’d you wuz gwine ter foller me up so

closc, 1 ’cl 'a’ fotch you wid me, dat | would !
An’ dar’'s little Missy,” he exclaimed, leaning over
the little girl, an’ she 's a-s!loepin’ des ez natchul
ezefshe wuz in her bed at home. W hat I tell you-
all ?” he went on, turning to a group of negroes
that had followcd him,— Randall, Cupid, lIsaiah,
and others,— “ W hat I tell you-all? Ain't 1 done
bin’ an’ gonc an’ tole you dat dcze chillun wuz de
out-doin’est chillun on de top-side er de roitn’
worl’ 2"

The negroes — runaways all — laughed and
looked pleased, and Crazy Siie fairly danced.

They made so much fuss that they woke Lillian,
and when she saw Daddy Jake she gave one little
cry and leaped in his arms. This made Crazy Sue
dance again, and she would have kept it up for a
long time, but Randall suggested to Daddy Jake
that the boat ought to be hauled ashore aud hid-

[USHED TOWARD HIM

den in the bushcs. Crazy Suc stayed with thc chil-
dren, whilc the negro men went aftcr the boat.
They hauled it up the bank by thc chain, and tlien
they lifted and carried it several hundred >ards
away from the river, and hid it in the thick bushcs
and grass.

“ Now,” said Daddy Jake, when thcy had rc-
turned to where thcy left the children, “ we got
ter git away f'um yei-, Dey ain’'t no tellin’ w'at
gwine ter happen. E fdeze yer chillun kin slip up
on US dis away w'at kin a grown man do ?”

The old man intended this as a joke, but the
others took him at his word, and were moving uff,

W ait!” he exclaimed. De chillun bleezo ter
go whar 1 go. Sue, you pick up little Missy dar,
an’ |1 '11 play hoss fer dish yer chap.”

Crazy Sue liftcd Lillian in her arms, Daddy Jake
stooped so that Lucien could climb up on his back,
and then all took up their march for the iniddle
of Hudson’s canebrake. Randall brought up the
rear in order, as he said, to “ stop up de hnics.”

It was a narrow, slippery, and winding path m



«hich the negroes trod — a path that a white man
would have found difficult to follow. It seemed
to lead inall directions; but, finally, it stopped on a
knoll high and dry above the surrounding swamp.
A fire was buriiing brightly, and the smell of fr;--
ing meat was in the air. On this knoll thc run-
away negroes had made their canip, and for safet)’
they could not have selectcd a better place.

it was not long before Crazy Stic had warmed
soiiie breakfast for tlie children. The negroes had
brought thc food they found in the boat, and Crazy
Siie put some of the biscuits in a tin bucket, hung
tlie bucket on a stick, and held it over the fire,
Then she gave them some bacon that had bcen
bidiilcd on a stone, and altogether they made a
hcarty brcaltfast.

During the morning most of the negro men
stayed in the cancbrake, some nodding and some
patching their clothes, which were already full of
patches. But after dinner, a feast of broiled fish,
roastcd swcct-potatocs, and ash-cake, they all
went away, leaving Crazy Sue to take care of the

I'OOR OLD SI'E TSLL5 HER STOSY,

“o'iklrcn. Aftcr tbe men h.ad all gone, tbe woman
sat «jtil her licad covered with her arms. Shc sat
' "s for along time. After a while Luden went
o her and put his hand on her shoulder.

“ What ’'s thc matter?” lie asked.

“ Nothin’, honey; 1wuz des a-scttin’yer a-sludy-
in’” an’ a-studyin’. Lots cr times | gits toolc dat
a-way.”

“ What are you studying aboiit ?” said Liicien.

“ 'Bout folks. 1 wiiz des a-stiidyin’ 'boiit folks,
an’ 'bout how come | whar | is, w’en 1 oughtcr be
somers elsc. W ’en | set down dis a-way, 1 gits dat
turrified in de min’ dat | can’t stay on de groun’
sca'cely. Look like I want ter risc up in de elc-
ments an’ fiy.”

“ What made you nin away?” Luden asked
witli some curiosity.

“ Well, you know, honey,” said Crazy Sue, after
a pause, “ my marster ain’t nigh cz good ter his
niggers ez yo' pa is ter his’'n. 'T ain’tdat my mars-
ter is any mo’ strick, but look like hit frct 'im ef
he see one er his niggers settin’ down anywhcres.
W ell, one time, long time ago, | had two bables,
an' dey wuz twins, an’ dey wuz des ’liout cz iikcl,v
littie niggers ez you ever did sec. De w'’itc folks
liad me at de huuse duin’ de washin’ so | could be
where | kin nurse de babies. One time | wuz

settin’ in my house iiursin’ un uni, an'

while | settin’ dar | went fast ter slcep.

How long | sot dar ’'slcep, de Lord only

knows, but w'cn | wokcd up, marster wuz

stan’in’ in de do’, watchin’ me. He ain’t

say nothin’, yit | knowcd dat m.in wuz mud. He des

tura 011 his liecl an’ walk aw.iy. 1 jct vou know 1

put dem babies down an’ hustlcd out er dat housc
mighiy quick.

“ Well, sir, dat night de foreman come 'roun’
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an’ tole me dat I mus’ go ter de fiel’ de nex’
raornin'. Soon ez he say dat, | up an’ went ter de
big housc an’ ax marster w'at | gwine do wid de
babies ef I went ter de fiel’. He stood an’ look at
me, he did, an’ den he writ a note out cr his
pockct-book an’ tol’ me ter han’ it ter de overseer.
Dat w’at | done datve'y night, an’ de overseer, he
took an' read de note, an’ den he up an’ say dat
I mus’ go wid de hoe-han’s, way over ter de two-
milc place.

“ 1 went, kaze | blecze ter go; yit all day long,
«mhiles | wuz hoein’ | kin year dem babies cryin’.
Look like sometimes dey wuz right at me, an’ den
ag’'in look like dey wuz way off yander. 1 kep’ on
a-goin' an’ | kep’ on a-hocin’, an’ de babies kcp’
on a-famishin’. Dey des fade away, an’ bimcby
dey died, bofe un um on de same day. On dat
day | had a fit an’ fell in de fier, an’ dat how come
I buvnt up so.

Look like,” said the woman, marking on the
ground with her bony forcfinger— ‘" look like 1Kkin
year dem babies cryin’ yit, an’ dat de reason folks
cali me Crazy Suc, kaze ! kin year um cryin’ an’
yuthcr folks can't. |I'm mighty glad dey can't,
too, kaze it 'ud break der heart.”

“mV hy did n't you come and tell Papa about
it?” said Lucien, indignantly.

“ Ah, Lord, honey!” exclaimed Crazy Sue,
“ yo’ pais a mighty good man, an’ a mighty good
doctor, but he ain’t got no medicine «"at could 'a’
kyorccl me an’ my marster.”

In a little while Daddy Jake put in an appear-
ance, and the children soon forgot Crazy Sue’s
troubles, and began to think about going home.

* Daddy Jake,” said Lucien, “ when are you
going to take us back home ?”

“ |1 want to go right now,” said Lillian.

Daddy Jake scratched his head and thought the
matter over.

* Dey ain’t no use talkin’,” said he, “ I got ter
carry you liack an’ set you doivn in sight er de
house, but how I gwine do it an’ nol git kotchcd?
Dat w'at tvoublin’ me.”

“ Why, Papa ain’'t macl,” said Lucien. “
hcard him tell that mean oid overseer he had a
great mind to take his buggy whip to him for hit-
ting you.”

“ Ain’t dat man cleacl? ” exclaimed Daddy Jake
in amazcment.

“ No, he ain’'t,” said Lucien. “ Papa drove
him off thc place.”

“Well, I be blcst!” said the oid man with a
chucklc. “ W 'at kinder head you reckon dat w'itc
man got? — Honey,” he went on, growing serious
again, “ is you sholy sito dat man ain’t dead ?”

‘* Dicln’t 1 see him after you went away?
Did n't I hear Papa tell him to go away? Did n’'t

| hear Papatell Mamma he wished you had broken
his neck ? Did n't 1 hear Papa tell Mamma that
you were a fool for running away ?” Lucien flung
these questions at Daddy Jake with an emphasis
that left nothing to be desirod.

“ Wcil,” said Daddy Jake, “ dat mus’ be so, an’
dat bein’ de case, we '11 des start in de mornin’ an’
git home ter supper. We'll go over yander ter
Marse Meredy Ingram’s an’ borry his carriage an'
go home in style. 1boun’you, dey Il all be glad
to see US.”

Daddy Jake was happy once more. A great
butden had been taken from his mind. The other
negroes when they carne in toward night seemed to
be happy, too, because the oid man could go back
home; and therc was not one but weukl have
swapped places with him. Randall was thc last
to come, and he brought a big fat chickcn.

“ 1 wuz coinin’ 'long cross de woods des nmv,”
he said, winking his eye and shaking his head al
Daddy Jake, “ an’, bless gracious, dischickcn flew'd
right in my han’. | say ter raysc’f, | did, ‘Oic
lady, you mus’ know we got comp'ny at our hiiiise.’
an’den | clamped down on ’‘cr, an’ yer slio is.
No«', 'boiit dark, | '11 take 'cr up yander an’ make
Marse Ingram’s cook fry 'er brown fer deze chillun,
an’ I ’'ll make 'er gimmc some milk.”

Crazy Sue took the chicken, which had aireatiy
been killed, wet its feathers thoioiighly, rolled il
around in the hot cinbers, and then proccedcd tn
pick and clean it.

Randall’'s programme was carried out te thc let-
ter. Mr. Meredith Ingram’s cook fricd thc chickcn
forhim and put in some hot biscuit for good meas-
ure, and the milkcr gave him some fresh milk,
which she said would not be missed.

The children had a good supper, and they «(lultl
have gone to alcep clircctly aftenvard, but thc
thought of going home with Daddy Jake kcpl
thcm awake. Randall managed tu tell Daddy
Jake, out of hearing ofthc children, that Dr. (s
ten and some of liis negroes had becn sccii al
Ross’s mili that morning-

* Well,” said Daddy Jake, “ | bleezc ter bcat
marster home. Eflie go back dar widout de cliil-
iun, mym istiss’ll drap right dead on de fio’.” This
was his only comnicnt.

Around the fire thc negroes laughed andjoked.
and told their adventurcs. Lillian felt comforrahlr
and happy, and as for Lucien, lie felt himself a
licro. He had found Daddy Jake, and now he
«as going to carry him back home.

Once when there was a lull in thc talk, Lillian
asked why tbe frogs madc so much fuss.

“ | speck it’'s kazc dey er mad wid Mr. Ka'Ubii-’
said Crazy Sue. *“ Dey cr tvyin' der best ter drive
'im outcn de swamp,”



“What are they mad with the Rabbit for?”
asked Lucien, thinking tliere might be a story in
the explanation.

“ Hit’'s onc er dein ole-time fusses,” said Crazy
Sue. “ Hit 's most too ole ter talk about.”

“Don’'t you know what thc fuss was about?”
jisked Lucien.

“ Well,” said Crazy Sue, “ one time Mi-, Rabbit
an’ Mr. Coon live closc ter one anudder in de
same neighborhoods. How dey does now, | ain’t
a-tcllin’ you; but in dem times dey want no hard
fcelin’s 'twix’ uin. Dey des went 'long like two
ole cronies. Mr. Rabbit, he wuz a fisherman, and
Mr, Coon, he wuz a fisherman ”

“And put’em in pens,” said Lillian, remem-
bcring an old rhyme she had heard.

“ No, honey, dey ain’t no Willium-Comc-Trim -
bletoe in dis. Mr, Rabbit an’ Mr. Coon wuz bofe
fisliermans, but Mr. Rabbit, he kotch fish, an’ Mr.
Coon, he fishcd fcr frogs. Mr. Rabbit, he liad
mighty good luck, an’ Mr. Coon, he had mighty
bad luck. Mr. Rabbit, he got fat an’ slick, an’
Mr. Coon, he got po’ an’ sick.

“ Hit went on dis a-way tell one day Mr. Coon
nieet Mr. Rabbit inde big road. Dey shook han’s
dey did, an’ den Mr. Coon, he 'low;

“ ‘Brer Rabbit, whar you git sech a fine chance
cr Hsli ?’

“ Mr, Rabbit laugh an'say: ‘1 kotch um outen
ele river, Brer Coon. All | got ter do is ter bait
my hook,” sezee.

“ Den Mr. Coon shake his head an’ 'low; ‘Den
huw come 1 ain’t kin ketch no frogs?’

Mr. Rabbit sat down in de road an’ scratched
fcr fleas, an’ den he 'low: mHit’'s kazc you clone
make um all mad, Brer Coon. Ono time in de
dark er de moon, you slippecl down ter de branch
un' kotch de ole King Frog; an’ ever sence dat
time, w'enevcr you er passin' by, you kin year um
sing out, fus’ one an’ den anudder— Yer he come!
Darhcgoes! Hit'isa in deeye; hit'imindeeye!
Mash Hni an’ smask 'im ; vtash 'im an'smash 'im /
Vasscr, dat w’at dey say. | year um constant,
Brer Coon, and dat des w'at doy say.’

“ Den Mr. Coon up an’ say; ‘'Ef dat de way
dey gwine on, how de namc er goodness kin 1
ketch um, Brer Rabbit? ! blecze ter have sum-
p'n ter eat fcr me an’ my fambly connection.’

“ Mr. Rabbit sortcr grin in de corndcr er his
mouf, an’ den he say : ‘Well, Brer Coon, bein’ ez
you bin so sociable 'long wid me, an’ ain’t nevcr
showed yo' toofies w’en | puli yo’ tail, I'li des
«hirl in an’ hc’p you out.’

“ Mr. Coon, he sav: ‘ Thanky, thanky-do, Brer
Rubbit’

“ Mr. Rabbit hung his fish on a tree lim’, an

say: ‘Now, Brer Coon, you bleeze ter do des like
I tell you.’

“ Mr. Coon ’lowed dat he would ef de Lord
spared 'im.

“ Den Mr. Rabbit say; ‘Now, Brer Coon, you
des rack down yander, an' git on de big san’-bav
'twix’ de river and de brandi. W 'en you git dar
you mus’ staggcr like you sick, an’ den you mus’
whirl roun’ an' roun’an’ drap down like you dead.
Atter you drap down, you mus’ sorter jerk vo’ legs
once er twice, an’ den you mus’ lay right still. Ef
fiy light on yo’ nose, let 'im stay dar. Don’tmovc;

don’t wink yo’ cye; don’tswitch yo’ tail. Deslay
right dar, an’ 't won’tbe long’fo’ you yearfum me.
Yit don’'t you move till I give de word.’

“ Mr. Coon, he paced off, he did, an’ done des
like Mr. Rabbit tol’'im. He staggered 'roun’ Oll de
san’-bank, an’ den he drapped down dead. Atter
so long a time, Mr. Rabbit come lopin’ 'long, an’
soon ’'s he git dar, he squall out, * Coon dcad!’
Dis rousted de frogs, an’ dey stuck dey heads up
fer ter see w’'at all de rippit wuz 'bout. One great
big green un up an’ holler. W'atde mattcri W 'al
de mattcr f He talk like he got a bad col’.

“ Mr. Rabbit 'low: ‘ Coon dead !’

“ Frog say: Don't believe itD on 'l believe it!

“ 'N’er frog say: Yes, heis! Yes, hei s Little
bit er one say : No, hieain't N o, heain't

“ Dey kep’on ’'sputin’ an’ 'sputin’, tell bimeby
hit look like all de frogs in de neighborhoods wuz
dar. Mr. Rabbit look like he ain’t a-yearin’ ncr
a-kecrin’ w'at dey do er say. He sot dar in de
san’ like he gwine in mournin’ fcr Mr. Coon. De
Frogs kep’' gittin’ closer an’ closcr. Mr. Coon,
he ain’t movc. W'’en a fiy’'d git on ’'im, Mr.
Rabbit, he’'d bresh 'im off.

“ Bimeby he ’'low; ‘Ef yon want ter git 'im
outen de way, now’s yo'time, Cousin Frogs. Des
whirl in an’ bury him dcep in de san’.’

“ Big ole Frog say: How we gwine ter do it?
How wegwine ter do it?

“ Mr. Rabbit 'low : ‘Dig de san’ out Aim under
‘iin an’ let ’im down in de hoie.’

“ Den de Frogs dey went icr work sho nuff.
Dey mus' 'a’ bin a himdcrd un um, an’ dey make
dat san’ fiy, mon. Mr. Coon, he ain’t movc. De
Frogs, dey dig an’scratch in de san’ tell atter
while dey had a right sniart holc, an’ Mr. Coon
wuz down in dar.

“ Bimeby big Frog holler: Dis decp nuff'? Dis
dcep nuff?

“ Mr. Rabbit 'low : ‘ Kin you juinp out?’

“ Big Frog say: Yes, I kin." Yes,i kin .

“ Mr. Rabbit say : ‘' Den 'tain’t deep nuff.’

“ Den de Frogsdey digan’'dey dig, tell, bimeby,
big Frog say: Dis deep nuff? Dis deep nuff?

“ Mr. Rabbit 'low : * Kin you jump out?’
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*BigFrogsay: ldeskin!
“* Mr. Rabbit say ; ‘Dig it deeper.’

PABBIT SQUALL OUT, ‘'COON DEAD)

“ De Frogs keep on diggin’ tell, bimeby, big
Frog holler out: Dis deep nuff?

“* Mr. Rabbit’low; ‘ Kin you jump out?’

“ Big Frog say; jVi),/i-iT«'/." No, Ican't.” Come

he'p me! Come he'p me

“ Mr. Rabbit bust out laughin’, and holler out:

‘“ Risii UP, Sandy, AN’
GIT yo' Meat!’ an’ Mr.
Coon riz.”

Lucienand Lillianlaughed
heartily at this queer story,
cspecially thc curious imita-
lion of frogs both big and
littie that Crazy Sue gave.
Lucien wanted her to tell
more stories, but Daddy
Jake said it was bedtimc;
and the children were soon
sound asleep.

The next morning Daddy
J.nke had them up betimcs.
Crazy Sue took Lillian in her
arms, and Daddy Jake took
Lucicn on his back. As they
had gone into the canc-
brakc, so they carne out.
Randall and some of the
otlier negroes wanted to
carrv Lillian, but Crazy Sue
would n’t listen to them.

Shc had brought the littlc girl in, she said, and
she was going to carry her out.
lowed by Crazy Sue, went in thc clirection of Mr,

Meredith Ingram’s house.

It was on a hill, more

ldeskin! than a mile from thc river, and was in a grove of
oak-trees. As theywere making their way through
a plum orchard, not far
from thc house, Crazy
Sue stopped.

“ Brcr Jake,” she suid,
“ dis is all de fur I 'm
gwine. | 'm ’'mos’ too
cibése ter dat house now,
You take dis baby an’
let dat littie man walk,
'T ain’'t many steps tir
whar you gwine.” Crazy
Sue wrung Daddy Jake’s
hand, stooped and kissed
the children, and with a
“ Godbloss you all!” dis-
appcarcd in lhe bushes,
and none of thc tlirce
ever saw her again.

Mr. Mcrcdith Ingram
was standing out in liis
front yard, enjoying a pipe before breakfast. He
was talking to himself and laughing when Daddy
Jake and the children approached.

* Howdy, Mars’ Meredy,” said the old negro,
taking off his hat and bowing as politely as he
could with the child in his arms, Mr. Ingram

Dis deep nuff?

OEM DE FBOCS DEY WENT TER WOKK SHO NVrF.

lookccl at nim through his spectaclecs and V¢
them.
“ Ain’t that Gaston’s Jake ?” he asked, after lie

had examincd the group.

Daddy Jake, fol-



“ Yasser,” said Daddy Jake, “ an’ deze is my
marstcr’s little chillun.”
Mr. Ingram took his pipe out of his mouth.
*Why, what in the world 1— W hy, what under

thcsun ! — Well, if this doesn't beat— why, what

in the nation ! ”— Mr. Ingram failcd to find words
jo express his surprise.
D.addy Jake, however, made haste to tell Mr.

Ingram that 'the little ones had drifted down the
rircrin a boat, that he had found them, and wished
to got thcm home just as quickiy as he could.

-My marster bin huntin’ fer um, siih,” said the
oid negro, “ and | want ter beat him home, kaze
cfhe go dar widout deze chillun my raistiss 'll be a
dead 'oman— she cert’'n’y will, suh.”

“Well, well, wcil!” exclaimed Mr. Ingram.
“ If this don’t bcat— why, of course, |11 send
thcm home, 1 '11 go with 'em myself. O course
I will.  Well, if this does n't— Geoi-gc ! hitch up

thc carriage. Fetch out Ben Bolt and Rob Roy,
and go and get your breakfast. Jake, you go
and help him, and 1°’ll take these chaps in the
housc and warm ’'ein up. Come on, little ones.
We 'I! have something to eat and then we 'll go
right home to Pappy and Mammy.” They went
in, Mr. Ingram rauttering to himself, “ Well, if
this does n’t beat 7

After breakfast Mr. Ingram, the children, Daddy
Jake, and George, the driver, were up and away,
as the fox-hunters say, Daddy Jake sat on the
driver's seat with George, and uvged on the horses.
They travelcd rapidly, and il is well they did, for
«'hen they carne in sight of the Gastén place,

Daddy Jake saw his master entering the avenue
that led to the house. The oid negro put his
a

hands to his mouth and called so loudly that
the horses jumpcd. Dr. Gastéon heard him and
stopped, and in a minute more liad his children
in his arms, and that night there was a happy
family in the Gastén house. But nobody was any
happier than Daddy Jake.

A SAD REASON EOR TEARS.

By Eudora
There sat a silly littlc lass
Upon a bed of posies,
Her tears bedewed the summer grass
And twinkled on the roses.
‘ Now, why is all this grief? ” | said.
And all this doleful ci-ying?”
The maiden sadly shook her head.
And answered, softly sighing,
"All yesterday | wept,” said she,
And then this morning I could see
'T was c|uite without a reason ;
So now | mouvn the stupid way
In which | spent that lovely clay —
The fairest of the season !
O dcar— O dcar— O dear— O dcar-
Thc fairest of the season !'”

S.

Bumstead.

So therc she sat, thc silly lass.
And nothing could cnntent her;
The roses and the summer grass
No grain of comfort lent her;
Nor any word that I could say
Would easc her dolefu) crying.
‘1 can but wecp for yesterd.ay,”
She answered. sadly sighing:
"'T was all so foolish — that | see —
And that is not thc worst,” said she:
“'T is not my greatest sorrow;

I can not eat — | can not sleep- -
And all the clay | wecp, and wecp —
For fear I 'll wecp to-morrow !

O dear — O dear— O dear— O dcar -
I fear 1 'll weep to-morrow!”



By Mary

Chapter XV.

INDIAN PIPES.

That Saturday dawn, while Alvine and Mother
Ursule were trudging toward Ste. Annc, Bruno
Charland and the Algonquin walked the same
road, but in an oppositc dircction. Where Fran-
gois found the boy, and where they bivoiiacked
together, the Indian did not afterward tell. Bruno
trod the cool road 'vith sprightly feet, putting the
liidian’s moccasins to unwontcd cffort to keep in
linc with him. A glistering white hat of rough
straw caricaturcd Frangois's copper face. He
looked as if somebody had set the hat on him in
devision. But Bruno’s black poli was bare, and
roughcncd with bits ofdry leaves among which he
had slept.

There was a sweet odor in the air like that which
comes from thc gummy buds of the balm-trec, and
every bird was awake up the mountain.

Bruno carried his accordion under one arjn, and
carefully, without janing their delicate structure,
half a dozen Indian pipes. They wcre very per-
fect, short-stemmed ones, and to keep them from
turning black with dccay from the warmth of his
tingers he had stuck the stems in wet rivcr-sand
which he carried in a hollow picce of ljark. The
Indian pipe must be the rarcst and most beautiful
of sudden growths. It springs in a iiiglit, on high
land, near beech shade. It is a flower without
petdis, a pcrfect bowl bent over on a leaficss stcm,
mothcr-of-pearl in color, exquisitely clear.

As thesc companions stalked along, silent or
spcaking short occasional sentences, even Fran-
gois had no suspicion that between them and the
rising sun a figure was toiling after them on patient
moccasined feet, stopping to rest by sbrines, but
for thc most part kceping in sight.

The Algonquin intcndcd to spcnd half a day on
thc ten miles which lay between tliat part of the
road and the bridge over Montmorenci river. To
this cncl he induced Bruno to sit down by onc of
thc running springs and eat a long breakfast with
him. Frangois liad piovisions in a leather bag
which he carried bchind his shouldcrs. He felt it
necessary only to kecp the boy in sight, and Bruno
was willingly going toward the Montmorenci.

Hartwei.l

Catherwood.

“ 1 am going to finish running my slide thcre,”
he informcd Frangois.

“ That no slide,” said Frangois. *“ That falls.
Logs gojam — cvcry way — knock all to pitees.”

“ 1 have to finish my slidc,” insistcd Bruno
stubbornly.

“ I slioiv you where that slide js, onc tlicsu days.
That slide in Ottawa. Hundred — two hundred
mile— maybe more. When | go back sec niy old
mother | show you that slide.”

Bruno heard him jnatteiitivcly.

“ Falls, Montmorenci,” repeated Frangoi-.

“ Did you ever go lumbering? ” inquired Bruno,
fixing the Indian with his cye.

“ No,” said Frangois, disparagingly, “ I huiic.
Luinbcr— that work for Frenchman.”

“ Kok don’t know how to drive logs,” obscncd
thc boy. “ Up above the gorge in Montmorenci
river | have three logs fastcnecl ready for a slidc.
The trees nrc bad up there. | dragged them so
far it madc my knees tiemble. So | Icfi ilie»
there, to nm the slide with, anothcr day.”

“ No slide at all,” asserted Frangois, vainly
repeating his uneasy gutturals.
Petit-Pére bad seen this hauiiting Indi.in tlic

day bcfore, and he rose early to gather his child in
from such adanger. Walking the mountain »itho
wallct of good bread and crcam and black piiddin".
he saw— thc only inoving objects, in vapor upon
thc road beloiv— Bruno’s barc head and thc ;\lson-
quin’s straw hat, leaving home beiiincl them; and
he camc down and set himself upon their irack
W hcrc the road was level he madc good progres.-,
and thc dcsccntsworeeasy, but every hill hedimbed
took toll of tlic littie father’s breath, so that he liad
by and by to sit and pant.

He saw Bruno and Bruno’s le.ider go up a
branching mountain road to the huge brick church
set thcrc. They wcre gone long bcfore he rcached
the spot, for Bruno’s rcstless feet wcre hard to tc-
strain. Pclit-Pcre did not know that, however,so
lie climbed to thc church and rcmaincd l«o m
three hours bcfore the altar, crying and sayinghis
prayers, so tii'cd and disheartcned was thc link
father.

Bcfore nopn he was following them again,somt-
what chccred by prayers and black pudding-
thc clay grew, and miles stretchcd out bchind him



Ho heard a caslanet patter of hoofs on the road,
nsa calf galloped past him, followcd by a gentle
old hoi-se drawing a buckbonrd. The buckboard
liad a hood-cover, under which sat a woman and
bny, the lattei- driving. Their slim and pliant
vchicle vibrated under the weight of chcsts and
hiHischold movables. So an.xious were these peo-

KXOW HO'V VOU FLIiL," t,Ali PUTtT-FERS. ‘A

pie about their calf they failcd to notice the aged
Irenchman as thcy passed him. For the calf, at
intervals as it ran, turned back with a reproachful
tountenance and lowed to its mother who trotted
kehiiid the vchicle, as afraid to pass it as the calf
was, Thus scparatcd, thcy moved on calling to
«ach other.

Pctit-Pére’s moccasin shoes kcpt pace with the
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cow during some rods of his journey.
her pitcous eyes at hira as she lowcd.
“ Yes, yes,” he said to her with perfect sympa-
thy i “ I know how yon feel. A young one of
mine is running away from me, too.”
It was a little aftcr noon by the sun when
Franqgois saw the loll-house of thc Montmorenci

She rollcd

IS RUNNING A'YAY KIO.M MB, TOO."

bridge. Bruno and he were passing onc of those
earthen cavcrns made for preserving fruit and
milk, and the door stood open, showing a dusty,
dark interior. Frangois’s quick cye could dcicct
no inmate at home in the housc to which it bc-
longed, so he stopped and said to Bruno ;

“ No hurry. Hotday. Go in hole and sleep.”

Bruno regarded the plan witb disfavor.



I am not a fox fior a bear,” said he.
Fine hole,” urged Frangois.
I am going to the Montmorenci,” said Bruno.
Sun too hot on Indian pipes,” suggested
Frangois. “ Turn black. Die.”

Bruno exarained the treasure he carried
hands.

“ Oid father not like black Indian pipes,” added
Frangois.

“ 1 wish my father had them,” said thc boy.
“ 1 have carried thcm so far for him.”

“ Save in shade. Take in hole,” persisted the

in his

Algonquin.
“ 1 will take them
you stay outside.
with me.
them down

in,” decided Bruno. “ But
I don't want you in this place
You might step on my pipes. | ’ll set
in the cooiness and play ‘ Roule ma
bou-le.””

Accordingly he ventured into the cave, and
Frangois promptly ctapped the door shut and held
it by the latch. He cxpected to hear the boy
shout and remonstrate in that thick and inusty
darkness, and braced himself to maintain the
door, grinning as an Indian grins. But Bruno
was silent for the space of a dozen breaths, when
his laugh made jollity in the tight hole ; and di-
rectly his accordion began, though its scope was
sraothcred and pent.

A calf careered past, followed by a buckboard
whose occupants stared suspiciously at Frangois.
A cow followed trolting, and shaking her head
because of grievances, and last carne a little oid
man, sweating into the red kerchief which bound
his forehead, and he did not pass by, but stood
still listening to Bruno’s muffled music.

Frangois was an ugly Algonquin to look at.
From his arm-pits he towered above Pctit-Pére,
as that small father took hold of the latch and
struggled with him.

“ What matter? ” remonstrated Frangois, think-
ing it might be the owner of the cave who attacked
him. “ Got nothing but boy in therc. Boy not
do any harra."”

“ Itis my Narcisse !'”

“ No,” said Frangois, “ this another boy.
hire me to catch this boy.”

“ Give him up to me,” said Petit-Pére, ceasing
to wrcnch at the latch, and opening his wallet of
French dainties. *“ 1 will give you all of this black
pudding if you will let my son out.”

“No,” grinned Frangois.

“ Father,” said thc muffled voice of Bruno
within, where lie listencd with silcnccd accordion,
“ 1 have some Indian pipes for you.”

“ Hear my pretty dcar!”

Petit-Pcve pressed his face to thc door and called,

“ Narcisse, art thou hurt ?”

Man

“

No, father, I carne in to keep tho pipes from
the sun.”

“ Will you come out?”

When 1 have finished my tune,” said Bruno.

“ Will he let thee out?”

W ithout troiibling himself about that, Bruno
burst into a shout of singing, and his accordion
throbbed on.

The French grandfather, during this pcrfurm.
anee, ncgotiated. He pleaded with thc grinning
Algonquin, offering in turn every item of cloiliing
onhis person for thc ransom of this son. HcolTercd
the undigged potatoes on the slanting hill at hoinc,
and his son Elzear’s cherished pigs. So winningiv
did he beg, and so loud did Bruno carelessly rourin
the cave, that Frangois thought it advisablc tu yieid
before the sun had tilted as much as he wished itto
tilt; and Bruno carne out with tbe Indian pipes
sticking in sand. His two sisters were among tlie
objectserascd from his mind. The tenderness «hich
he had felt for them now set toward this striinger
who persistently adoptcd him ; and, half asharaed,
he made his offering to thc delighted crcatiiiv.

“ O Narcisse, my boy !” cried Petit-Pcrc, “you
then thought of me oven while your face was tui-ncd
from me! But will you come home? The Algon-
quins and Hurons, what can they tcach niy chi-
dren? This Indian hath been hired to lend thee
off again to the woods. W as | not a good father?
Did I eversay toany ofyou, ‘ The house iscrowded,
and the ground will yield only potatocs and peas
enough for me and Elzear and Ursule ?' No. Some
fathers do so, but 1 never could.”

“ But you did,” asscrtcd Bruno, struggling iviih
his memory.

“ No, Narcisse ; no, Narcisse !”

The boy regardcd the weeping oid counteiiance
with a wistful softening and relaxing of all his rn
facial musclcs.

“ It is nothing, father,” he soothecl.
tent, be content.”

“ 1 am desolated of my children !”

“ Be content, father. I will go home with thee.
I will go home with thee as soon as I ha\'C nm niy
slide.”

“ Wilt thou, then,— wilt thou ?”

“ Come on with us, father, and see me go down
my slidc.”

Pctit-Pére, hokling thc bark tray of Indinn pipes
in his hands, sparkled through his tears.

“ No slide to run,” muttcrcd Frangois.

The Algonquin hung back with unluirried stcps,
but the two others walked on chattering, ahcatl of
him.

As they approached the Montmorenci, he exam-
ined the road beyond it with anxious eyes. Mf"
sieur Lavoie did not appear.

“

“ be con-



Keeping uneasy watch over Bruno, he induced
thc old man and the young one to sit down. The
roar of the falls and war of water along the de-
sceiiding bed visibly affected Bruno. He turned
his car to the soimd; his eye brightly measured
its swecp.

The Montmorenci, though scarcely fifty feet
«ide, whirls through a crooked gorge and down
an indined plafie — a torrent before it takes its
plimge of two hundred and fifty feet from tbe face
of the precipice. A clear brown stream, ready to
sparkle — anxious, every atom, to contribute to
that eternal spectacle in which water seems spirit-
ualized and glorified.

The sun was so plcasant that Bruno stretched
himself on the grass, his accordion dropping from
relaxed fingers and lying where ants could travel
ovcr it. The watchful Algonquin saw Petit-Pére
nod over his Indian pipes. A number of empty
cabs stood before the toll-house waiting for tour-
ists who had gone down to see thc falls.

When Monsieur Lavoie left Quebec with his
daughter and Marcelline Charland, he rodé in thc
largest of his vehicles— a roomy landau, which
could be opened, But while they threaded narrow
descending strcets— better fitted to two-wheelers
or horseback riders— it carne into his mind that
annther vehicle and another assistant might be
necessary for thc comfortable taking of a boy more
or Icss unscttlcd in svits.

‘ Turn away from here and go back to Buade
street,” he said to hiscoachman. ‘‘*There issome-
ihing inore to be done.”

Uut a flock of sheep were ahead, trotting on
stones, their flccces packed from wall to wall. A
brutal draymaii drove into the flock and ovcr a
lamb. Auréle screamed.

“ It would give me delight to take the carriage-
winp to that fellow,” said the poet, hotly.

“ Papa, 1 am so glad you could see him.”

‘“But every privilegc has its reverse side,” said
bcr father. “ Two or three days ago | could not
liavc been so outragcd through my cyes.”

Whbile drayman and shcpherd threatencd and
shoutcd at each other, the sheep with their dust
passed an oullct through which the landau could
turn up the ascent to a Street frequcnted by cab-
Ticn. Thcn thc poet engaged a sturdy Frcnch
firiver to follow with his empty cab to the falls.

frangois went to thc door of thc toll-house to
ask what time it was, and heard with relicf tliat it
'vas quite t'vo o’clock. Just as he turned away he
saw Monsieur Lavoie's carriages coming toward
tbe bridge, but he also saw thc aged Frenchman
standing up alono, with lifted arms, sliouting.

The coming party lialted; they had scen Bruno
Charland run over the road and leap up a bank.

Perhaps thc boy. dozing, 'vas stirred by his re-
peated drcara. At any rate, Frangois sa'v it was
a fatal mistakc to havc left him an instant. He
was already around the gorge of the Montmorenci
and probably lauiiching his wind-fallen timber for
a slide.

The rcsources of an Indian— bold, agie, and
intensely muscular when he cliooscs to cxcrt his
strength — were put to instant test. Frangois did
all that any man could have done.

The poetleapcd from his scat and ran to help,
but all was done before he reached the spot.

Bruno carne down the foaining gorge,— not
floating as he had fancied he would float, shouting
“ Roule ma bou-!c,” bowing undcr the bridge, and
pausing an instant to vie'v a 'vorld at bis feet be-
fore taking that sublime plungc;— he was coming
down the descending rock-bed turned over and
over, spun in a Whirlpool, and shot like an arro'V
down the ilume, already a helpless and lifcless
object. The three logs lie had fastened together
for this voyage darted ahead of him toward the
falls, struck against rock and turned obliquely in
their course, giving Frangois thc only instant’s ad-
vantagc he could have. Frangois, holding 'vith
an Indian’s grip to a rough point which he liad
tried to looscn and knew to be safe, leaned out with
stretched arm and caught the tumbling figure as
it carne to that acute angle made by logs and
bank. He teetcred in his struggle. The scre.ams
in Monsieur Lavoie's carriage, tlic roar of ihe falis,
theboilingof water up tbe gorge,— all buzzed in
his ears like bees. He thought Bruno had him,
and they should go ovcr thc falls together. But
he liad Bruno, and, not knowing how he did so,
drew the boy outof that riishing forcc and dragged
him up tlic bank. Before he liad done this tlic
logs shot on and went over like passing blols in
thc descending sheen of satin, sliivering to splin-
tcrs on the rocks belo'v, but hiding their fragments
in evcrlasting mist.

Bruno’'s accordion was left sprawling in the grass,
whcecrc one of the toll-man’s children aftcnvard
found it beside the Indian pipes I'ctit-Pcrc clroppcd
when he jumpcd up to restrain the boy. Some of
them wecre tramplcd to a sniear; olhcrs looked
shatterecl likc porcelain.

Chapter .XVf.

THE BELIL.S OF STE. ANNE.

T hf. cabmen at thc toll-house carne running to
help Monsieur Lavoic and the Indian.

Aurcle resolutcly held Marcelline against her own
pcraon, covering the child’s face. Marcelline stood
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still, trembling and crying in her silent way; she
made no louder outcry when the poet was obliged
to tell her that Bruno was lifeless, but still rained
tears and shook under Aurélc’s arms-

“ Put him in my can iagc,” said Monsieur Lavoie
as thc bearers brought forward their load.

He got in himself and turned thc cusbions so
Bruno could lie Icngthwisc of the vehicle.

“ Yes. put him in a wagén,” repeated the child-
ish grandfathcr, following. “ For he is wetter
than his little father ever got, hunting him down,
thc rogue.”

The poet placed his daughter and Marcelline in
thc cab he had brought with him from Quebec.
He stood besidc it jn the irresolution which stupe-
fies people after a shock.

“Wherc shall we go ?” he ingiiired.

“ Shall we not take him home with us, Papa,”
whispercd Auréle.

“ My Auréle, it is this little girl |1 ask. She
should determine.”
“ 1don’t know,” wept Marcelline. “ Monsieur,

he ought to go to Alvine.
what to do.”

“ She is somewhere along thc Beaupré road ?”

“ Yes, monsieur.”

“Vcery well. We will then move toward Beau-
prc. 1 do not myself know what to do— since
nothing can be done.”

1: was Petit-Pcre at his clbow reaching after thc
young lady and her crying companion in the cab.

“ Two more besides Olivier and Narcisse ! ” said
Petit-Pére, his hands quivering with eagerness.
“ Four of my children have | now togethcr.”

“ Who is he, Papa?” inquired Auréle in Eng-
lish.

Alvine would know

I don’t know,” Monsieur Lavoie replied in the
same language.

“ But Flavie is crying,” lamented the grand-
father,— “ my little Flavie that was scalded and
never grew well after it.”

Marcelline sobbcd at him over Aurélc’s hand-
kerchicf, “ Monsicur, | was burned.”

“ Littic Flavie,” urged Petit-Pére, pushing be-
twecn thc wheels and using gestures and winning
grimaccs to fortify what he said, “ thc boy is well
drenched. but listen to me. This is ait old trick
of his. He has been to see tbc world. He is very
clever and can run slides thrnugh rapids for the
amusement of it. He has told me all these things,
so do not cry. For wc will dry him and give him
a dosc of my daughter Ursule’s medicine, and to-
morrow he will be as well as ever.”

The three gazed at this animated aged face, so
jubilant over calamity. Afternoon sunshine glit-
tered on the waiting carriages Monsieur Lavoie’s
coachman, having covered Bruno with a robe,

sat immovable on his box. Tourists and people
at the toll-house were making inquiries of the
Algonquin.

“ What is your narae, father? ” kindly inquired
the poet, feeling comforted by the innocent pres-
ence.

“ What is thy fiame, Olivier ! ” he responded in
sweet derision. “ Oh, you rogucs. You went aw.iy
with red faces, and you came back with faces red,
My Olivier, and my Marie, and my Flavie.”

“ Do you know him at all?” munnured Auréle
to Marcelline.

“ No, mademoiselle. | never saw him befare.
And he claims even my brother.”

“ Let USnowgo home,” said the grandfathcr —
an aged cherub in red kerchicf and gray tassvicd
cap— to the poet, whose fire-shorn face, changed
to a caricature of itsclf by pecling cuticlc and Lisli-
less eyclids, yet responded with the complete s\m-
pathy ofa poet.

“ How far is it home, little father? ”

“ All of two leagucs, Olivier, my son. | h.ue
thc ache of two leagucs in my limbs, for | fol-
lowed Narcisse all the way.”

“ Is my sister there r” demandcd Marcelline.

“ Yes, yes, yes, Flavie. She hath been home
a week.”

“ It must be Alvine, mademoiselle.
sbe look, monsieur?”

“ Do ye all forget each other?”

“ Monsieur, is it a girl taller than | am ?”

“ Much taller, my Flavie. Thou art the only
ono that was scalded and chccked jll growing.”

Bare places were left on thc scats of the landau
at each side of the cushions. The poet hdpeci
Petit-Pcre to one of these, and sat down ficing
him. Franqois came to thc carriagc-stcp and re-
ceived his pay.

“ This has been an unfortunatc appoinlincni,
Franqois,” said Monsieur Lavoie.

“ Yes, monsieur. Hebound to rim that slidc.”

“ 1 think you did all you could. Ifany one isto
blame, it is myself.”

“ Ought to tied boy,” said Franqois. “ Bad job.”

“ Do you say he intended to run these falls be-
fore you brought him here? ”

“ Yes, monsieur. Had him raft made rcady.
Bound to make his slidc some time.”

“ 1 wish I had held to Bcauport church and nol
changed the place to Montmorenci bridge.”

“ That boy like tbe wind,” pronounced I-raii-
qois, in some excitement. “ Wish | kcpt him ia
holc. But oid French father came begged him
oft".”

“ Do you know him, Franqois ?”

The Algonquin glanced at Petit-Pére sitting
contentedly in a cdrner of the back seat of the

How does



“ FRiUJMOIS LEANEL' OUT WITH STRBTCHED ABM ANO CAUGHT THE TUMHUNO KIUOUKE,"

carriage, as inattentive to thcir talk as a sleepy
infant would have been.

m'No, monsieur. He from up Beaupré
hunting him stray family.”

‘'mVery well, Frangois.”

riie Algonquin turned lo his own course, and
tliis procession of two vehicles bogan to wind the
curves of thc Beaupré road. It was a familiar way
to lhe pnet. He had seen the far bluc mountains
in many moods. But this drive which he began
in great saclness seemed afterward thc most beau-
tiful One of all. People in caléches and cabs, on
huckboards and hay-carts, passed, all with inquir-
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road

ing glances at thc carriage turned into a litter.
But the burden it carried lost all tragecly lo the
mind of thc poet, as they proceeded on their way,
Petit-Pérc, worn out with his long tramp, put his
arm across the boy and fell asleep; both of them
blamcless chiklrcn, one bound a little dcepcr in
slumber than thc other, but cared for quito as well.
All this sccmed a natural— even a wholesome —
scquonce to Bnino’s boginnings in thc world. A
robin dropped one instant to stand on bis covered
shouklor, turning ils serious head before it flew, as
if trying to remember when robiiis had alightod
on sieeping children before. Pain had probably



sparcd Bruno — companion of woods and moun-
tains and water in its various fonns.

The voice of the Quebec cabman was the only
voice heard from either vehicle as thc whecls
ground softly on and on. Habit made liim urge
his stcady borse with explosive notes, “ Haiit-tu,
Marsdon, Marsdon !”*

Marcelline, watching for her sister’s face at every
winclow and gatc, saw none familiar.

Late in ibe afternoon they passed Pellctier’s
cottage without knowing it was their destination.
The sinithy was shut. The blacksmitli, in great
anxiety at his granclfathcr's long abseiice, had
taken Gervas and gone to seek him.

IN  Tilli

Petit-Pére had settled down against tho cushions,
absorbed in rest.

Thus they drew nearer and nearer to tho village
of Ticaupré itself. They could see the populous
cenior, the church towers, and two fresh pilgrim-
boats side by side making ready to pour their loads
out on the dock.

People were also coming from ISeaupré in such
numbers as to fill the road; Mother Ursule and
ber husband Pelletier, who had gone quite to Ste.
Annc in his vain scarch ; Gervas behind, his head
crowciing againstone oftbe tweive Bellctier children
from Quebec; and Alvine, wearing like the others
a pilgriniage medal pinncd to her drcss-

' Pcrhap« ttcoiTUptbn of *

As thiswalking coin|>any parted to give thc sl<nv
carriages the right of way— “ There is the littlc
father!” exclaimed Madame Pelletier, recogniziug

first a gray tassel and ihen his whole sleeping
contour.
“ Si, so!” criecl Pelletier. “ Monsieur,” nitli

his hand to his cap, “ has he been hurt- -tiuu
you have the kindness lo bring my grandfatlicr
in >'Our carriage ?”

Monsieur Lavoie's reply to Pelletier was o'er-
come by younger voices. Marcelline stumblcd ..iit
of the cab to her sister. Their talk, their stormy
sorrow together, and the clamor of sympad))
which rose around them — none of these distiirb-
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ances waked Petit-Pére. He slept through the
fii-st shock wlrich began for these two girls lhe
common lesson of sorrow. He slept while thc
Pelletier children from Quebec, his relativos whom
he had never seen, stood on each side of thc lan-
dau, opcn-mouthed, dark-eyecl, starred witli pil-
grim medals, a stupid young troop ; cxcoptiiii
Hermcnegildc the eldcst, who chccked their whis-
pers and kept the iinps from climbing tbe carrrigc
steps. He slept while his son Elzcar and his
daughter Ursule madc low-spoken arrangomcrns
with the poet. He sleptwliilc Hermcnegildc letj
her flock ahead. and the carriages were lurnci
back toward Pellctier’s house.

~ANClI~cho



By tbat time the dock was black with landing
pilgriins. Up the long causeway from the river
they started, singing, banners nodding at intervals
along the line.

Now the bells of Ste. Anne burst out in welcome
and response.

Petit-Pére sat up in his seat. He was wide-
awake, tingling with excess of consclousness, like
a child when its night sleep ends. He saw the
Pelletier children of Quebec walking ahead, the
others on each side and behind hira. A smile, so
broad that it became a grin of delight, expanded
bis visage. Yet, with caution the forefinger of his
right hand counted the fingers of his left three
tmies and two fingers more, his eyes tallying the
person each fingcr represented.

“Letme out!” said Petit-Pére, combing his scarf
to astreamcr on the top step in reckless haste, and
unconscious that Monsieur Lavoie pushed him
from the moving wheels.

His children were all together, marching home !
Two of thcm were crying; but our children must
frct sometimes. Sonow and jo)' run so cidse
together. His watchings, and his winter-tears —
they were done with-

Cling, clang, boom! Cling, boom, boom!
Cling, clang!” rejoiccd thc bells of Ste. Anne.

“ Now | have all my children again !” cried the
French grandfathcr, taking off his cap and shak-
ing it as he walked backward like a drum-major
at the head of the troop, his eyes wild with joy.
‘mRing, bells, i-ing! Thcy have all come back!
I have them all gathered together once moie!”

mCling, clang! Boom, boom! Cling, boom!
Cling, clang!” rejoiced the bells of Ste. Anne.

Chapter XVII.
“* THEY ARE WELL.”

The body of Bruno Charland was placed in the
sloping cemetery of Ste. Anne’s old chapcl, not far
fi'oin the grotto where pilgrims kncel and say
prayers. The poet Lavoie marked his bed with
a marble cross, small and slender, yet conspicuous
among thc black wooden and slate crosses which
have leaned there from the east wind a quarter of
acentury. There was one French boy Icss among
the swatming surplus who leave old hivcs and
crowdcd gardcn-sized farms along tbe rivers.

His father wept ovcr him in the Chaudiére valley
'vhon the tardy news came to his knowledge, in a
letter tenderly written by Auréle Lavoie for Alvine
and Marcelline. But he had been obliged to scnd
the boy out as Abraham sent Ishmael, the customs
oi”his people and thc scantiness of bis stoiiy farm

opcrating like a decree from which there is no
fppcal. Jules remained to comfort bis old age.
THE

And his other children, from whom he heard at
long intervals, were moderately prospering in
northern Illinois and western Ontario, in Michi-
gan and Maine and Quebec.

That travelod Frencbman called the “ Wan-
dcrcr” was thc influence that directed Bruno’s
unpaid lumbcr wages to the hands of his sisters ;
and they clcvotcd every penny to religious purposes
for Bruno’s sakc.

Alvine and Marcelline, living the contented and
unambitious lives of their people, see each other
cvei'v day: two dusky, growing, French girls chat-
tering rapidly in that language, and having always
much to say of Mademoiselle Aui‘éle. For Mar-
celline lives in the family of the poet Lavoie, a
fixture like Philoménie, sometimes assistant nurse,
sometimes assistant maid, and at all times an
affectionate and willingly helpful inmate of the
lavish house.

In July of each year, these girls will go to Beau-
pré, leaving by thc pilgrim-boat which deparis
from Quebec dock at six every morning during
the season, and returning by the Beaupré ro.ad.

Perhaps— and perhaps not— they may find
Petit-Pcre sitting in the long gallcry behind tbe
geranium pots of bis claugliter Ursulc. He does
notwander on the bilis any more, fior trouble him-
self with any care. If itis a bright day he basks,
and if there is a rainy drizzlc, shcltered by his
Norman eaves be can hear the birds sing in thc
rain. The salt brcath of the river comes to bim,
and the bells of Ste. Anne send llieir sound waves
from the east. He can watch laborers at work on
the ncw railroad which is being built out of the
marsh land below Beaupré road, to bring tourists
by thc thousand in a briefrush from Quebec.

“ My daughter Ursule,” he says every fine morn-
ing, ‘I will go au fort— tbe great fo:t, Quebec —
to sce my children to-nioirow.” But he has ncvcer
in his life been to Quebec,

*»That will be a long journey for tbee, my Petit-
Pcre,” says Mother Ursulc, while she knits.

“ And, thercforc, | will rest to-day. Since Oli-
vicr keeps an eye over the young ones, and my
roving Narcisse stays with him off thc hills, I am
not desolated to know where thcy are. It is not,
aftcr all, possible to keep our children always
around our knces.”

“ No, no, no,” says his daughter.

“ My children came home," muses thc grand-
father, shining with satisfaction. “ But thcy would
go again. Thcy need me no longer to knit for
thcm. They are well. | have rest now from seek-
ing them. But to-morrow | must go to Quebec to
scc my children,” repcats Petit-Pére, white hairs
slipping from his red kcrchief as he turns his head
to gazc at one of the fairestlandscapcs in the world.
12ND.
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AID Mr. Rcdbreast to his love,
* Do come and take a ride !
I have the pretticst little nag
In all the country-sicle.

“1’ll sit in front and hold thc whip.
And you shall sit behind.”
Perrup peree,” Miss Robin said,
W hich means, “ You 're very kind.”

A
‘Good-bye. Mamma! good-bye. Papal! Y
If 1’'m not back to tea,
Don’t be alanncd, 1’ll be quite safe
In Redbreast’s care,” said she.
And so in gallant Redbreast’s care
To P'armcr W hite’s she flew,
W here on the stable-roof there pranced
A charger full in view.
Then Redbrcast took his seat in front,
Miss Robin pcrched behind,
‘Perrup pcrcc,” Miss Robin said.
I’'m sureyou 're very kind.” v

The swalloivs skimmed about tlicir heads,
The oriole and jay
Sailed singing round thc happy pair,
“ How fast wc go 1” said they.

A last spring’snest,” fond Redbreast trillccl,
1 've taken for this year.

The slight rcpairing that it nccds
Won't make the rent too dear.

"A shaving here, some horsc-liair there,
And now and then a twig,
Together with a little mud,
W ill make it neat and trig.

‘It ’s lialf-way up a cedar-tree ;
No pussy lives near by.
A chen y-orcharcl 's close at hand.
Can you make cherry-pic?

‘*And, best of all, this pretty nag
Isjust across thc way.
I neecl a little housekecper.
Miss Robin — don’t say nay !”
SO



You shoulcl have seen bold Rcdbieasi then, and hoiv he cockecl his hcaci,

And how his inanly bosom swelled bcncath his waistcoat red.

You should have heard Miss Robin thcn. “ Pcrcc pcrrup,” said shec.
“ Peree perro,” which incans, “ With joy I’ll share your cedar-trcc!”

But when some sunny weeks were past, you would have scen, inclced,
Four chubby littie robins perched upon the prancing steed.

Near by wcrc Redbreast Ma and Pa,— Mamma with anxious mind.
“ Cling tight, my littie dears,” she warned, “ and don’t fall off behind.

“ 1've always heard from Dr. Wrcn, and he is wondrous wise,
There 's nothing better for the young than horseback exercise.”

Piped up tbe littie Robins then, upon the prancing steccl,
“ We quite agree with Dr. Wren, he 'svery wise indeed !”

hcnjnpnl,
one day,vas asted-i Ij

vi?ete

e reliable

©be Iaughed till she cried,
said'gless you lve tned
Sut the tthings VIl get -
mmd up together"

el



My BlogrRAaPHER, If | should ever have any,
would say in his first chapter: “ From boyhood
he evinced an aptitude for thc Natural Sciences.
He was seldom without a magnifying-glass in his
pocket, and put it to most excellcnt use in familiar-
izing himself with those exquisitc details of Mother
Nature’s haiidiwork which are sure to escape thc
mere casual observen” And in a later part of thc
same futuro rival to “ Boswell’s Johnson” will
probably be sccn thesewords: “ In later life we sce
thc traits of his boyhood dccpened and broadcncd.
The magnifying-glass of his school-boy days has
become the large and costly binocular microscope
surrounded by all the appaiatus which the cunning
workei-s in metais know so \vell how to produce in
limitless profusion for the ruin uf the scientific
amateur.”

If such statemcnts should be made, thcy will
be based upon facts.

There are, however, other facts which no biog-
raphcr will clare to tell, and which, thercfoie, |
must write for myself. The following expericnce
is one of them- Whether to my credit or to my
discreclit, 1 shall tell tbc plain story and leave it,
with all its improbability, to your fair judgmcnt-

Already knowing my taste for the use of the
microscope, ynu can understand thc following letter
svithout furthcr introduction:

“Amagansett, i.. T., Aug. 5-
Piiiur: 1 suppose the lhermometcr.5 in thc
ciiy are the only scientific in”~truments now studied with

“
Dicar

any interest. Being cool enough here to be reasonalily
nn.selfish, 1 am willing lo divert your mind from ihe
thermometer to the microscope.

“ I inclose what seeins lo niy prosaic mind a pehble.
It was picked up on the beach aiul playfully lliroun by
me at our ‘Professor.’” He, of course acciderl.illy,
caught it. After an examination, he declarcd lliat il dif-
fercd from anylliing he had ever seen : that il was neillicr
animal, vegetable, ior mineral. In short, he knows llial lie
does n't know what it is, and therefore says (speakiug in
Irue scientific vein) — ‘.Allhough of indcterininatenauire,
certain fusiform bosses, in conjunction with a gemiral
spheroidal tendency, seem strong afHori indicalioiii of
aerolitic fliglit through our own almospherc, or nilier
gaseous médium of similar density’i 1 make no nm).
mcnts.  So bring out your microscope and let us know
what it is. If you should come and join us you uoulil
find little but sand and sall-waier; out then thcrc is
plenty of eacli. Sincerely yours,

Carroi.l Mathurs.

He iiicloscd a small rounded object wrappcd in
tissuc-paper. It was light blue in color and a infle
smaller than a hazel-nut. The surface seemed, as

the Professor hinted, to have been somonhai
meltcd. It certainly liad claims to be considcrcd
a curiosity.

That evening, after dinner, I look out my mi-

croscope, and after carefully cleaning thc peltble,
| examined the surface under a strong condenser.
but thcrcby simply magnified the irregularitics.
“ I shall have to cut it in two,” | said to myself.
It was very hard, and | succcedcd only after some
cffort. 1 cut it through a little away from the
centcr, and so divided it almost into halvcs. Ex-



I found a small dark
spot in the center of onc of thcm.

“ 1 thought so1” | exclaimed triumphantly; “ 1
will now cut off a section and shall undoubtedly
lilid a petrified insect— perhaps of an extinct spc-
ciob!”

; sawed away the rounded side and, when |
could see that the dark spot was nearer the sur-
f.itv, polished the section down with oil and emery-
papcr until I had obtained a thin disk with a dark
s|)ot in the middie.

ff was now ready for the microscope. The focus
was carefully found by slowly turning the fine-
2jjustraent screw, The spot gradually defincd

itself and seemed about to assume the appearancc
of an insect— when, just at tbe, point where | had
cxpected it to be plainly visible, it suddenly dis-
appeared, leaving a hule in the disk through which
thc light streamed! | was perplexcd and gazecl
stupidly. The light sccmed suddenly to flicker
and then was shut off altogether.

I inspected the instrument carefully,
seemed to be in perfect order.

I picked up thc disk. Therc certainly was a
hole through it.

bul all

EXAMINATIO.V IIE DfiCI.LAREa IT WAR NEITHER
AVIMAC, VAUKTABLE, KOR MINERAL."

after an

“ Perhaps thcrc issomething in the tube,” I said,
and unscrewcd the cyc-picce. Just as the eye-piece
carne loosc something jumpcd from tlie tube,
knocking the glass from my fingers.

I thought it was a moth or bug— but how did it
come therc?

" Wecll, that 's very strange,” said I, aloud.

“ Most cxtraordinary,” a voice rcplied; a very
small voice, but the words were clearly audible. 1
lonkcd around the room.

“ Don’'t trouble yoursclf to scarch. 1
afraid. I’'m right hcre on the table !'”

| faced the table again and discovered that what |

am not



had supposed to be a btig was, apparently, a man;
and a very commonplace, quiet, and gentlemanly
man, not at all remarkable, cxcept for the fact that
he was only about three inches tall. When | saw
him he was straightening out his odd littie hat,
which had in some way become slightly crushed.

My eycs at times deceive me somewhat, as my

microscope work has made. them sensitivo. So |
stooped to take a closer viesv of my visitor.

He appeared to be startled, and cried;

“ Keep offl Do you mean to cat me? Beware!
Giant though you be, 1 can dcfend myself! ”

“ Eatyou !” 1 answered, laughing. “ | am not
a cannibal, even on a very small scalc! And |
havc just dined. It was but curiosity. What in
the world ai-e you ?”

“ Curiosity, indeed!” he replied. “ What in

thc world areyon 7” and he mimicked my tone to
pefi fection.

| saw that he stood upon his dignity, and thought
it best to humor him.

“You must pardon me,” | began, “ ifmysur-
prise on seeing a gcntlcman of your small presencc
caused me for the moment to forget the respect
due to a stiangcr. But you yourself will not dcny
that the sight of such a mere atomy — a lusus na-
tnne, ifim aybe allowed tbe exprcssion— would
tcnd to excite curiosity rather than to remind one
of the demands of courtesy.”

This seemed to mollify him, for he rcplicd, with
asmile, “ Ic is a strange scnsation to hear one’s self
styled a insns natum, but I can not in justice cum-
plain, as | ivas about to apply the same tenn lo
yourself; and you certainly are colossally cnor-
mous— prodigious! 1 trust, however, that /have

controllod my curiosity, and
have accorded you such
treatment as is due a gen-
tleman— even on the very
largestscale!”

He pauseclanclgazedupun
me with uiidisguised ainaze-
ment.

“ How did yuu get hert: '
| asked, aftcr a momeni's
silence.

“ | should be delighted to
know,” he answered, «ith
cvident sincerity. “ It may
be I can tell you, when \ou
are good enough to bcgin by
letting me know where 1am.”

“ Nothing easier,” | siici.
“ This is my room.”

“ A valuable picce of infor-
mation,” he said, wilh mMime
sarcasm, “ and the apart-
ment appears to be comfort-
able and rather well arnmgcd
— with exceptions. Isecyoti
cling to antiquated stylc,.”

“ Indeed! | was notaware
of it.”

“ Why.” he said, seeing 1 did not understand,
“ you light thc room with coal-gas, as the ancicnts
did. You still use the mechanical dock instcad of
the vocablo chronophoCometer; your furnituic is,
1see, of wood, instead ofcoherent alcyite, wbilc—
but I do not object to the effcct— it is dcughtfuly
archaic in tone !”

“ I really don’t follow you,” 1 replied, somewhat
piqucd, “ but you mightremember that, archaic or
nui, this room is my own, and your criticisni upun
it is as gratuitous as your presencc in it1”

1 admit that this was not precisely couiictiib,
but his manncr was vei7 supercilious and pm
vokcd me.

“ W hy did you bring me Itere?
did n't request it,” he angrily retortccl.

“ My atomic fricnd,” | said, imprcssivcly. “ «lio
Ol- what you are, I neither know fior care. But
kindly bear in mind this fact: 1 did not bring jou
here. 1 don’t ask yon to stay herc,— «heiiever
you wish to go, | can bear your dcparture without
a pang. Neverthcless, so long as you rcinain
shall expect you to beliave in a gentlemanly ma”’-

1 am sute |



ner!” Here | thumped upon the table, and he
fell over. He recovered nimbly and, drawing
hiinsclf up to liis full three inches, replied with thc
greatest dignity:

“ My colossal acquaintance, there is one fact
you must kindly bear inyour mind; Who or what
you are is of little or no importance to me. How
I caine here, I know no more than yourself. Suffice
il to say, I did n't come of my own accord; and,
from my experience so far,”— hcre he paused and
glaiiced scornfully about him,— “ | have no desire
to prolong my stay. But while I cio stay I shall
ilibist upon all proper courtesy and all due re-
spcct!”

His dignity was so absurdly out of keeping with
his size that | could not rcfrain from a burst of
laughter, and 1 became bettcr-natured at once.

" Well,” I replied, when 1 had recovered my
composui-e, “ now thatwe have come to an under-
standing, tell me quictly, in a friendly way, as one
gentleman to another, something about yourself.
If \i>u will allow me the question, where do you
live? Were you born a dwarf, or ”

‘eBoma dwarf!” he broke in angrily, “ born
adivarf! You great, coarse, overgrown giant—
«hat do you mean, sir?”

“What do 1 mean?” It was too absurd.
“You ridiculous cliaraond-edition of humanity,
whai do you suppose | mean? | have always
heard that dwarfs were sensitive ; but, really, when
one js only about half the size of a rcspectable
jack-knife ”

“.Lnd 1,” he broke in again,
heard that giants were invariably thick-witted and
rudc; but | did suppose that any human being,
even if he wcrc as tall as thc tallest trccs and had
1 voice like a clap of thundcr (which is far from
agreeable to your hearers, by thc way), might be
sensible enough to ”

“ Soyou think,” said 1, interrupting him, “ that
I am as large as thc tallest trees ?”

“ Certainly,” he said, with perfect serioiisness.

I thought it worth while to convince him of bis
error, and therefore invited him to step to the
'vindow, against which thc table stout!. He did
so, and, upon looking out, threw up his arms in
shecr amazement.

“mit is a land of giants ! ” he said, slowly and in
an auc-struck tone.

‘““Ah !” I remarked quictly, plcaseclwith my little
objcct-lcsson, “ you now scc how much smaller you
are than ordinary men.”

‘Ordinary men,” he repcated very slowly and
"ith an abscnt expression. “ What then can he
ti'ink me ?”

He Stood in silence, with his hands claspcd bc-
bind him, and appeared to be deep in thought.

* have always

When he spoke again it was with an entire change
of manner.

“ Am | to understand you, sir, that all the mcn,
«ornen, and childten known to you are proportion-
ately as large as yourself, and that everything is
on the same gigantic scale ?”

“ It is exactly so,” | replied seriously.

‘“And may 1 ask you to believc that 1
never seen anything or anybody except upon thc
smaller scale which you can see exemplificd in
me ? Did you never scc any one of my sizc before,
fior hear of us ?"

“ Never! exccpt in fairy stories,” 1 said frankly,
for now he seemed to be really a very sensible little
man.

“ This is not a question of fairy tales, fior of
joking!” he said, with great solemnity. “We
are in the very midst of some great mystery. |
must belong to a diffcrent race of beings — for |
never heard, read, or dreamed of such enormous
people. Where 1 live, all are like myself! ”

Thisseemedincrediblc, butfinally I asked, “ And
«'here do you live ?”

“ 1 live,” he answered, “ in the twenty-first
range of precinct forty, Telmcr Municipal, Waver,
Forolaria; and by profession | am an Official Ar-
ranger.”

“ You are very exact,” | said, with mock admira-
tion.

“ And where do you live ?” he inquired.

‘“This is my home,” | said; *“ the Alfiesco,
Madison street, Neu' York City.”

“ Thank you,” said he, with sarcastic gratitudc.
“ 1 am as wise as before !'”

“You know as much of my rcsiclence as | of
Yours!” 1 ans«cred sharply.

“ You can not be igiiorantof Telmcr? ” he asked,
raising his eyebrows in surprise at my ignorancc.

“ You surcly know New York City ?” | rcjoincd,
in thc same manner. “ The largest city in lhc
United States!”

“ United States,” he repcated, “ and «-hat are
those — who united thcm ?”

“ Perhaps a history would give you the dearest
Information,” | suggested.

“ I think il might, if 1 had thc time,” he replied
soberly, as lie drew from his pocket svhat | supposed
to be a watch; but it was too small to be clearly
distinguishablc. lie pressed it in his hand, and 1|
heard a sound orvoice clearly enunciating: “ Tliir-
ty-fluur degrccs after the eigliteentli.” Before 1
could say a «oid he resumed, “ It is too late to-
night; perhapsyou will save my time by telling me
the substuncc of it? ”

“ Flattered, 1 'm sure.” | felt as if 1 was
again in school; but after a momenl's reflection
I cleared my throat and began:

have



*The Kingdom of England-
*The what?” he asked, with a puzzled
* The Kingdom of England—

look.
where the Eng-

lish live
* W hat are the English ?”
Oh, come,” said I, laughing, “ you are talking
English ! W c are both talking English !'”

Well, well," he said ; “ | was thinking a while
ago how it could be that yon were able to spcak
good Forolarian,”

Then

and he oul

suddcnly ceasing he went on,

burst laughing.
But if we
begin 011 the mystcries we sliall never get to tlic
iiivited States. Pray go on.”

* These English, you see, colonized a portion of

America

“ A portion of America— that is the Aame of
a place ?"

* Oh, whatis the use !” I broke off angrily. If
1 define every word | use, | shall never rcach a

conclusién. If you would like to pursue thc sub-

ject further, my library is at your service.”
“ Thank you,” he replied, with dignity; “ per-

haps 1 could glean that

some Information from
source.” 1

Presently,

made no reply.
seeing that he wandered about the
tibie in rather an aimless way, | asked, “ Can | be
of service ?”
Ifyou could suggest some melhod of reaching
the floor
I offered him the ruler. He seated himself cau-

tiously upon it, and I lowered him gently to the
floor.
Quite a walk to the book-case !

observation.

was his next
I had n't thought of it, but proffcred
my Services once more.

“ A matter of indifferencc to me, sir,” he re-
plicd, with a mite of a bow.

Equally one to me.” 1 replied, with a bow in
return. I was resolved that be

thinking for liimself.

should do some

Let US say thc lowest, then” ; and he glanctd
at tlie upper shelves, perhaps calculaiing ihe possi-
ble resuh of a misstep.

1 left him on thc lowest shelf, returning to ilie
tablc to put away thc microscope. A slight cough
drew my atlention to the book-casc,

“ 1 admire the bindings,” said ihe
as he paced to and fro along thc shelf.

1 ara gratified by your

little felluw,

approval,” was my

indifferent reply.
Particularly this one,”

he went on. Let me

see ” he leaned far backward, and with much (iifii-

culty read the tille: “ ‘The Works of Sha-kes-
peare.” 1 should like to read thcm.”
“Very well,” I answered politely.

Much obliged,” said he fiercely. Piense luid
me an clectric derrick !'”
Pardon my stupidity — let me take it down for
you.” I stepped to the book-casc, laid thc book
upon the floor, and returned to my work. A silence
then ensucd, which lasted so long that | looked up
to see how he was progressing.
He was sitting on the shelf with his tiny legs
hanging despairingly over a gulf of some six inches
between himself and the floor.

jump and ashamecd to ask hclp-

He was afinid to
Catchingniy eye,

he laughed and said:
I am rather out of training just now, and not
fond of jumping!”
“ Say no more !'”

1 lifted him to the floor. and

“t LOWERED HIM GENTLY TO THE ELOOR’

“ W hich shelf would you prefer?” 1 asked, as

rcspectfully as possible, for certainly it was not an

ordinary question.

turned away; but only to be recallcd
ejaculation. His mishaps wcre ... "7
He was caught beneath thc cover of the book.



“My foot slippeci,” he explained with some
confusién; “ but if it had n’'t, |
havc opened the book all by myself! ”

Icave you, now, until everything is

believe | could

I will not

in proper order,” ! replied;
for it occurred to me that to
have any accidcnt liappcn to
be
plexing thing.
book, I picked him
gerly between fingers,
first asking pardon for tho
libcrty, and deposited him
softly upon thc first page of
“The Tempecst.”

“ Are )Oii all right now ?”

1in(Juiicd, to makc sute.

might a very per-
Opening the
up gin-

my

*¢] believe so,” said he, as
he began to read— running
to and fro upon the page.
However, 1 sat down near by
and watched him, fearing
some new difificulty. He read
«ith

seemed to enjoy it thorough-

much interest, and
iy, cxcept when he camc to
That

indeed,

thcturning of a page.

«as a nuisance as
he had to turn up one edge,
it, and then Ilift

thc ])age over,

crawl over
“Have n't you a smaller
edicion of tbhis fellow’s writ-
he asked,
by his efforts.
like rcading sign-

ings?” somewhat
exhaustcd
“This is
boards 1”

“"No," I
‘“bu; if it tires you, you can

replied shortly,
read something clse.”
‘“Ihit,” said he, with some
“ this is really
to

enilnisiasm,
quite good. It 's cqiial
of Wacoth's

and ciuder woi'k!

sorac earlier

it shows
rcpay ciiltivation !'”
“ Shake-

creditable

2 taient that would well
“ Yes, itrb-very fair,” I replied, quietly;
some

speare certainly has produced

plays— at least, we think so.”
I .should
my undisturbcd visitor.

Don’'t yon thiirk so?™"

likc to have known him,” went on

“ I think we would have
«en congenial.
W hat couid

j pajd no aiteiuion to this. I say ?

consider him one of the best writers in thc
‘A"page,” | said, finally.
1 would like to hear about them ,” he said.

pretended not to understand this hint: but he

‘1 ADMIRE THE O|NDIHGS,

waited very patiently and returned my gaze wilh
quiet expectation,

“ Now, look here,” said I, calmly weighing my

words, “ 1 havc, at present, other occupations

SAID THE LITTLE PELLOW, AS HK PACED

TO AMD PKO ALONG THE SHELP,"

which, I rcgret to say,"— thiswassarcastic,— “ pre-

vent me from wundcrtaking to give you a really

literature. I might

if 1 had somelliing to

thorough coiirsi in English
indined to do so

Have you ever heard of Homecr?”

be more
bcgin on.

“Yes.” he answered cagerly,
Homer Woggs I~

“ my father has a

cousin ofthat lame —
“l said 1,

“ At

can not believe it is thc same man,”

He seemed much disappointed.

soberly.
all cvents,” I wenton, “ you can not fail to sec thc

foliy of cxpecting me to cxplain to you all the

events which have taken place since thc world



"HE WAS CAUGHT BENEATH

began. I finished sehool some years ago, and

Illave no desire to review the whole curriculum.”

I turned resolutely away and left him to his own
devices. I worked gqiiietly for
only to be interrupted by a “

a few moments,
W hew !”

W hat 's the matter uosv? 1 asked, irritably.

1'm tircd of lugging over these pages !”
“ Well, don’'t do it. Sit down.

Repose.”

“Butl 'm interested in the play !”

Mtt PFETEKUIIO TO YAWN.

1'm not going to turn the pages for you.”
Could n't you read it aloud to me ? "

he asked,
with cool assurancc.

THE COVER OK THE BOOK."

“ 1 could, but I won't,” 1| replied, nulcly

but 1 was provoked at his impudencu.
You are very obUging,” he said, sneeringlv.
I made no reply.

enough ;

After a pause he made a sug-
gcstion.

“ Although determined not to aid me to an uc-
cupation, perhaps you willnot object to my sitting
by and seeing what you are doing ?”

I could not rcfiise so reasonable a request. 1
raised him to thc table
and gave him a paper-
weight to sit upon.

He quictly watched
me until I began to iir-
screw the glasses from
my microscope,

he

“hcn
said carelessly: “ 1
myselfam a microscoplc

amateur i”

“ It is an intercsting
subject,” | replied,

“ Yes. My succcss
with the Mincrofi glass

was rcmarkablc.”
“ The Mincvofi glass.
— 1 do it.’

what is its nature?”!
asked, witbsomcuatural

not know

curiosity.
“W hy, thc compns-
ite lcns inveiitcd by

Mincroft, which onablcs
diie to
of a

sec the
large object nt

once, all

parts being equally magnified— but
boro you ?”
Oon the

He pretended to .

contrary,” 1 said,

eagerly,



bcai my keenest desire to invent such an instru-
ineut.
mBut it is

pliiin it lo you,” he said, with feigned indiffei-ence.

Pray describe it !”
so simple; any schoolboy can cx-

But how can such a marvel be accomplished ?”
1 insisted, carried away by curiosity.

'mDo )ou really mean to say you never heard of

it?” be inquired in a drawling tone, clcsigned, 1
lliought, to annoy me.
*'Never! And | would give any-

tliing to understand it!”

He seemed amused by my eagcr-
and, smiling indulgently, con-
in the “ Why,
triflc— a

thc

ness,
tinued tone,

thal

same
is a mere toy com-
ivonderful

that is what 7 should

pared to Angertort

Tube. Now,
cali an inventioii I ”

‘W hat! another discovery of
which 1 heard ? The

.sIngcrtortTiibe, diclyou say? W hen

have never

>VCR these inventions made? ”

m| believe it was during the thiid

ccntury, before the second great
migration, but for exactness I shall
h.ive to refer you to thc school-
books. I never was good at dates.

Ho«ever, it does n't matter; these

‘'verc but the first-fruits of the re-

vival of Science — when chomismic-
aton first superseded steam and
electricity,”

This was too inucli. “ Steam
and electricity superseded? They
are jet in their infancy with us I”

' Oli,” he replied, laughing, “ you

are far behind thc times. W c dis-
tised both as soon as wc learned to
control dynamic atomicity.”

“You must be ages in aclvancc of
US. | beg you to cxplain some of
jhese inarvels to me.”

“ 1 have other occupations,’'said

be, ruguishly, “ and, tu my great

f«gret, they will prevent my tutoring you in the

A B C’s of Science. You must think me very
ubligiiig!” and he arése, put his hands in his
trouscrs-pockets, and sauntercd away across thc
k>ble, whistiing softly to himself,

I lost my temper.

Vou cantankcrous little midgct, you will an-
s«er my questions or | 'll send vou back where vou

Mino from 17~

He turnee! sharply upon me and exclaimed:
You great hulking booby, do you expect me
'O )ore myself by giving lessons in primary science

9 across-grained, clisobliging fellow who will not

take the trouble to tell me who excited thc States,
who Shakespeare is, or to read me even onc of his
You KEEP yoL'R SECRETS and
As to going back where | carne

plays? No. sir!
I'LL KEEP MINE.
from, | would be glad
btantly —

“rn
harelly knew what I said.
and it you shall

lo riel you of my presence in-
ifonly I knew how.”

try it, anyhow 1” 1 cricd, so angry that I
“ You carne out of my
into

microscope, go again!” |

into thc tube, screwcei
little black

caught him up, dropped him
on thc top, and was pleased to see thc
spot rcappcar in the disk.
i thrcw out the disk and was amazed to sec that,

Opening the window,

instead of falling, it floated away through thc mo-

tionless air like a picce of ihistle-elown before a

summer brcczc. It soon left the arca of light
coming from ray window and was lost to view.
“Ahat"

\ou can go back where you carne from 1”

| said, with dcep satisfaction. “ Now

I sat down beside my table and, as my anger
cooled, began to think it all At first | felt
great relief to be rid of thc littlc pest, who fretted

over.



me by his pertinacity and pigiied my self-esteem
by his air of superiority.

But gradually my teinper cooled, and as 1 re-
covered my sane judgment | began to reflect that
ordinary civility to the littie manikin might have
to tell me enough to have secured

me faine and fortune,

induced him

or even to have made me a

THE

benefactor to my wholerace; and | felt bittershamc
that my ill humor and foolish pride had caused
me pcttisluy to throw away an opportunity grcater
than had ever been granted to any human bciiig.

Still, he was so provoking and so altogether irri-
tating that | am indined to think you youraelt
would have done very much thc same.

LITTLE PINE-TREE.

tbe German

By Eudora

Once a littlc Pine-tree,
In the forest ways,

Sadly sighed and niunmired,
Thro' the summer days.
‘lam dad in ncedles —

Hateful things! — he cried;
“All the tices about me

Laugh in scornful pride.
Broad their leaves and fair to see;

W orthless necdles cover me.

“Ah, could
Then, instead of thcsc,

Shining Icaves should Crown me,
Shaming all the trees.

Broad as thcirs and brightér,
Dazzling to beliold;

I have chosen,

All of gleaming silver —
Nay, ofburnishcd gold.
Then the test would weep and sigh;

None would be so fine as 1.”

Slept thc littie Pine-tree
W hen the night carne down,
W hile the leaves he wished for
Budded on his crown.
All the forest wondered,
At thc dawn, to sec
W hat a golden fortune
Geckcd ibis littie tree.
Then he sang and laughed aloud;
Glad was he and very proud.

Foolish littie Pine-tree 1

At the ciése of day,
Thro'thc gloomy twilight.

Carne a thiefthat way.
Soon the trcasure vanished ;
“Alas !
that | had chosen

Leaves of crystal glass.”
Long and bitterly he wept,
But with night again he slept.

Sighecl the Pine,
W oukl

S.

Bumstead.

Gladly in the dawning
Did he wake to find
That thc gentle fairies
Had again been kind.
How his blazing crystals
Lit the morning air 1
Never had thc forest
Seen a sight so fair.
Then a driving storm did pass;

AH his leaves were shattercd glass.

Hiimbly said the Pine-tree,
I havc learned 't is bcst
Not to wish for fortunes
Faircr than thc rest.
Glad were 1, and thankfiil,
If1 might be seen,
Like thc trccs about me,
Ciad in tender grcen.”
Once again he slumbcred, sad;

Once again his wish he liad.

Broad his leaves and fragrant,
Rich were they and fine,

Till a goat at noon-day
Halted thcre to dinc.

Then her kids carne skipping
Round the fated tree;

All his leaves could scarcely
M ake a meal for three.

Every tender bud was nipt,

Every branch and twig was stript.

Thcn the wrctched Piiic-tree
Cried in clccp despair,
Would 1 had my ncedles;
They were green and fair.
Never would I change them,
Sighed thc littlc tree ;
“ Just as nature gave them
They wcre the best for me.”
So he slept, and wakcci, and found

All his necdles safe and sound I
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An Old Qjjarrel

By Francés

T was one morning this
last April that a blue-
bird lit on mywindow-
siL— a ¢/«¢-bird, not a
new bird, understand,

for we are very old friends.

He has been a neighbor of
mine for years,— a part, atleast,
of every year for a decade,— and
comes tofw ig Lodge, everyspring,

as regularly as possible.

r' « w e, friend, how are you? Wclcome to
] Virginia again! When did you leavc thc
South ?” | said in greeting, but bad no answer ;

for a moment, indeed, was thinking him rudo and

surly for atravelcd bird, whecnliecockedhis bead to

one side, as if listening, and, looking down, said:

“ There they are! At it again ! Thcyhavebecn

quarreling in just this way, now, ever since any-

ihing was anywherc. Thcre 's a regular fcud be-

tween them. Hark !t”

“ Between who?” said 1, curiously, regardlcss
of grammar.

“ Betu-ecn jbem," replied he. impaticnlly.
“ They are all atke. Hark! Don’t you see that

snow-flake down below, and that blade of grass ?”
“ Where are you going?
said |I.

ldon’'thear anything,”
But he was off, and
the window when

I was about to leavc
I was arrestcd by thc sound of
and

some distancc from me.

voiccs, very fine clcar, and apparently at

1 stopped and listcnccl;
I was so taken by stirprise and so interested that 1

quite forgot that onc should never listen to con-

Courtenay Baylor,

vei-sations not intendcd for onc.
ber ever to have heard |

I did ii't rcmcm-

must n't listen, fm full;

a week, and this was the dialogue :
Snow-fi.aKE; “ Well, the

scason is uver,

thank goodness, and we shall all be off ver; soon.
I am so glad !”

B1.ADE of Grass: “ The scason ovcr. Wh;.

what are you talking about?
S. F.:

It has just bcgun.”
“ That shows what you know (U times

and scasons! But 1 don’'t know why 1 should
express thc least surprise, when you don’i kno«-
anything about Christmas even, fAor do any ul
your family. I never knew such ignur.ance.
W c 've tokl you the story over and over again;
but some persons never iearn anything.”
B.ofG.;“ Oh,yes! You'vetokUisstoricscnough
and to spai-c. That, 1 am quite willing to grant.

But when it comes to thc irulhl — that is quite
anothcr matter. Christmas! Christmas! thrist-
mas ! It

is always Christmas with you tliv «<hoc
year around, and 1 am pcrfcctly sick and tircd o
henring ofit, for it is really yourself Ihat \ou ivisi
to bring the time. If ynu

only hear one-halfof the disagrceable

into notice all

ihmgs
are said of you, you woukl certainly be a good dea
Icss opcnlv conceitcd. W hcrevecr 1 go iti>a

thc s.amc thing. Thank Hcaven, thesnow isgo”

atlast! Thatdirty, sliishy, wretchccl snow . n
1 hatc it!”

S.F.: “wnat an abominable fib ! Vlicr
I go | hear nothing but good of myself and m)
family! ‘A h! Herc’'sthe snow at last! No'

1 .
are all right I Now we shall have some fun ! Ho



AN OLD QUARREL.

forcoasting and skating and slcigliing, and larks
gcnerally,”they say. And as for being rz'/r?)’, we are
thc puiest, whitest, most beautiful thing in all this

white world.”

H. OF G .: “ The workl is n't white at all. It
is icreen. | have told you that a thousand times
at icast. | have been all over it, and | know.”

S. F.: It is white, all white, except where ihe

sun strikes it in the evening. I should think 1
ougln to know.”

li.oF G.: “ You ought to know many things
that you don’'t know,
1c.in tell you that there are whole countries where

nehudy has ever sccn or hcard of you, and where

and never will, moreover.

HChave lived and flourished for thousandsofyears.”

S. F.; “ And | can tell you that thcrc are other
countries where not so many as one of you ha-,
cver bcen seen, and where we have lj\-ed and

lloLirished the year round for millions of years.”
Oh! Pooh : Tell that to the
is the namc of those countries,
any-

li. oF G.:
marines! W hat
pray? Where did your family come from,
way, | should like to know !”

S. F.: My family is of high
far above yours, as cverjbocly knows;
impudent young blade, your low

origin — far,
foi- thougli
you are a most
origin is a thing that you can
lirow as you will, you will never rise to the height

ncvcr, never alter.
I caine from, 1 can tell you.”

li. QF G. : “ Wecll, 1 would rather strive upward
than to be always falling into the mire, if that is
what you mean. like Rain-drop,
who can’'t keep out of the guttcr to save his life,
and is always talking of having ‘left hcaven so rc-
cenily.’ Earth is good enough for
ilatter myself that it would n't be much of a place
fur anybody, but for us.”

You are poor

me; and |

S. F,: “Well, your conceit is something colos-
al. It gcts along perfectly, |1
witlilut you or yours, for all you think yourself so
W ho is it that puffs you up with

are green to believe

can assurc you,

important.
such ideas?
thcm, W here were you on the 25th

You

of last December, pray ?”
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be on thc 4tli of

B. or G.: “ Where you will
Jiily next,— prccisely !'”
S. F.: “ Tho dug-days! Everybody that s

anybody always wonld make a point of escaping

them. They are only fit, as thc Turks say, for
macl dogs and Englishmcn — and you.”

B. OF <7. : “ They ni-e too good for such asyou,
certainly.”

S. F.: “ Look hcre! Don’'t you go too far!
Just you remember that I can cali on my family
and wc can kill you all out, whenevcr we choose to
act in conccrt— frecze you right out! Yes, kill

and biiry you, one and all, and tell no tales.”

B. oF G Oh! no! You can't, either. At
worst you could only slun us for a wliile. Kill us
you never can, fior conquer us, either; you liave

been trying to, eversincc the world was madc ; and

look at you, you poor miserable thing, dying by
inches, like aO your family, on this 5th of April,
1889! and no nearer doing it than in tlie ;-earone !
Jhe you talk about fighting us the better.
W e can put a million billion spcars in the ticld in
three weeks without making the least commotion,

less

and sustain them for months without troubling
anybody to lend us a cent. You had better be
civil, 1 can tell you— for you are almost alone,

and we are Legidn. Besidcs, whenevcr any of you

are attacked by enemies you always
Run away now, and join the
It will be better for you, and

run away!
You know you do.
rest of your family.

we would be ashamccl to tackle you — quite
ashamed, | assure you.”
S. F, (bursting into tears of rage); I go, but

promised to, six months ago, and
have said or can do.”

it is because |
not because ofanything

B. ofF G. : W as
Hold on a bit, and wc ’'ll all
of the Green ' for you. That always puts you in a

it furious,

sing ‘The Wearing

mclting mood, ley as you are in general. It is so

pathetic. Hold on, | say.”
S. F. (indignantly): 1 will not hold on. | am
going, going, gone! But | will come

again. Au rcvoir, monsieur, un-
til thc i5th ofNovembecr.”

perfectly furious ?



By Sarah

Chapter 1V.

There was a gnarled old peav-tree of great age
and size that grew near Betty Leicester’s west win-
dow. By leaning out a little she could touch the
nearest bough. AuntBarbaraand Aunt Mary said
that it was a most bcautiful thing to see itin bloom
in the spring; and the family cats wcre fond of
climbing up and leaping across to thc window-sill,
while there were usually some birds pcrching in it
when the coast was clear of pussies.

OncdayBetty was looking over from Mary Beck’s
and saw that the west window and the pcar-trce
branchwere in plain sight; so the two girls inventcd
a System ofsignais: one white handkerchief meant
come over, and two meant no, but a single one in
answer was for yes. A yellow handkerchiefon the
bough proposed a walk; and so the code wenton,
and was found capable of imparting much secret
Information. Sometimes the exchange of these
signdais took a far longer time than it did to run
across from house to house, and at any rate in thc
first fortnight Mary and Betty spent thc greater
partoftheir waking hourstogether. Still the signal
Service, as they proudiy called it, was of gi‘cat use.

One morning, when Mary had been summoned,
Betty came rusbing to mcet her.

“ Aunt Barbara is going to let me have a tea-
party. What do you think of that?” she cried.

Mary Beck looked pleased, and then a doubting
look crept over her face.

“ 1 don't know any of thc boys and girls very
well exccpt you,” Betty explained, “ and AuntBar-
bara liked the idea of having them come. Aunt
Mary thinks that she can’t come down, for the ex-
citement would be too much for her, but I am
going to teasc her again as soon as | havc time.
It is to be a summer-house tea at six o’clock ; it is
lovely in tbe garden then. Just as soon as 1 have
hclpcd Serena a little longer, you and | wHIl go to
invite cverybody. Serena is Ictting me beat eggs.”

It was a great astonishment that Betty should
take thc serious occasion so lightly. Mary Bcck
would have planned it at least a week bcforehand,
and worried and worked and been in dcspair; but
here was Betty as gay as possible, and as for Aunt
Barbara and Serena and Lctty, they were gay too.
It was entirely mysterious.

Orne

Jewett.

“ 1 have sent word by Jonathan to the Piclcnell
girls; he had an errand on thatroad. They looked
so old and scared in church last Sunday that 1 kept
thinking thatthcy oughtto have a good time. Tliey
don’'t come in to the village much, do they?”

“ Hardly ever, except Sundays,” answercd Mary
Beck, ‘‘They turn red if you only look at tliem,
but they are always talking together when ihey
goby. Onc of them can draw beautifully. Oh,
of course | go to school u'itli them, but | don't
know them vcry well.”

“ 1 hope they'll come, clon't you ?” said liciiy,
whisking away at the eggs. “ | don’t kno" when
| 've ever been where | could have a little pariy.
1 can have two or three girls to luncheon almost
any time, especially in London, but that ’s differ-
ent. Who else now, Becky ? Let 'ssee if we clioose
the same ones.”

“ Mary and Julia Picknell, and Mary and hilen
Grant, and Lizzie French, and Ceorge M.ix, and
Frank Grane, and my cousin Jim Beck,— Dan's too
little. They would be cight, and you and | make
ten — oh, that 's too many !”

“ Dear me, no !” said Betty lightly.
of thc Fosters, too ”

“Wc don’'t have much to do with thc Fosters,”
said Mary Beck. “ | don’t seo why that Nelly
Foster started up and came to sce you. | never
go inside her housc now. Evcrybody despiscs her
father ”

“ 1 think that Nelly is a dear-lookmg girl,
insisted Betty. “ I like her ever so much.”

“Thcy acted so stuck-up aftcr Mr. Foster was
put :nJail,” Mary went on. “ People pilied thcm
at first and were carrying about a suhscnption-
paper, but Mrs. Foster would n’t takc anyihinS'
and said that they were going to support them-
sclves. People don't like Mrs. Foster very weclk

“ Aunt Barbara rcspects her very much. She
says that few women would show thc cnur.ngc s e
has shown, Perhaps she has n't a nice way ot
speaking, but Aunt Barbara said that I irmsl as'
Harry and Nelly, when we were talking about to-
night.” Betty could not hclp a tone of trnunpiu
she and Becky had fought a little about thc i ustcrs
before this. .

“ Harry is like a wild Indian,” said Mary ncc.,
“ he goes fishing and trapping almost all the tiine-

“ 1 tliouglii



He won’C know what to do at a party. | believe
he makes ever so much moncy with his fish, and
it.” Becky relcnted a littie now.
“ Oh, dear, I have n’'t anything nice enough to
wear,” she added suddenly. “We never have
partias in Tideshead, cxcept at the vostry in the
and they’'re so poky.”

pays bilis with

«inter;
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“ But I don’t knov what Harry will say,” slie
added doubtfully.

“ Picase ask him to be sure to come,” urgcd
Betty. “ f should be so disappointed, and Aunt
Barbara asked me to say that shc depended upon
him, for she knows him better than she does
almost any of the young people.” Nelly looked

« Ll
ilgI'i TItliV 'IX COME, don't vou?’' SAID RKTTV."

“ Oh, wear anything; it'sgoing to be hot, that'’s
"11,” said industrious Betty, in her business-like
checlced apron; and it notv first dawned upon
Beck)-'s honest mind that it was nnt worth while
ta make one’s self uitcily miserable about onc’s
cluihes.

Tlic two girls wcnce scurrying away like squirrels
prcsently to invite the guests. Nelly Foster looked
cighted at the thought of such a ple.asurc.

radiant at this, but Mary Beck was much oflended.

I go to your Aunt liarbara’s oftener than any-
bocly,” shc said jcalously, as they camc away.

“ Shc asked me to say that, and 1 did,” main-
taincd Betty. “ Don’'t be cross, Becky, it 's going
to be suclva jolly tca-party. Why, herc’s Jona-
than back again aircady. Oh, good! the I'ick-
neils are happy to come.”

The rest of the guests were quickly madc sure



of, and Butty and Mary went back to the house.
It madc Betty a litllc disheaviened lo find that
her friend took every proposition on the wrong
sidc ; she sccmed to think most things about a tea-
party were impossible, and lhat all were difficult,
and she saw lions in thc way atevery turn. It struck
Betty, who was used lo taking social cvents easily,
that therc was no plcasuring at all in the oid
village, though people were always saying how
gay and delightful it used to be and how many
guests used to come to town in the summer.

The oid Leicestcr garden was a lovely place on
a summer evening. Aunt Barbara had been sur-
priscd when Betty insisted that she wished to have
supper tiiere instead of in the dining-room; but
Betty had known too many out-of-door feasts in
foreign countries not lo remember how charming
they were and how small any dining-room seems
in summer. And after a few minutes thought,
Aunt Barbara, too, who had becn in Franco
long before, asked Serena and Lctty to sprcad
the table under the large cherry-tree near thc
arbor; and there it stood presently, with its white
cloth, and pink roses in two china bowls, all ready
for the sandwiches and bread and butier and straw-
berries and sponge-cakc, and chocolate to di-ink out
of the prcttiest cups in Tideshead. It was all sim-
ple and gay and charming, the little feast; and full
of grievoiis self-consciousness as the shyest guest
might have been when first met by Betty at thc
doorstcp, thc fun of the party itself proved most
contagious, and all fears were forgotten. Every-
body met on common ground for once, without
any thought of self. It carne with surprise to more
than one girl’'s mind that a party was so wcll worth
the trouble. It was such a pity that somebody
did not have one cvery week.

Aunt Barbarawasvery good to Harry Foster, who
seemed at first much older and soberer than thc
rest; but Betty demandcd his Services when she
was going to pass the sandwiches again, and Letty
had gonc to the house for another pot of chocolate.
“ I will take the bread and buttcr, and you may
pass thcsc,” she said. And away they went to thc
rest of the company, who were scattered along lhe
arbor bcnches by twos and threes.

1 saw you inyour boat when | firstcarne up the
river,” Betty found time to say. “ 1did n't know
who you were then, though | was sure you were
one ufthe boys ivhom 1 used to play with. Some
time when Nelly is going down, could n’t you take
me too? | can row.”

“ Nelly would go if you would.
to ask lier.

1 never thought
1 ahvays ivish there were somebody
clse to see how pleasant it is”— and then a voice
intcrruptccl to ask what Harry was catching now,
Bass,” said Harry, with brightening face. *“ I

do so weil that I am sending them down to Rivcj--
port every day that the packct goes, and
that 1 had somebody to hclp me.
what a rich oid river itis!”

“ Why, if here is n’t Aunt Mary !” cricd Beiiy.
Sure enough the cager voices and the laughter liad
attracted another guest. And Aunt Barbara sprang
up joyfully and called for a shawl and foot-stuol
from the house ; but Betty did n't wait for them,
and brought Aunt Mary to the arbor hendi.
Nobody knew when thc poor lady had been in her
own garden before, but here she ivas at last, and
had her supper with the restt Tho good doctoi
would have been delighted enough if he had seen
the sight.

Nothing had ever taated so good as that oui-of-
door supper. The white June moon carne up, and jti
brightlight made thc day longer; and wlicii cver;.
body had eaicn a last piece of sponge-cakc, and
the heap of strawbcrries on a great round india
dish had becn levcled, what should be heard lint
sounds of a violin. Betty liad discovered tliat
Seih Pond,— thc clumsy, good-natured Seth ofnil
people I|— had, as he said, “ cars for music,” and
had tauglit himself to play.

So they had a country-dance on the green, girls
and boys and Aunt Barbara, who liad hecn a
famous dancer in her youth ; and those who did n'i
know thc stepsofmoncy-musk and thc Virginia reel.
were putin llic middie of the line, and liad plentyof
time to learn before their turns carne.  Afterward
Seth played “ Boiiny Doon,” and “ Nelly w.is a
Lady,” and “ Johnny Comes Mavching Home.”
and “ Aiinie Laurie,” and half a dozen other songs,
and everybody sang, but, to Betty’s delight, Mar;
Beck’s voice led all the rest.

The moon was high in the sky when the guests
went aivay. It sccmed like a new world tu some
young folks who were tlierc, and everybody ivas
surprised because everybody else looked so jucti;
and was so surprisingly gay, Yet, here ilwas, ihe
same oid Tideshead after all!

“ Aunt Barbara,” said Betty, as that auni sai
on the side of Betty’s four-pnst bed ; “ Aunt llar-
bara, don’t say goocl-night just yet. ! must talli
aboutone or two things before 1 forgct them inihe
morning. Mary Picknell asked me ever so mary
questions about some of thc pictures in the library;
but she knows more about them than 1 do, and
thought I would ask her to come some day so thal
you could tell her everything. She must be an
artist. Did n't you see how she kc|)t looking at
thc pictures? And then Hcnvy Foster knows-i
lovely place down thc river for a picnic, and can
liorrow ljoats enough beside his own to take ws
all there only it 's a secret yet. Harry said t ai
it was a beautiful point of land, with large tiecs,

I wish
You don’t know



and tlint there was a lafie that came across the
ricids from thc road, so that you could be drivcn
down to rncct its, if you disliked the boats.”

1 am very fond of being on the water,” said
Aunt Barbara, with great spirit. “ 1 knew that
point, and those oak-trees, long before eitherof you
was born. It was very polite of Harry to think
nf my coming with the young folkss. Yes, we'll
ihink about the picnic, certainly, but you must
g» to sleep now, Betty.”

‘’Aunt Barbara must have been such a nice
girl," thinks Betty, as thc door shuts. -‘And, if
«0 go, Henry must take her in his boat. It is
strange that Mary Beck should not like the Fos-
ters, just because their father was a scamp.”

But the room was still and dark, and slcepincss
got the better of Betty’'s thoughts that night.

Chapter V.

KVERYBODY was as kind as possible when Betty
Ldcester first came to Tideshead, and best coin-
pany manners prevailed toward her; but as the
girls got used to having a new friend and playmate,
some ofthcm proved disappointing. Nothing could
shake her deep affection for honest-hcarted Mary
Beck, but in some directions Mary had made up
her incxperienced and narrow mind, and would
lisien to none of Betty’s kindly persuasions. The
Fosters’ father had done some very dishoncsl deeds,
eind had run away from justice after dcfrauding
some of the most trustful of his neighbors. Mary
Heck’s mother had lost some money in this way,
and (lid Captain Beck even more, so that the girl
had heard sharp comments and indignant blame at
home; and she shocked MissBarbara Leicestcr and
Betty one morning by wondcring how Henry and
Nelly Foster could have had the face to go tochurch
thc very Sunday after their father was sent to jail.
She did not believe that they cared a bit what peo-
plc iliought.

«Poor children,” said Miss Lciccster, with quict
cfirapassion, “ thc sight of their pitiful young faces
«ascnough forme. When should one go to church
if not when in bitter trouble ? That boy and girl
laicK' look vears older than thc rest of you young
folks.”

It ncver seemed to me that they thought any
‘(ssof themselves,” said Mary Bcck, in a disagree-
8)letone; “ and 1would n’cask them to my party,
' had onc.”
~  But they havc worked so hard,” said Betty.

monathan said yesterday that Harry Foster told
nn this spring, when he was working liere, that
Feiyng gomg to pay every cent that his father owcd,
‘ "Olived long enough. He isstudying hard, too ;
you know that he hoped to go to college before

this happened. They always look ns if they wcre
grateful for just being spoken to.”

“ Plenty of people have made everything of them
and turned their heads,” said Mary Bcck, as if she
wcre repeating something that had been said at
home. “ Ithink 1should pity some people whose fa-
therhad behavedso, butldon’tiike the Fostevsabit.”

“ They are carrying a heavy load on their young
shoulders,” said Miss Barbara Leiccster. “ You
wil feel differently by and by, about them. Help
thcm all you can, Mary !'”

Mary Bcck went home that morning much dis-
pleased. She did n't mean to be hard-hearted, but
it had secmed to her like proper condcmnation of
wrong-doing to treat the Fosters loftily. Now that
Betty’'s eyes had filled with tears as she listened.
and Miss Leiccster evidently thought Icss of her for
what had been said, Mnry began to feel doubtful
about the matter. Yes, what if her father had
been like theirs — coukl she be shut up like a
prisoner, and behave as she expected thc Fosters
to behave? By the time she reached her own
house, she was ashamcd of what she had said.
Miss Leicestcr was at that moment telling Betty
that she was astonished at such bitter feeling in
their young neighbor. “ She has never really
thought about it. 1 daré say she only necds a
sensible word or two to change her mind. You
children have such tvcmendous opinions.” And
Aunt Barbara smiled.

“ Once when | was staying in thc Isle of Wiglit,”

said Betty, “ I belonged to such a nice out-of-dour
club, Aunt Barbara.”
“ Did you? What was it like ?”

“ Oh, not really like anything that I can think
of, only we had great fun together. W e used to
walk miles and miles, and carry some buns or biiy
them, and get milk or gingcr-beer at the farms.
There are so many niins to go to see, and old
churchcs, and homesofemincnt persons ofthe time
of Elizabeth, and wc would read from their works,
and it was so pleasant coming home by the foot-
paths afterward,” nnnounced Betty with satisfac-
tion- “ The govcrncsses used lo go, too, but we
could outvim all but onc of thcm, the Dimcans’
Miss Winter, who was as dear as could be. | had
my iessons with thc Duncans for quitea while. Oh,
it wassuch fun !— the others would let us go on as
fast as we liked and come poking along together,
and havc their own quiet pleasures,” Betty was
much diverted with her recollections. “ | mean to
begin an out-of-donr club here, Aunt Barbara.”

“In my timo,” said Aunt Barbara, “ girls wcre
expected to know how to sew, and to learn to be
good hoasckccpers.”

“You would join the club, would n’'t you?
asked Betty, anxiously.



“ And lje run away from, likc tlie stout govcrn-
esscs, 1 daré say.”

Thcrc was an attempt at a serious expression,
but Miss Leicester could not help laughing a Hule.
Down carne Miss Mary at Ihis moment, with Letty

liave no demands made upon her. Thcrc «ere
days when Betty had a plan for cvcry half-hi>ur,
remarked Aunt Barbara indulgently.

“ Suppose you come out to the garden with me
to pick some currants?” and Betty was quietly
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behind her, carrying cushions, and Betty spraiig
up to help make the couch ready.

“ | wish that you would belong, too, and come
with US on wheeis,” said shc, returning to the sub-
jcct that liad been interruptcd. “ You could drive
tothe meetings and be licad-inember, Aunt Mary.”
But Aunt Mary was tircd that day, and wished to

removed from the weak ncrvcs of Aunt Mary. "ho
plaintivcly said that Betty had almost too much
life.

“ Too much life! Not a bit of it,” said .Scren-i,
who was thc grandniece’s chiefupholdcr and dwi"-
pion. “ Wc did need waking up, 't was a fact, Miss
Leicester;

now, wa' n't it? It seemed just like



oki limes, that night of the tea-part)-. Trouble is,
wc 've all got to bein’ too master comfortable, and
thought we could n't step one foot out o' the
bcaten rut. 'T is the misfortune o’ livin’ in a little
pl.icc.”

.And Serena marched back to thc kitchen, carry-
ing thc empty glass from which Miss Mary Leices-
icr had taken some milk, as if it were the banner
of liberty.

She put it down on the clean kitchen-tablc.
“Too much life!” the good woman repeatcd
scornfully. “ 1 'd like to see a gal that had too
much life for me. | was that kind myself, and

right up an' doiiT. All these Tideshead gals be-
liave as slow as the month o’ December. Fussin’
al>out their clothes, and fussin’ al50ut ‘yon do this’
and ‘/ can’'t do that,” an’ Icttin’ folks that know
something ride right by 'em. See this little Betty
now, sweet as white laylocks, 1 do declare. There
she goes 'long o’ Miss Barbary, out into the cur-
rant bushes.”

” Aunt Barbara,” Betty was saying a few min-
utes later, as one knelt each side of the row of
white currants, “ Aunt Barbara, do you like best
being grown up or being about as oid as | am ?”

“Being grown up, | 'm sure, dear,” replied thc
aunt, after serious reflection.
“1'ni so glad. 1don’t believe people ever have

such hard times with themselvcs afterward, as they
do growing up.”

“ What is the matter now, Betty ?”

" Mary Beck, Aunt Barbara. | thought that 1
liked her ever and ever so much, but | have days
when | want to shake her. It’s my fault, because
I wake up and think about her and feel cross before
I e\en look at her, and then | can’t geton all day.
Then some days | can hardly wait to get over to
see her. and we have such a good time. But you
can't change her mind about anything.”

e | thought that you would n’t be so iniimate all
summer,” said Aunt Barbara, picking very fast.

Vou see that you expect Mary Beck to be perfect,
and lhe poor child is n't. You made up a M.-iry
Beck in your own mind, who was perfect at all
points and just thc kind of a girl you would like
hest to spend all your time with. Be thankful for
all you do like in her; that'’s tho best way.”

“ I just fell in love with a girl in the Isle of
Wight last summer,” said Betty sorrowfully. “ Wc
wanted to be together all thc time, and we wrote
notes and always went about together. She was
older than I; but onc day she said things that
made me forget | ever liked hera bit. She wanted
to make up afterward, but | could n't; and she
‘'vntcs and writcs ma letters, biit 1 never wish to
8oe her again. | am sorry | cver liked her.”

ctty’s eyes flashed, and her cheeks were very red.

“ | suppose it has been hard for her, too,” said
Aunt Barbara; “ butwe must like different friends
for diffcrent reasons. Just try to remember that
you can not find perfection. 1| used to know a great
many girls when 1 was growing up, and some of
thcm are my friends still, the few who are left, To
find one true-heartcd friend is worth living through
a great many disappointmcnts.”

Two or thrcc weeks went over before Betty ceascd
to have the feeling that she was a stranger and
foreigner in Tideshead. At first she said “ you”
and “ 1 ” when she was talking with the girls, but
soon itbecame casiertosay “ we.” She took great
pleasure in doing whatever tho rest did, from
joining a class in Sunday-school to carrying round
one of the subscription-papcrs to pay for some
Fourth of July fireworks, which went up in a blaze
of splendor on thc evening of that glorious day.

After the garden tea-party, nothing happened, of
a social nature, for some time, although several of
thc boys and girls gave fine hints that something
might be expected to happen at their own houses.
There was a cheerful running to and fro about the
Lcicester house, and the large white gate next thc
Street was heard to crcak and clack at least once
in every half-hour. Betty gvew fond of thc minis-
ter's daughters, who were swcet-faced girls, but
very timid and anxious about every-day life. Nelly
Foster carne scklom, but she was the brightest and
merriest of all the girls when she grew a little ex-
cited, and lost the frightened look that had made
Unes on her forehead much loo soon. Harry was
not seen very oftcn, bul Betty wondeicd a great
deal about him, and fancied him huntlng and fish-
ing in all soits of dangerous places. The Picknell
girls carne into the village on Sundays always, and
nften once or twice in the wcck ; but it was haying
time noiv, and they were very busy at thc favin.
Betty liked them dcarly, and so did Mary Beck,
who did not get on with the minister’s daughters
at all, and had a prejudice, as we know, against
Nelly Foster. These madc the little company which
seemed mostclosely allicd, though therc were three
or four other young pcople who made part of thc
larger enterprises. Betty had pioposcd the out-of-
door club, and had started a tcnnis-court, and de-
voted much timo to it, but nobody knew how to
play very wcll yet, except Harry Foster and Julia
Picknell, and they were the most difficult ones to
catch foran idlc afternoon. George Max could play,
and one or two others could stumblc through a
game and like it pretty wcll; butas for Mary Beck,
her shocs were too small for much agilily, and she
liked to wear her clothes so tight that she was very
clumsy with a racket. Betty's light little gowns
looked prim and plain to the Tideshead girls, svho



thouglit their colors vcry strange to begin with,
and had not the sense to be cnvious when their
wcarer went by, as light-footed and gracefulas thcy
wcre atvkward. They could not understand the
simplicity that was natural to Betty, but cverybody
liked her, and felt as much interested in her as if
she were an altogethcr ncw varicty of human be-
ing. Perhaps we shall understand the situatiou
better if wc read a letter which our hcroine wrote
just then:

"My Duar Papa: This is from your Betty, who
had intended to take a long walk willi Mary Bcck this
afternoon, but is prcvented by a thunder-sbower. 1l
tnakes me wonder what you tio when you get wet, and
svlio sees that you lake off your wet clothes and tries not
to let you have a coid. Isn’t il almost time for you to
come home now, Papa? | do miss taking care of you so
very much. You will be tired liearing about Mary Beck,
and you caii’l stop it, can you? as if you laugiicdand tlien
talked about sometliing else when we were walking to.
gether. 3'ou must remember that you said we must lie al-
ways fighting an enemy in ourselves, and my enemy just
now is making little funs of Mary, and seeing that she
does n’tknow so mucli as she thinks she does. | like too
well to show her that she is inislaken wiren she tells about
things; but it niakes me sorry afterward, because, in
spite of myself, | like her better than | do anybody. 1
almost love her, Papa; indeed, | do, but I like to teasc
ber better than to help her, and she puts on airs about
the very jilaces where | have been and things | havc done.
Aunt Barbara does n’t like her, and wislies | would * play
with’ Nelly Foster and the minister’s girls, but Nelly
is like anybody grown up. 1 supposc it is because she
lias seen Iroulrle, as people say here; and the minister’s
girls are liltli ‘fraid cats. That is what Serena says. and
is sure to make you laugh. ‘Try and make 'em hol)
‘round,” Serena told me al the pnrty, and | did try;
but they are n’t good hoppers, and that’s all there is
to say. | sent down to Riverport and bought Seth a
book of violin airs, and he practiced until two o’clock
onc morning, so that Serena and Jonathan were saying
dreadful things. Aunt Mary is aiiout the sanie, and .so
is Aunt Barbara, and they send their love. Papa, you
mu.st never tell, but | hate the one and love the other.
Mary Beck is n’t halfso bad as i am to say tlial, but now
itis written down and must stay. There is one awful
piece of news. Tlic Fosters’ father has broken out of
jail and escaped, and they are offering a great rcward,
and It is in all the pajier.s. 1 ouglit to go to see Nelly,
but | dread il. | ani writing this last page another day, fur
yesterday thc sun came out afler the shower and | went
outwith AuntBarbar.a. SheislettingMrs. Fosterdosome
sewing for me. She says tliat my clotlics were in ruins.
Slie did, indeed, and that they had lieen badly washerf. 1
hope that yours are not lhe same. Mrs. Foster looked
terribly frightened and palé, and asked Aunt B. lo come
into the other room, and told her about Mr. Foster.
Then it was in tlie paper last niglil. Papa dear, | do
remember what you said in one of your letters about lie-
ing a Tideshead girl myself for this summer, and not
staniling off and finding fauU. 1 feel more lil;e a Tidcs-
liead girl lately, but I wish tliey would n’t kec|) saying
how slow it is and nothing going on. We might do so

liave’a currant pie this year. | thought tlioso by the
fencc under the cherry.lree might last iintil you carne,
because it is shady, Iml they a!l spoiied in the rain.

Now 1 am going to read in ‘ Walton's I-ives’ to Auiil
Mary. She says it is a book cverybody ought to knew,
and that I run wild more tiran I ought at my age, | like
lo read aloud, as you know, so goodibye, but my age is
sucha troulile. If you were liere we would have llie
liest good time. Your oivn child,

Br-nv."
Chapter V!.

T hat afternoon Betty’s lively yoimg voice grcw
droning and dull after a while, as she read the life
ufDr. Donnc, and at last she stopped altogethcr.

“ Aunt Mary, | can’'t help thinking about thc
Fosters' father. Do you supposc he will come
home and frighten them some night?”

“ No, he would hardly daré to come wherc they
are sure to be looking for him,” said Aunt Mary.
“ Dear me, the thought makes me so ncrvous.”

“When | havc read to the end of this page |
will just run down to scc Nelly a few minutes, if
you can spare me. | keep drcading to see her
until I am almost afraid to go.”

Miss Mary sighcd and said yes. Somehow she
did n’'t get hold of Betty’s love,— only her diity.

Betty lingered in the garden and picked some
raignonette before she started, and a bright carna-
tion or two from Aunt Barbara’'s special plaiits.
The Fosters’ house was farthcr down the Street on
the same side, and Nelly’s blinds were shut, but if
Betty had only known it, poor Nelly was looking
out wistfully through tliem, and wishing with all
her heart that her young neighbor would come in.
She dreadcd thc meeting, too, but there was such
a simple, frank, fricndliness about Betty Leiccster
that it did not hurt as if one of the other girls had
come.

There was the sound of thc gate-laich, and Nelly
went eagerly down. “ Come up to my room; i
was siuing there sewing,” she said, blushing very
red, and Betty fclt her own chceks burn. How
dreadful it must be not to have such a comforting
dear faiher as hers! She put her arms around
Nclly’'s neck and kisscd her, and Nelly could hardly
keep from crying; but upstairs thcy went to the
bedroom, wlicre Betty had never happencd to go
before. She felt suddenly, as she never had before,
how pinchad and poor the Fosters must be. Nelly
was determined to be larave and took up her sewing
again. It happened to be a little waist of Beliys
own. Betty tried to talk gayly about being vcry
tired of reading “ Walton's Lives.”

“ Harry reads ‘Walton's Anglcr,” ' said Nelly-
“ That's thc same man, is n't he? It is a stupul-
looking old brown book that belonged to my
grandfather.”

“ Papa rcails it, too,” said Betty, nodding iwf
head wisely. “ I am in such a hurry to liave him
come, when | think of Harry. | am sure tlial lie



will r.clp him to be a naturalist or something like
thal. Mr. Buckland would have just loved Harry.
I knew him whend ivas a littie bit of a thing. Papa
uscd to takc me to see him in London, and all his
dreadful beasts used to frighten me, but I feel very
dilTcrently now, ofcoiii-se. Harry makes inc think
of Robinson Crusoc and Maync Reid’s books, and

" THU VOUNC MAN SHAU6D MIS EYE» WITH HIS HAKD

those ])oys who used to do such wild things fishing
and hunting.”

“We uscd to think Harry never would get on
because he spent so much time in the woods, but
sdinchow he always learned his lessons, too,” said
Nelly proucily; “ and now his fishing brings in so
much inoney tliat I don’t know how we shall live
«hen winter comes. Wc are so anxious about
«inter. Oh, Betty, it is easy to tell you, but I
can't bear to havc other people even look at me ”
and she burst into tears and hid her face in her
hands.

Let US go outdoors, just down through the
gardon and across into tlic woods a littie while,”
plcaded Betty. “ Do, Nelly dear 1” and prcsently
they were on their way. The fresh summer air and
tnc sunshine were much better than the close-
shaded room, with Nelly starlled by every sound
aboutthe housc, and they soon lost their first feeling
o constraint as they sat undcr a pine-tree whipping

tivo of Miss Barbara Leiccstcr’'s new tea-napkins.
Betty had many things to say about her English
life and her friends. Mary Beck never carcd to hear
much about England, and it was delightful now
to have an interested listcncr. At last thc sewing
was finished, and Nelly proposed that they should
go a littlc way farther, and come out to thc river
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bank. Harry would be coming up about this time
with his fare of fish, if he had had good luck. It
would be fun to shout to him as he went by.

They pushed on together through the open pas-
ture where the sweet-fern and baybcrry bushes
grew tall and thick; there was anothcr strip of
woods between them and thc river, and just this
side of it was a dcscrtecl housc. It had not bccn
lived in for many years and was gray and crum-
bling. The ficlds that belonged to it had bccn
made part of a great sheep pasture, and two or
three sheep were standing by the half-opcncci door,
as if they were quite at home there in windy or
wet wcathcr. Betty had seen the old housc bc-
fore and thought it was most romantic. Shc pro-
posed now that they should havc a picnic there by
and by, and make a fire in thc old fireplacc, but
Nelly Foster thought thcrc would be great danger
of burning the house down.

“ Suppose we go and look in ?” plcaded Betty.



| **

“ Mary Beck and 1 saw it not long after | carne,
and she thought it was going to rain, so that we
did n't stop. | love to go into an empty oid ruin
and make up stories about it and wonder who used
th live there. Don’t stop to pick these blueberries;
you know they are n’t halfripe,” she teased Nelly ;
and so they went over to the oid housc, frightening
away thc shcep as they crossed the cloorstcpboldly.
It was all in ruins, thc roof was broken about the
chimney so that thc sun shone through upon the
floor, and the light-rcd bricks were softencd and
sifting down. In one cdrner there was a heap of
wiihes for mending fcnccs, which had becn pulled
about by the sheep, and there were some mud nests
of swallows high against thc walls, but tbe bircls
seemed to have already left them. This room
had been the kitchen, and behind it was a dark,
small place which must have becn a bedroom
when pcople lived there, dismal as it looked now.

* 1 am going to look in here and all about thc
place,” said Betty, cheevfully, and stcppod in to
see what she could find.

“ Oh, come back, Nelly!” she screamcd, in a
great fright, the next moment; and they flcd out
of the house into the svarm sunshine. They had
had time to see that a man was lying on the floor
as if he were dead. Stop! as they held their
breath and hcard a groan, which made them go
away in breathless haste, a terrible fear possessed
them. Betty’s heart beat at last so that she could
hardly spcak.

“ We must get somebody to come,” she panted,
trying to stop Nelly. “ Was it somebody dead?”

But Nelly sank down as palé as ashes into tlie
sweet-fern bushes and looked at her strangely.
* Oh, Betty Lcicester, it will kill Mother, it will
kill her! I believe it was my father; what shall
l1do!”

They looked fearfully at the house; the shcep
had come back and stood again near the door-way.
There was something more horrible than the two
girls had cvcr known in the silcnce oi thc place.
It would have been less awful if there had been a
face at the broken door or windows.

“ Henry — we must try to stop Henry,” said
poor palc Nelly, and they hurried toward the river
shore. They could not help looking anxiously
behind them as they passed the bclt of pines, but
for some reason or olher the fugitivo gave no sign
of wishing to pursue. “ He :s afraid that somo-
body will see him. | am so afraid he will come
home to-night.”

“ He must be ill there,” said Betty, but she did
not daré to say anything else. What an unendur-
ablc thing lo be afraid and ashamed of one’s own
father!

They looked down the river with cager eyes.

Yes, therc was Harry Foster’s boat coming iip
slowly, with the three-cornered sail sprcad to catch
the light breeze. Nelly gave a long sigh and sank
down on the turfand covered her face as she cricd
bitterly. Betty thought, with coivardiy longing,
of tho quiet and safety of Aunt Mary’s room nnd
the brown-covered volume of “ Walton’s Livcs.”
Then she summoncd all her courage. These iwo
might never have sorer need of a friend than in
this summer afternoon.

Henry Fostcr's boat sailed but slowly. It was
heavily ladcn, and the wind was so light that front
time to time he urged it with the oars. He did nut
see the lwo girls waiting on the bank until he was
close to them, for the sun was in his cyes and his
thoughts were busy. His father’s escape from jail
was worse than any sorrow yet; nobody knew u kU
mightcome ofit. Harryfeltvery olcl and carcwnrn
for a boj' of sixteen. He had detcrmined to gu to
see Miss Barbara Lcicester that evening and to
talk over his troubles with her. He had been able
tu save a littlc money, and he fcared that it miglit
be demandecl. He had already paid off part of the
smaller dcbts that were owcd in the village; but
he knew his father too wcll not to be afraid of gct-
ting soinc menacing letters presently. If he had
only flcd the country; but how could that be done
without money? His father would not work his
passage; Harry was certain enough ofthat. Would
it not be better to let him have the money and go
to the farthcst limit to which it could carry him ?

Something made the young man shade his eyes
with his hand and look toward the shore, then he
took the oarsand pulled quickiy in ; that was surcly
his sister Nelly, and the girl who wore a graiish
gingham dress with a scarlet handkercliicf at lier
throat was Betty Lcicester. It was just like kind-
liearted little Betty to have teased poor Nelly out
into the woods. He would carry thcm home in
his boat; he could rub it clcan with some hand-
fuls of hemlock twigs or river grass; then he saw
how strangely they looked, as he pushed tlie boat
in and pulled it far ashore. What in the «nrid
had happened ?

Nelly tried to speak again and again, but her

voice could not make itself hcard. “ Oh, dont
cry any more, Nelly dear,” said Betty, trembling
from head to foot, and very palé. “ W e went into

the oid house up tlierc by the pasture, and found —
Nelly said it was your father, and we thought he
svas very ill.”

“ 1’ll take you both home, then,” said Harr;
Foster, speaking quickiy and with a hard voice.
“ Get in, both of you — this is thc shortest way—
then 1’1l come back by myself.”

“ Oh, no, no 1” sobbed Nelly. * He looked as
if he were dying, Harry; he was lying on thc floor.



Wc will go, too; ho could n't hurt us, could he? ”
And the thrce turned back into lhe woods. Betty's
heart almost failed her. Shc felt like a soldier go-
ing into battie. Oh, could she muster bravery
enough to go into that housc again ? Yet she loved
her father so much that doing this for anothcr girl’s
fatlier was a great comfort, in all her fcar.

The young man hurried ahead when they carne
near the house, and it was only a few minutes be-
fore he reappeared.

“ You must go and tell mother to come as quick
as she can; and hurry to find the doctor and tell
him; he ivill know what to do. Father has been
drcadfully liurt somchow. Perhaps Miss Leicester
will let Jonathan come to help us get him home.”

Harry Foster’s face looked old and strange; he
never would seem like a boy any more, Betty
thought, with a heart full of sympathy. Sbe hur-

ried away with Nelly; they could not bring help

fast enough.

(T o 1>ecOHciuded.)
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A QUEER

By K- U.

The prettiest littlc “ inonster” that | havc ever
seenwasaj'Oiingtwo-hcadecl painted torioiscf'Clity-
sanyspida), caught last June by Master Leighton
Foster, while hunting for Natural History speci-
mens in the marshes bordering West River, in
Ncw Haven, Connecticiit.

This |jretty littie pet, the shcll of wliich was quite
normal save that it was a littlc broader than long,
had tlie usual four legs and a tail, but was fiir-
nished with two perfectly formed heads and necks,
wliich acted independently of one another— so
inclcpendently, in fact, that thoright and left heads
foiight like littie Trojans, whenever there ivas occa-
sion for jealousy or spite.

Koiv, the tortoise is generally thoughta dull and
stupid creature, but this littie fellow knew the
hand that fed him and refused to eat anything,
however tcm|>iing, from strangers. The favorite
morsel of thesc tivin heads ivas a cricket or grass-
hol|)per. But the head lucky enough to seize it
hrsi, found its right to solé possession stoiitly con-
tcsted by the other. Since they were cquals in age
and strength, and had fair and equal advantages
inevery way, tliese spirited littie tugs-of-ivar ended
onl)- when thc morsel separated. Then cach, think-
ing itself the hero, gulpcd its portion with great
satisfaction. Tliey seemed healthy and ate with
evident relish, and consimied equal amounts; but
often theirappetites were not the same, for atfeed-
ing-time the greed of onc and abstincnce of thc
otlicr showcd they wcre not equally hungry. Rec-
peatcdlyl have seen onelittlc head turn slyly around
and snapat the bright eye of the other, plainly mis-
takiiig it for something to cat, and causing th.it
head toivithdraiv hastilyinto thc shcll. And thercby
thcre is suggested a point of continual discussion
ijetween these two heads ivhich 1 fcar was never
setded aiuicably. For it often happened that both
heads were indined to ivithdraw into their common
Shell or house at the same time, which they could
do, jtis true; but ivhen both were in itwas pl.iinly
‘cry cruivded.

Now, if there is any onc privilegc pcculiarly that
of thc tortoise, it is thc privilegc of withdraiving at
Itsown sweet wiil into its own private slicll, with-
out any considerations for outsidcrs. Certainly,
uwould be 1 very Inx and easv-going tortoise that
would yicid its long-cstablished right to seclusion.

PET.

liarhouu.

and submit peaceably to the encroachmcnt of
another; so these heads quarrclcd daily. Some-
times one head wished to look around, and thcn
the other enjoyed tho liixury of the shell in peace,
but in course of time thc tiiin ivas sure to withdraw,
too. Thcn thc two heads would fidget irritably;
only for a brief momcnt, however, for they camc
out almost atonce, as indignant and angry as their
tender years would alloiv, and, closing their eycs,
bcat their heads together and fought with all their

TORTUISI*.

might, till some eompromise ivas cffectcd. These
were thc mostamusingand absurd littlc scriiTimages
imaginable. Just think of one itself engaged in
deadly combat with anothcr itself; w'hat an
nbsurdity ! — butso itw.-is. And ncilhcronc could
go awav to lenve the o'.hcr and sulk and pout



about it, so they genevally gave up when tired out
and wisely agreed to disagree.

When sleep overcame one head, it withdrew,
together with its two feet, into the shell. But thc
companion head, wide-awake and looking about in
all direciions, might siraultaneously decide to be up
and doing, and then it woukl start off vigorously
«ich the two feet bclonging to its sidc of the housc ;
but its efforts wevc vain : it only went round and
round in a circle, the sieeping side acting as a dead-
weight. It clid n't seem to mind it much, how-
ever, but continued on its journcy uninterruptedly
till tlic sleepcr awoke, whereupon the two sides
started off in unisén, ljut with the most awkward
gait possible. For, instead of putting a forc foot
forward, lilcc the normal tortoise, following im-
mediatcly with a diagonally opposite hind foot,
this little monster stcppcd out with its front feet at
once, so that its fore partswere left withoutsupport,
and dropped ; then the liind feet stopped forward,
leaving the hind parts without support, and they
dropped in turn ; and thus, bobbing up and down,
it advanccd by an awk'vard, rocking gait.

But the sleeper, roused abruptly, was not always
disposed to start off at once with its companion,
so thc other scurried around as best it could till
convinced that a circle is endless, and that it must
have recoursc to other expcdients than those pro-
vided by nature. Out of its necessity, surprising
as it may appear, this little monster had invented
a way of gctting about. Extending its two feet, it
clutched at grass andweeds, and so dragged itself
sideways, and wentwhen itwould, orwhere it chose,
whether the other side slept, or, being awake,
took its ease, rcfusing to budge. | have seen them
walk thus, repeatedly ; but it was the invention of
thc right head, and the left never resorted to it so
far as | could observe. Thus it will be seen that
there wasno concertcd action bctween the right side
and the left, and yetthey started together, with sur-
prising frcquency, to do prccisely thc same things .
to cat, to swim, or to walk.

A smooth concrete walk was a favorito place for
giving this pot an occasional sun-bath. When
placed 011 this, or on a smooth piece of ground, it
went through some giiecr antics before starting.
First, tho left head turned to thc left, the right to
the right, after gazing vacantly about for a time,
they at length started off with a will in these two
opposite directions at once. The result is, of
course, that opposing one another as they did, they
wcntbackward, sometimes two or three feet, before
they found how uscless were their efforts to go each
his own way. Butwhen they asccrtained ihis, they
stopped short, and, after a moment’s rest, startod
off together, teetering up and down, but traveling
straight along till a stalk of grass or a weed was

ciicountcred. This was sure to bring thcm to a
standstill, for one insisted upon turning to thc left
of it, the other to the right, which brought them
astride the weed, where they stood, tugging away
obstinately till strength failed them.

A ledge along the concrete walk, not over thicc-
quarters of an inch high, easily scaled by other pet
tovtoises of thc same age, proved an insurmounia-
ble barrier for a long time. But, finally, the tivo-
headed tortoise, with its two wills and two walking
Systems, learned to stand up on tiploc by the
ledge, and, giving a suddcn kick, to throw itself
over, but so violently at first tliat it invariably
landed on its back, a most unfortunate predica-
ment in its case, from which, unlikc the normal
tortoise, it could not extricate itself without help.
But it soon learned to clear the Icdgc and aliglit
right side up on thc other side.

Every onc who saw these queer maneuvers and
the intelligence displayed in thc adapting of
means to ends for which it was so poorly fittod by
nature, was charmcd with the littlc pet.

In thc water of its aquarium it paddlccl aboul
slowly, sometimes diving to thc bottom, at other
times resting on the surface, with one beaci, per-
haps, under the water, the other above; shoving
that tlie heads breathcd independently, a fact easily
vcrified by watching the two thvoats as they cx-
panded and contracted. At the same time, ii was
noticed that the two heads opcnecl thcir inoutbs and
gaped occasionally, as if to breathe more air. This
was thconlysign ofweakness. It may seem suangc
thatanytwosocompletclyone shouldhavc differed
in toniperament, for tliey were certainly brought
up under idendcally the same trcatment; yet die
right head, on many occasions, was tlie more irrita-
ble and timid,— ready to pick a quarrel willi its
other self, or to docigc at a fly or strange animal,
while the other head seemed stolid and scli-con-
fident at all times.

But 1 had not reached this point in its siinihe
history, for liad 1 satisfied my desire to study all
its ways, when the little prizc met with a senous
accident. Its aquarium was carefully providefl
with clcan, fresh water and a liberal supply ol
water plants. Now, ivhile they were rencwiiig ihe
water and supplies, onc day, this little curiosii)
was put out on tlie smooth grass almost within easy
reacli. Suddenly there was a nish and sprmg.
and before even the most watchful could irtcrfcrc.
a prowling, stray cat liad pounccd upon thc favor-
ite inmate of the aciuariuiii. Of course it was les-
cued at once, but it was thought tliat thc nithless
cat had killed the pet outright. To their gre.
satisfaction, it seemed to be unhurt. Tlicro «as
no trace of blood, not even a scratcli visible,

The right head ventured at once to peer



cautiously, but tbe ieft was too frightened to leave
its protecting shell for fuily half an hour. But
filiding itself in familiar hands the pet was soon
itselfagain, and was restored to its aquarium.

The next morning it walked, swain, and ate as
it was wont to do, although the left head was not
hungry, and refused to eat at all, which was not
micommon. The next day, also, the left head ate
nothing, and 011 the third it drooped. It was
evidently very weak and sick, yet courageoiis and
bound to hold out as long as possible, for, when
pettcd, it straightcncd up resolutcly and tried to
make off with its companion, as it had done for so
many weeks, to the wonder and delight of all who
sa«' it. But in less than an hour it was dead, and
thcieft legs also; leaving its companion apparently
in great distress, for it was exceedingly uneasy.
Undoiibtedly the living head had some intima-
lioii of its approaching end and restlessly walked

about as if to escape. But in two hours and a
half the right head was dead also. The cat's
claw had pierced the neck of the left head. Care-
ful examination showcd, ciése to thc shcll, a small
but fatal wound in the neck. But for this tragic
end, it might have lived on through the winter,
or possibly even longer.

During its short life, from the ist of June to the
middie of September, many people from many
cities visited it, and enjoyed its queer pranks, its
quarrels for more room, its tugs-of-\var for food,
its many misunderstandings of itself, its awkward
gaic and wise look.

Large sums of money were offered for it, but
thbis rare pet had so endeared itself to its owners
that they were not tempted to part company with
it. Now that it is dead, they keep the body care-
fully prcscrved, and fccl that its memory deserves
to be pcrpctuated.

IN TfIK DLOOM OF MAV
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A MAY

By Anna M.

I'HE orchard is a rosy cloud,
The oak a rosy mist,
And oh, thc gold of the buttercups
The morning sun has kissed !
Thcrc are twinkling shadows on the grass
Ofa myriad tiny leaves,
And a twittcring loiid from thc busy crowd
That build bcncath thc caves.
7'/icii sing, happy children,
The bird and bee are here,
The yfay iime is a gay fin/e,
The blossom time o' theyear.

SONG.

Pratt.

A message comes across thc fiekls,
Borne on the balmy air,
For all the littie sccking hands
Thcre are flowers enough and lo spare.
Hark! a murmuring in thc hive,—
List! a cavol clear and sweet,—
W hile feathcrcd throats the ihriling notes
A thousand times repcat.
Then sing, happy children,
The bird and bee are hete,
The May time is a gay time,
The blossom time o' theyear.



'THE LAND OF NOD?”

By Octave

How many years ago was it that thc “ Land of
Xod” appearcd in St. NICHOLAS? My volume is
not at hand {in fact, it has been literally worn out
m the service); but, last spring, | could repeat
must of the songs by heart. You sce we used the
play for our school exhibicion in the little white
scliiol-house by the cypress brake. And a great
success it was, too. Some of the thousands of
St. Nicholas readers who have laughed over the
droll little operetta may like to know how it farcd
far away from stages, costumes, or even a dry-
goods store.

Our plantation is on a little river six miles {and
a sivamp) from the railway. The black old mili
grinds corn, saws lumber, and gins cotton for us,
because we are a cotton plantation; and the big
"hite store sells all the dresses, hats, and coats for
thc'mrenters” and the farmers scattcred through
country across the river,— all the groceries, also,
and the medicines, stoves, meat, and farming
implements.

W liatever else we may need, we must order
ilirough the mail-rider wlio comes every day to
tlie post-office in the store.

The Carrolls’ house overlooks the devious wil-
low-shaded river; but the Planter’'s house (the
pl.niter is Mrs. CarroU’s partner) is farthcr back.

H.ilf-a-mile away is the school-house, where all
thc little white children go to school. In thc
spring, thc grassy ways about the school-house are
spcckled with “ bluets” and white “ spring beau-
ties,” and countlessviolets. In the cypress “ slash,”
behind the house, tall cyprcss-trees show a sprink-
ling of dainty green, fine as fern-fronds, mingling
witli the star-shaped foliage of the tupello gum and
ihe bcautiful hackbeivy leaves — all these delicatc
furtns are in strange contrast to the huddle of
“ cypress knees” bclow or the hideous trunks of
the hackberry. Cow-lilies, yellow as gold, spatter
the black water, which is like a line of ink drawn
through roots and “ knees.”

When spring comes, school closes.
the children to help “ make a crop.”

So it was in April that we gave “ The Land of
Nod."

rile school-teacher suggested it — not the regu-
larschool-teaclier. A regular school-teacher would
havc thought itfar too much trouble, and, rccoiling

It is time for
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before the thought of costumes, have substitutcd
a “ dialogue” ; but Ethel, who took the school
because she happened to be visiting her aunt, Mrs.
Carroll, knew little about trouble, and proposed
it hopefully.

Dora, one of that class who look before they
leap, glanced over the pages.

“ There appear to be many costumes required,”
she observed without enthusiasm.

“ Well, but, my dear,” Mis. Carroll replied
quickly,— Mrs. CaiToll has that divine quality,
hope,— “ there is pretty, light-colored silesia at

the store, and we have silver-paper.”

Dora’s eyes ran down the dramatis fiersonce, as
she answered: “ One, two— royal personages.
You can’t dress kings and queens in silesia.”

“ Oh, yes, you can,” said her mother, cheerfiilly,
“ by lamplight. It will be at night.”

Ethel was delighted. She offered to make the
sword and armor for the standard-ljearer ; but we
abandoned the standard and Mr. Planter borrowed
a spear instead, from a “ W hecl ” society; a largc,
bright, tin spear that was a comfort to us, as thc
only solidly built article in our paraphernalia, and
in consequcnce the only thing which could be
handled with impunity.

Our first qualms about costumes soon vanished.
Mrs. Planter was captured by Mrs. Carroll, who,
though a gentle crcature, sweeps discouragement
before her like dust before abroom. Dora herself
fclt thc contagién. Daily she went up to the school-
house to drill the young actors. And even the
humble person who writes this chronicle, and who
has no gifts in costuming, was moved to offer an
idea on dccoration. She made gold and silver
lace for the high-born personages of thc drama.
Gold and silver paint and common cotton lace
were all she needed. Mrs. Pianfcr is a lady of
wide rcsources; but none can be nnmcd in thc
same breath with Mrs. Carroll. She can copy a
picture in cloth; and beyond my praise is thc
manner in which she adaptcd, and, as it were,
enchantcd, our common hats and gowns and house-
furnishings. She made wigs of horse-hair dyed
blonde wiih curry powcler; providecl wings fnr the
sprites, lovcly cthcrcal wings uf tarlatan and wire
taste ; shimmering, too, because sprinkled, rcgard-
Icss of expense, with cliamond-dust; she turned



a red piano-cover into the royal robe; she inked
bands of cotton judiciously into a life-like simili-
tude ofermine ; she cut round pieces out of paste-
board, punched two holcs in them, covered them
with tin-foil, and, behold, dazziing silver buttons!—
in fine, there was no end to her ingenuity.

Of course we had to make all the costumes.
Shoes were the first difficulty. “ Your pages,”
said Dora, “ must wear something on their feet!"

“ What do they usually have?” inquired the
humble person.

“ Boots,” replied Ethel promptly; “ boots witti
red tops and copper toes — or they go barcfoot.”

The humble pcrson suggested our own low
shocs ; but, alas! the small actors’ feet would not
expand to fit them.

Ethel's bold idea was that the pages sliould act
in stocking feet; shoes might be “ simulated,”
she thought, with buckles and bows of ribbon, that
woukl pass— by lamplight.

But Mrs Carrol! was shocked. “ I should rather
make thc shoes myself! ” cried she. “ 1 believe |
could, as well as not.”

As good as her word, she cut them out of can-
ton fla°nnel matching the hose, and slashed them
mcdievally with blue and pink. They were a tn-
umph. And Ethcl converted tbe tin horii from the
store into a knightly trumpet, by ends of waving
ribbon and a flaring rim of repoussé silver — othcr-
wise, tin-foil, She, also, was the architect of the
helmct, built of pasteboard and tin-foil until it
glittered from afar, and (except for being a trifle
large and slipping down over the unfortunate
child’s eyes) was everything that could be reason-
ably desired.

The Standard-bearer wore a coat-of-mail over a
green jerkin. Coats-of-mail are best wrought out
of slecveiess under-vests, silvered over with close-
lapping scales of tin-foil (scwed on). The cffcct is
startling.

W here we leasl expected trouble, it carne. The
six little Sleepy-heads were to wear nightgowns,
but it appearcd that long white nightgowns
were articies of luxury on thc plantation, and not
all the children had them, Luckily, one kind little
girl owned many, and lent to her companions, so
that difficulty was conquered.

One regular costume only clid wc have on hand,
and this onc wc gave to the Dream Prince. It
was our pridc,— a suit of brown velvctcen, coat,
waistcoat, and small-clothes complete, tvimmed
with store gold-braid,— a centcnnial costume, to be
sui-e, but why nced one be particular about im-
prisoning thc dramatispersona; in one epoch?

Neither were wc slavish in our following of the
fashion of thc time. The Prince should have
worn a cockcd hat; not having one, he wore a

Henry VII1. cap and a paper feathcr, which really
did quite as well.

Ethel had all the responsibility of the cast.

Not knowing which children could act, paris
wei-e distributed according to good bchavior and
good looks. The King of the Land of Nod was
the best boy in school, who lives with his grnnd-
fathcr and does a man’s work in the cotton-fidd;
the Dream Prince received promotion on accmnit
of his beautiful dark eyes; Oid Mother Goosc
was so kind to the children; My Lady Fovliine’s
clean, white apvons singled her out; while bulh
the Quecn of the Dollies and the Dream Princess
had always ncatly brushcd thcir hair; Jack o
Dreams turned out a bright young actor, but was
appointcd solcly because of good temper; ilie
Goblins were young Arkansans of French dcscent,
whose black eyes and olive skins made thcm look
their parts ; the Sand Man was helping his failicr
plow, and had a small part, since he could rot
be at rchcarsals; all the Spritos were nice lillie
girls who learned thcir lessons and kept their faces
clean; thc Standard-bearer was choscn in recog-
nition of his fortitude when he fell off the tree
(which he climbed to get Ethel some mistletoc) and
sprained his ankle ; he carried the noble tin spcar
and wore the shining hclmet; as for thc Sleepy-
heads, they were choscn as being justlittlc, chubby,
and prcity, and the Pages had good looks r.ulicr
than good behavior to thank ; but then, since
fairy tales began, pages have bccn mischicvous-

Page Edgarwas (inArkansas phrasc) “ chilling."
while®Pagc Sebastian had a chronic coid jn ibc
head. But chills and colds are both common in the
Arkansas river bottoms. If one livesin a “ balloon
frame” house, with only onc thickness of wood
between winter and tho family, or in a housc of
hewn logs, feebly plasteved with mud, he is \eiy
likcly to catch coid by spring; while ive who liare
never had chills, too often ascribc llic malaria as
much to the Arkansas fondiicss for pork and strong
coifce three times a day, as to the climatc.

However, be the fault wliere it may, it is ccriam
that last spring therc was hardly a day at the
school-house that two or three of the scholars were
not laid out on the benches. |If onc were to as-
thcm what was the matter they would answcr
quictly, as though it wcrc quite a macter Of course,
“ Jes’ cliillin’.” ,

They had probably walked from one to tow
miles that morning, to school; they would h.ive to
walk back again, but they never thought ol no
comitig. When the chill ceascd they would ge
up and go back to thcir books. “ I never sa™
such patient children,” Ethcl often saicl.

Rehcavsals were sometimes intcrrupted b> cu
but more often bywash-days'™ or the crop.



Some days thc school-room looked dismally empty,
bccausc llie girls were home at housekeeping work,
and the boys were busy on the farm.

1 will not detall all our small disasters. Somc-
lidw, we persevercd, in spite of everything. The
plantation carpenter built the platform, and laid
bliirds across between benches, for additional
scats. The lamp chimneys were cleaned, and we
tlinught of cleaning even thc Windows, but gave it
up as being a life-work; besides, as Mi-s. Carroll
truly said, they ncvcr wouid show at night.

In spite of thc carpenter, the platform was too
small; but we drillcd the Sprites to dance chicfly
up and down in the same place; and since thc
wide civcles of a wheelbarrow were quite out of thc
question, the Sand Man and the Jack o' Drcams
carried the Sleepy-lieads upon the stage.

Wec rigged a calic6 curtain with two ropes, and
(If you were careful and did not puli the wrong
rope and pulled thc right one hard enough) it
worked quite as well as most unprofcssional
curtains.

The appointed evening camc at last. There
was a great oulpouring of all the families of thc
reiucrs and farmers round about.

Families carne together,— father, mother, and
children, down to the patient Arkansas baby in its
red llanncl gown. They arrived on foot, in wagons,
in mud-splashcd buggies, on horseback and mulc.
hack, with saddies or without. They crowded the
schodl-room, and rows of black faces were fiat-
tened against the windon-panes outside.

Mcanivhilc, we were dressing the pcrfovmers.
The “ Land of Nod ""was only the climax of the ex-
hihition. Specches and readings wcre all to be
hcarcl beforehand. It must be confcsscd that we
wcre in a great hubbub, only onc room being avail-
ablc for dressing. It was thc room whcrc the chil-
dren luing their hats and coats, the boys on the
righi-hand row of nails, the girls on the left. But
witli screens and curtains we made two drcssing-
ronms.

Perhaps we should have been more spoedy
“ drcssers” if wec had not needed to do so much
piniiing. It was a tragic interval when thc paper
of pins was lost, and everything camc to a dead
iialt! However, cvcry one was dressed before the
good-uaturcd audience had finished their talk about
thc speaking.

The proccssion was imposing. The King .of
the Land of Nod looked truly legal in our piano-
cover, his black doublct blazing with gold paper
moons and stai-s, and gold lace from raisin-boxes;
Ethcl's laces, at his throat and wrists, and a
pair of Dora’s black silk stockings darkly gleam-
tag bctow, RUine-stonc shoe-bucklos, onc of thc
tttost elab6rate pasteboard crowns cvcr madc,

bedecked svith red paper poppies, oncircling his
beautiful gray horse-hair curls and a brass cur-
tain-rod scepter in his carefully washed hand. The
Pages were pretty littie fellows, and if, like thc
Marchioness, you “ pretended” very hard, their
doublets and trunk-liose of gray silesia slashed
with pink and blue looked very like silk. The
Oueen of thc Dollics wore a flowercd cretonne
gown richly embroidcrcd with gold paint. Her
raimcnt, | believe, started in life as a lounge
cover. The Dream Princcss looked charming in
an cx-window-curtain. The Sprites, or Fairies,
were visions of white tarlatan, criinped hair, pow-
der, and spangled wings. Lady Fortune wore a
Grcck dress.  Snowy folds of cheese-cloth drapcd
her with classic grace. Gold fillets bound her
dark hair; and no onc uho did not know it would
ever suspect that thc blue Grecian pattern adorn-
ing thc liem of her gown was made of paper. Shc
had a wlieel-of-fortune fine enough to make a paid
supernmncrary jealous. Altogether, shc «as an
object of pride.

The Jack o’ Drcams was in a clown’s dress of
red and yellow. W¢c¢ sent to town for his bells.
He capered about the stage with as much aban-
don as if space had no limits, instead of there being
barcly room to spin round.

As the curtain rose majcstically, with only two
hitches, to the strains of thc micc-catcn oi-gan,
and thc procession filed on the stage, there «-as
a loud miirmur of applause. The over«'orkcd
mothcrs, who had risen before dayiight to get
scrubbing and cooking out of the way and the
family into their Sunday bcst and everybody safcly
packcd on the mules, and “ thc old man” pcr-
suaded to come and see ‘‘Bud ” and ‘* Sis ” in their
“ pretty clothes,” all smiled at each other with a
scnse of pleasurable excitemcent.

The King’s grandfather sat in front. It was to
be the King's last year in school, which seemed
a great pity to us all, but thc grandfather needed
him and did n't “ ’lo«' he needed no more larnin’,
onyhow.” W e were surprised to see the old man.
Thcrc he sat, however, his gnarled old face aglow in
spite of himself over the King’'s magniticeiicc.
“ Fine's a circus, ain't it?” Dora overhearcl him
mutter to the mother of thc Standard-bearer.

Dora was at thc orgaii, while Mrs. Planter «as
stage-manager, Ethel was prompter, lhe humblc
person had thc task of kccping thc Slccpy-heads
in good humor, and Mrs. Carroll sat in her good
clothes among the audience.

Occasionally her artist’s anxiety sent in (hy one
ofthc children) such messages as: “ Tic thc small-
clothcs on, don’t pin them. | know there is a pin
sticking into thc Jack o’ Drcams !” “ You must
riib off thc powder alittie, it shows from thc front!”

X(
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* Melancthon Bates can’tcome, his sister says he s
chilling ; you ’'ll havc to get another Sleepy-head.
1’1l find somebody.” “ You must pm on the
Page Edgar has lost onc of his, already.

And so forth.
We fared prosperously until we bogan to cany
the Sleepy-hcads upon the stage. This was
done by the Jack o’ Dreams and the band Man.
Three Skepy-lieads were laid carefully in the
wrong position, while the audiencc laughed and
cheered; then the Jack o' Dreams was observed
to hokl back, clutching at his garmecnts -
fatal pins! s

“ Come on!” whispercd Mrs, Planter from the
right wing.

* Goon!” whispcred Ethel from the Iclt.

“ 1 don’t guess he can,” apologized the Sand
Man, in an audible aside.

those

“ Have Miss Ethel pin you up, then,” said Mi-s.
Planter. “ Make haste !”

“ Oh, hitch 'em up, Biid, an’ go on .
impatiunt listener on the front seats.

Jack wiscly followcd this advicc, and so got
within easy reach of Mrs. Plantcr’s arm, being in-
stantly captured and pinned into shape again.

“ 1 think I 've pinned through his vcry skin,
was Mrs. Planter’'s calm rcmark; “ but he’s a
plucky boy, and he won't mind."

He did not mind. He jumped, and leaped, and
grimaced, to the delight of the audience ; he was
thc dramatic success of the evening. But nothing
could be prettier than the Sprites’ singing and
dancing, unkss it was the little Sleepy-hcads
swcet little, high voices, and thc way they sat up

called an

THE

By Joel

LEARNING? W here'sthc use oflearning?”
Johnny cried, his lesson spuvning.

As for me, 1 'cl rather run!”

So front morn to set of sun,

Johnny’s legs were never still;

He could distance Bob and Bill,

Jim and Tom, and Dick and Peter.

Not a youth in town was (leeter.

so drowsily when they were awaked. That is, all
the girls sat up, but all the little I)oys lay still,—
fast asleep in reality as ivell as in play.

In vain did the Sprites sing: “ W ake! wake!
the charm we brcak! ” In vain did Mis. Plaiiicr
and Ethel and thc humble person cali in

loud
whispers which every one else in the house but
thc sleepers could hear: “ Johnny! Freddy!
Bertie | Wake up!” They were in much beilcr

company than the King of the Land of Nod or tlie
Queen of the Dollies, and not even thc loud ap-
plause of the kindly audience coukl bring
back. -, , =

So their fathers and mothers quictly bundled
them home to their own little beds.

Then Mr. Planter made a speech,— wise, and
kind. and funny,— which pleased evcrybody; tlie
school prizcs were announced, and there wcre so
many of thcm that cverybody grew more pk.ised,
except the babics, who fclt that it was high time
to go home, and said so quite plamly and kudly,
if not in so many words. By this tune the moon
was up, and the muddy places and fords could
be seen, and the exhibition was ended.

Many were the compliments paid Ethel. with
that natural courtcsy that belongs to the Ncry
humblest Southerners; but none pleased Iwr so
much as the few words the King of the Land ot
Nod’s grandfather spoke to her in passing,”™ ' wai,
Miss, that was a mighty good show.
boys larnin’ to speak. 1 reckon | km make out
without my boy fur a si”ell ncx’ year, an lot Inra
come to school. He keeps all my cotion ac
counts now,— that boy!”

iliem

I b’heve in

SPRINT-RUNNER.

Stacy.

Grammar, Algebra, and History
Gliromered in a hazy mystery,

School terms softly spcd away,

W hile he practiccd day by day,—

W cekby week, and through vacation.
Thcn his friends, in despcration,
Vowed the boy was not for knowledge,
So they sent him off to college.



By M. C.

«There goes your Unele Harry,” exclaimed a
chorus of voices, as | passed the school play-
ground; “ he has just come home from Europc,
and so he ought to be able to tell us all about
soldicrs and drilling.”

'*Yes, Unele Hairy,” said my nephevwv Tom, who
made himself spokcsman for the crowd of boys,
“ we want to drill like real soldiers,— ‘shoulder
anns!’ ‘march !’ and all that.”

“j never was much of a soidier, my boys. 1
was wounded in one of the battlcs of our civil war,
and so my military career was cut short, but | can
tell \sni a story my grandfather once told me, of
a noble soidier whose example of humility and
bravery you would do wcll to follow.”

Tlic boys forgot their play in a moment and
croivded around me, eager for my story :

“ It was on a lovely evening, my grandfather
used lo say, that he was at the little town of Carhaix
mtlic westof France. Acompany ofstalwartgrena-
diiTs was asscmbled on the parade-ground of the
villagc, and the rays of thc setting sun gilded thcir
polished arms. The long roll of the drum ceascd,
Md the roll-call began. Name after namc was
callccl, and was echoed by its owncr.

“'La Tour d’Auvcrgnc.’

“ No voice responded to that proud namc.
Therc was a short silcncc, and then an oid gray-
headcd color-sergeant, raising his cap as if in
salute, stepped forth from the ranks and solcmnlv
answcred:

“ ‘Dead on the ficld of honor.’

A TOUK.

d AUVEAGN

H aurison.

“ When thc company had been dismisscd, my
grandfather sought the veteran and asked if he
could tell him the story of La Tour d'Auvergne.

“ ‘La Tour d'Auvergne? Yes, sir,” he replied,
‘1 can tell you all about him. He was born hcre
in Carhaix, in 1743, and | can show you his grave
in yonder little church-yard. His parcnts are
buried thcrc, too,” and, as they walked slowly to
the church-yard, the oid man told the story of
thc valorous soidier of France, to honor whose
memory was his daily duty.

From boyhood, La Tour d'Auvergne longcd
to be a soidier. He wasamong the earliestto voiun-
tccv when the French rcvolution began ; after the
pcace nf Basle, he fell into the hands of the Eng-
lish, and for a year was a prisoner in England.
His namc was onc of the first enrolled on the glo-
rious list of thc grenadiers of France, when Napo-
Icon’s buglc-iiotcs sounded. He seldom took part
in a battle without distinguishing himself by some
hcroic action, for which honore were prc.sscd upon
him. La Tour d’Auvergne gratefully but firmly
refused all honors, dcclariiig his unworthiness of
thcm, He acceptcd only one favor from his be-
loved Napole6n. The Senate had oiferecl La Tour
d’Auvergne a seat in thc legislativo body, which he
dcciincd, saying, “* Where shall I serve thc Rcpublic
to grcatcr purpose than in the army?” He then
rcjoinecl his company of grenadiers, which had be-
come famous under his Icadership, with the army
of the Rhine, and there he received a letter from
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the Millister of W ar inforniing him that Napoleén
liad creatcd him ‘‘First Grenadicr ofthc Repubhc”
and had awardcd him “ a sword of honor.” He

within two houis’ march of the place where he then
wasj thought and action wcre simultaneous iiith
La Tour d’Auvergne, and before the eneni)' li.id

WATCHING THE ArPROACH OP THE AUSTRIANS.

rcfused the title, but acceptcd thc sword, which,
however, he was never willing to carry into battle.

When La Tour d’Auvergne was about fort\' years
of age, an event occurred which increascd his rcp-
utation as a soldier who knew not fear. He was
sent on important business, so thc story goes, to
a region far distant from thc main body of thc
army, and he thought it prudcnt to examine his
situation in the event ofa surprise from the enemy.
W hile thus engagcd, intclligence reached him of
the proximity of a regiment of Austrians pushing
on to besiege a fort which commanded a narrow
pass, the posscssion of which by the enemy svoukl
be very disastroiis to the French troops. The
pass was ten miles away, and the Austrians were

commcnccd the ascent of the mountain, ho had
reached the fort. To his disrnay he found it de-
serted ! n

Thirty exccllent muskets and a large suppil
of ammunition had been left behind by tho fugi-
tives. The lookout in his haste had even kft tus
tclescope on the watch-tower; and by the aiil o
this. La Tour d'Auvergne spicd the enemy su
far distant. A few hours’ dotention of thc eiwroy
would be invaiuable to Napoledn.
steep and narrow.

The pass «as
The Austrians could enlor i!
only in double file, and while they wcre ascondin,

thc pass in this order thc fire of cven a sing
muskct from the fort ivoiild iac cxcecdmg)
effective. These thoughts flashed like ligWm'k



through D’'Auvergiie’s mind, and he descended
frura the watch-toiver with the resolve to attempt
the defensc of the pass, though alone against a
regiment.

Being c-xhaustcd, he first took a liasty Imicheon;
then, barricading the main entrance with all thc
lilmbcr in the fort, he loaded cvcry gun and placed
the ammunition convcniently near. It was dark
bcfore his preparations were completed, and there
«as nothing left for him to do but calmly to a«'ait
thc approach of the Austrians. About midnight
he heard the tramp oY many feet. In an instant
his hand grasped a musket, and «dren the footfalls
carne so near that he felt certain thc Austrians had
eiilcrcd thc pass, he discharged the contcnts of
t«o guns into the darkness to let them know they

mander summoned the garrison to surrcnder. La
Tour d'Auvcrgne reccived the ilag of truce.

“ Report to your commander,” he said, in reply
to thc messcnger, “ that thc garrison will dcfend
the pass to thc last extremity.”

The Austrians hesitated no longer, but at once
hauled a gun into the pass, and opened fire on
the fort. The only situation available for thc picce
«'as directly in front of the to«-cr, «ithin easy
muskct-rangc. As soon as the gun was placed in
position, La Tour d’Auvergnc pourcd so clestruc-
tive a fire upon thc gunners that ilie cncmy were
compelled to withdraw after the second discharge,
with a loss of five men.

The Austrians wcrc brave men, and a second
time boldly follon’cd their leaders up the defile

THE AUSTIIIANS ATTACKINC THE KOKI

«ore oxpccted. The shots brought no return lirc
horn the enciny, and from the quick, short com-
mands of the officers, he decided that the ranks
O thc jnvaclcrs were thrown into confusién by hjs
Nise. He licard nothing more of them that night.

t sLinrise thc next morning the Austrian com-

but so rapid and accurate «-as La Tour d'Au-
vergne’s fire, that fifteen men fell in the pass, and
the whole body retreatcd to the foot of the clefilc.
A third assault resultcd in further loss to the Aus-
trians, and again they withdre«'. liy sunset they
had lost forty-fivc men, and at dark lhe Austrian



Itti

commandcr sent a second demand for surrendcr.
To La Tour d’Auvergne it sccmed as if that one
day in the towcr ivould neverend. Soul and body
had almost failcd. But what were pain and fatigue
to him if he could but accomplish his aim? A

deiay of
iwcnty-four
hourswould,
he knew, give
ampie time for
the execution of the
important inaneiiver
which the commandcr of the
French army had planned. Thcsc precious
hours, and more, he would gain if he could
hold out against the Austrians until the next
day; so after much a|)parent hcsitation he agreed
to dclivcr over thc fort at sunvise the following
morning on condition that the garrison was al-
lowccl to march out with its arms, and to retire
unmolestcd to thc French army. These tcrnis
were gladly accepted.

At sunrise the next morning the Austrian troops
were drawn up in line on either side of thc pass,

leaving a broad space for thc rctiring garrison from
the fort. Al was so quiet within the walls of tlie
fort, and thc huge door remained so obstinaidy
closed, that thc Austrians wcrc becoming impa-
tient; but at last thc heavy door swung slowly

THE OAKKISON MAKCIIES OUT.

open, and La Tour d’Auvergne appeared, and,
staggering under his load of thirty muskets, sloivly
p.isscd down betwecn the lines of troops. No* 2
soul followed him from thc fort.



Surpriscd and indignant at this appaient con-
lempt from the conqucred foe, the Austrian colonel
turned to the grenadier and demanded why the
gairison did not appear.

“1 am the garrison, Colonel,” said La Tour
d’Auveigiie.

“W hat!” exclaimed the Colonel, * do you mean
10 tell me that you have held that tower single-
handed against my whole regiment ?”

“ 1 have had that honor, Colonel.”

“ What possessecl you to make such an at-
unnpt, grenadier ?"

“ The honor of Francc was at stake.”

With undisguiscd admiration the Colonel gazed
at the hero for some time in silence, then raising
his hat he exclaimed;

"Grenadier, 1 salute you. You have proved
uHirself thc bravest of the brave.”

Under a flag of truce, La Tour d’Auvergne re-
turned with thc honorsofa congiicror to his army,
the trophies of his valor borne before him.

The Austrian colonel sent a dispatch, written
wish his own hand, to the French commander,
giving a full account of La Tour d’Auvergne’s
heroic exploit.

Napoleén would have conferrcd high rank on
La Tour d’Auvergne for his acts of patriotism and
bravery, but he stcadily refused all honors. The
title Gf “ First Grenadier of France,” however, be-
stowed on him by special order of the Empcror,
was accepted by fiiends and foes alike.

La Tour d’Auvergne fell at the battle of Obcr-
hausen, near Neuberg, in Bavaria, June 27, 1800.
The honors he so resolutely refused while living
were bcstowed upon him tcnfold aftcr dcalh. A
sliaft bearing the record of his heroic dccds was
crected on the spot wherc he fell; in his native
village a monumentwas consecrated to hismemory;
and the simple, touching, memorial ceremony,
which was witncssed at the roll-call of his regi-
ment, was instituted, and it was kept up for nearly
fifteen years.

“ Now, boys,” said I, when 1 had finished the
story which my grandfathcr had told me, “ you
havc hcard one of the many brave cxploits of this
French grenadier. Your books will tell you others
as interesting, and convince you that La Tour
d’Auvergne was indeed a soldier worth telling
about.”

HIS MAJESTY THE KING,

By N. P. Babcock.

That baby 's a puzzle to me,
W ith his “ queer little snubity nose "]
His clothcs are put on, | can see,
As thickly as leaves on a rose;
Thcy don’t seem to fit
The least little bit,
Yet he has such an air of repose !

They turn him around, lipsidc down.
And dandie him high in the air ;
He ’'s the loveliest baby in town,
The sweetcst, in fact, anywherc.
They say “ Baby 's King,”
And thcn shake the poor thing;
It 's a wonder to me how they daré.

Ofwhat earthly use to be king
When all of your subjects are mad,
And imagine a wild Highland fling
Can alone make your majesty glad —
Or fancy a poke
In the chin is a joke
Your highness dclights in when sad?

Oh ! yes, you 're a puzzle to me,

You solemn-eyed, infantilc king;

A bishop might climb up a tree

And you would n't say anything,
Though he sat on a bough
And whistled till now,

The Flowers that Bloom in the Spring.”

And yet you will smile at a wink,
Or chuckle aloud at a sncczc,
Though your life is made up, | should think,
Of things more amusing than these ;
As when, half thc night long,
Your Mamma sings a song
But allowsj'i'« to sound the high Cs.

Perhaps in thc far Baby-iand,
The joking is finer than here.
Perhaps wc can't quite understand
The pre-mundanc funny idea.
Perhaps if wc knew
W hat most amused you,
W e 'd feel very foolish and queer.

_—'3

A
N |



Al

1 *,

«l

“CUFF,” THE

By Geo. a .

tHARLIE AWD “ CUPF"

T here were four of us iii the party, and we had
Duilt our s)lvan camp upon thc shore of Tupper’s
Lake in the Adirondacks. Thrce of us were en-
joying a brief vacation from the turmoil of busi-
ness in Ncw York City. The fourth, Richard
Dryvcr, famitarly known as “ Dick,” was a skillful
woodsman, learned in all thc lore of forest, lake,
and mountain. He was born in a log-cabin, and
spent his early boyhood amid the woods and watcrs
of thc great iiorthern wilderness. He afterward

ORPHAN

BEAR-CUB,

M arctin.

HAVE A SIAREINO UOUT

lived with an Unele in onc of the thriving villagcs
of Central New York, where he learned the car-
pcnter’s trade, and ultimately became a pariner in
thc business. But the love of forest lifc remamoci
strong within him, and so itwas that for scwra
successive seasons we had regardcd niirselves as
fortinate to havc him with us in thc Adiron
dacks; not as hircd gviidc, but as friend and com
panion.
Itwasa summer evening. W e sat in camp, « >



'CQFF,” TilE ORPHAN BEAR-CUJI.

the sun threw a bright glcam aci-oss the lakc and
then sank behind the forcst-dad mountain, leaving
lhe western sky all aglow, W e were talking over
ihe evcnts of the day, one of which was the dis-
covery of thc tracks of a full-grown bear, and sev-
cral broken twigs among the branches of a wild
black cherry tree, which shoivcd that Bruin had
been feeding upon the cherries. Dick, however,
had pionounccd the tracks to be a “ coid trail,”
which meant that several days must have elapsed
since the bear’s visit. And then, after a pause, in
which he scemed to be recalling some incident
almost forgotten, he added: “ Bears are not as
plcnty as they were when | caught Cuff.”

“ Who was Cuff?” we asked.

“ Oh, he was a black bear that | captured when
he was a baby, and b)-ought up by hand. It
happened in tliis way: | was going through the
woods with my dog one afternoon just about this
lime ofyear. | heard the dogbarking a little way
aliead, and suspected by the rackct he was making
Ilhat he had stirred up a bear. The dog was a
little fellow, half bull-terrier, active and plucky.
It did n't take many minutes to reach the spot
«lieie he was barking, and, sure enough, there
UlSan oid bear with a cub. The path led along
thc foot of a rather steep slope. The oid bear was
up on the top of thc bank down which the cub
h.id tumbled and rolled, and the dog attacked him
just as | carne in sight. The cid bear sat up there
«ith her fore paws hanging over the cdge of the
bank, and her great red mouth wide open, growl-
ilig and snarling. 1 wondered why she did n’t
come down and take care of her cub. But I didn’t
stop to ask her. | raiscd my rifle, took aim, and
fired, and the ball finished her at once. I climbcd
up tlie bank, and then saw why the oid bear had
stayed there. Slie had another culi with her. As
| stai'ted along the edge of the bank toward them
the little cub ran. The brush was rather thick,
but 1 managed to keep up with the cub. When
I was close upon him the little brute scrambled up a
young spruce-tree. The branches were so thick
that 1 could not get through thcm to follow the
cub until 1 had cut some away with the hatchet 1
ahvays carry in my belt. Then 1 sliinned up,
caught him by the scruffof the neck, and brought
niiudown. The littlc savagesquirmed and squcaled,
but I hdd him with his back toward me until |
could pcel some strips of basswood bark and tie
bis legs. The other cub was so badly bitten by
ilic dog that I killed him, out of mercy. Then 1
skmned the oid bear and started for home with tlie
bule and the cub.”

How far had you to go?” asked onc of the
party,
It was about thirty miles home, but I left tlie
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bear-skin with a fiiend who had a slianty about ten
miles from where | killed thc oid bear and caught
the cub. | got liomc the next day, and put the
cub jlito an empty pig-pen, roofed over so lhat he
could n’t climb out. We fed him milk and sucli
food as we ate ourselves. My boy Charlie and the
cub soon became great friends. Charlie would get
into the pen with him at first, but in a little while
the cub was so tame we let him out a good part of
the time, only shutting him into his pen at night.
He learned everything. But thc greatest fun the
boy'had with the cub was to stand him up in a
chair, so as to bring him on aievel, and then have
a sparring bout. After a littlc, the boy had to fight
in earnest to hold his own, for at intervals the cub
would give him a cuffthat set him spinning. That'’s
the way the cub got his fiame.”

* How long did you keep the cub ?” we asked.

“ About a year. The summer after | caught
him, he had grown to be quite a young bear, and
was as tame as a kitten. He and the boy were
steady cliums, going all over the place together,
and indulgingin all sorts of tricks. The cub devel-
oped an uncommon talent for getting into scrapes.
One Sunday, while I was offin the woods, the folks

CUFF COMES TO GBIEF WITH A PAN OF MH.K

all went to mceting. They first shut up Cuff in
his pen, but they forgot to fasten it. The door
slid up and down, and thc cub managed to get his
paw and then his iiose imdcr it, and raised it so that
he got out. The day was warm, and the folks had
leftone ofthc kitchen windows open. Cuffclimbcd
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in, and then the inischief began. The cellar-door
was unfastened, and he went down to see what he
could find. First he climbed up to a swing-shelf

CUFF ENJOYS A TREAT

wherc the milk was kcpt, and managed to tip a pan
of it all over himself. Then he went sniffing round
till he found a barrel of molasses. You know a
bcar has a great fondness for sweet things, and he
lickod around the head of thc barrel, and mumbled
away at thc spigot until it came open, and the
molasses flowed in a full stream. Cuff drank in
thc fiowing sweetness until he could hold no more.
Then he lay down and rollcd in it- Soon after
he began to feel unhappy, and he started up the
staii-s with molasses dripping from his shaggy
hide at every step. It was n’'t long before thc
folks camc home from meeting. The first thing
they noticed was the open cellar-door, and thc
track of molasses leading from it through the
hall to the girls’room. The girls hurricd to their
room, and there on the clean white bedspicacl
was Cuff, lying on his back, with a big swarm
of flies biizzing around him. Maria— one of
my daughtcrs — ran out and picked up a broom
and vigorously belaborccl poor Cuff over his head
and cars. He tumblccl from the bed and ran
out of the housc. Thcy got him into his pen,
shut and fastened the door, and kept him there
till 1 came home.”

“ What did you do with him? ”

“ Oh, Mother and thc girls wcre so indignant
over the damage he had done that they wanted me
to sholt him or sell hira. But Chariie begged so

hard, that I bought a collar and chain and fastened
Cuff to a stake in the orchard. W e built him a cuiii-
fortable little house to sleep in, and he was fcdvegii.

iSJ

larly; but he seeniud
lonesome and unha])|jv
during the hours whon
Chariie was at school.
Just as soon as school
was out, Chariie would
make straight for tlw
orchard, hoping to liaio
a great frolic with Cuff.
Butone afternoon, nlun
he went there — Cuff
'S gone! The ring
oi the chain had woin
his leathcr collar mj
thin that he had broken
it by pulling. Chariie
followcd thc trail acn

a meadow and into .1
piece of woods beyond ;
there he lost it. The
next morning 1 went
there, but the cub had
probably travelcd all
night, and 1
the search.”

gave up

W as that the last of him ?”

Not quite.

‘cuff started

For the next year 1 was up in the

up THF STAIRS WITH MOLASSES DRIPPING
AT IliVKKY STEP." «
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(lid place for a few wccks.
Early one morning as 1
awoke, there stood a
young bear a littie way
from thc open side of my
litlle boiigli house. |
jumpecd iip mightyquick,
hut, just as | reached for
my gun, the bear sat
straight up and hcid out
liis pau-5 just as Cuff used
til when he was sparring
with Charlie. | called out
«Cuffl” and he carne
straight up to me, acting
as if glad to sco his oid
master again. | pattcd
liis he.ad and talkcd to
him. Then he followed
rae down to the lake and
b-it watching me while |
iished. 1 gave him partof
thc fishand he wentaway.
| stayed there several days aftcr that, and he carne
| ®breakfast and a httle frolic.
l«ould have tned to get h.m home with me. only
ihc wife and girls had never foigiven him, So the

,
“there on the CleAN white bedspread ivas cvff.

last morning, I gave him a good breakfast, and

while he was eating it, leaving him there, | packed

up my traps and started, and never heard or saw
anything more of the littie fellow.”

DOGS OF NOTED AMERICANS.

I'TART

By Gertri'de Van R. W ickham.

"TURK”— GENERAL WINFIEI.D S. H.ANCOCK'S
DOG FRIEND.

Turk was an army dog, who knew the mean-
i'ig of drum-taps and bugle-calls as well as any
soldier. n

His inilitai-y education was acquircd in a garri-
snn, where he lived for nearly four years, and
'Viere, being an intclligent, observant animal, he
Mrned many dctails of martial law and disci-
P inc, and, solclier-like, always 'vished to see them
cnforced.

\ isitors to Governor’s Island in i880, and for

thrce years thercafter, will recali the Inigc, silent
mastiff that cscortcd them from tlie wharf to thc
parade-ground ; for Turk seemed to consider him-
self a standing Conimittee of Reception.

He was, however, very undemonstraiive, and
quite indiffercnt to thc worci or smiic of any one
save General Hancock, and tbe StipcriiUcndent of
thc Island, Wiiliam KirchclC. But his devotion to
thesc tu'o made up for any lack of interest toward
others.

Turk was born in the spring of 878, and was
of puré, English mastiff brced, his progenitors
having been importcd by the Hon. John Jay,
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formerly minister to Austria. When about two
years of age, he was sent for a time to General
Hancock by General W. F. Smiih, who had owned
the dog frorn puppyhood, nnd to whom ho was
returned after General Hancock’s dcath.

W hile at Govcrnor’s Island, Turk was greatly
admired and pcttecl; for, though reservcd, he was
very amiable, and never began a quarrel. Dutif
a dog, visiting the Island, atteraptcd any domi-
neering, Turk soon showed the canine stranger
that he was thc dog of the garrison, and could
easily whip ill-mannered intruders.

His attitude toward animals smaller than himself
was one of gentle indifferencc. Littlc dogs might
take liberties with him that larger ones dai-ed not
attempt. If the little fcllows became too familiar
or troublesomc, he would gently pick one up with
his tccth and shake it, not enough to hurt it but
just enough to frighten it into running away when
released.

Wi illiam Kirchclt had thc entire charge of him,
and Turk always accompanied him when he made
his rounds as Superintendent of thc Island. At
such times thc dog would notice no one they met

except thc comraandant; but at the first gliuipsc
ofGeneral Hancock, Turk would wag his tail vigui-
ously, bark, and in other ways cxpress his doliglit.

W hen the General wished to see William, he
usually adviscd the ordcrly sent in quest of liim,
to look for Tui-k, as wherevcv the dog ivas, therc
W illiam would be ; and thc General used lo cali the
dog a “ tcll-talc,” for when William slipped over to
New York without Icavc, everybody ivoiild knniy it
through Turk, who would lie on the wharf during
Wi illiam’s absence, gazing intcntly out over the
water, toward thc city.

He very much disliked to have the General or
William leave the Island, and if they went in a
rowboat he woukl swim after thcm, and insist uiinn
being taken in. Once he nearly lost his hfe by
following a steamboat ivhich was coni’eyiug tlie
General and William to thc city on thcir way lo
take part in thc Yorktown celcbr.ition in iShi-
At first, evcry onc who ivitncssed thc sccne
thought that the dog woukl soon give up the
attempt; but on and on he swam, until a boat ha(
fo put out from the Island to drive him back. rt
was nearly exhaustcd when he landed, and but for



lilis interference of the pcoplc oii shore would
have kept on so long as he could swim.

When his master and kecpcr returned from
Yorktown, and were nearing the Island, General
Hancock exclaimed:

“ Look, Wiiliam ! Thecrc is Turk watching for
US!' Won't he be glad to see us !”

In a garrison, after whatistcrmed thc “ Retreat”
is sounded, no one is allowed to pass in or out
«ithout the pass-word. William’s quartcrs were
(M thc line of the sentincl’s bcat. Turk ncver
«cerned to notice any passcr-by particularly, until
Retreat, liut after that lie would permit no one to
ljass except thc sentry.

One cold, rainy night, the sentincl on duty car-
ried his rifle at “ secure arms,” his overcoat cape
nearly covering it. As he passed Turk the dog
made a cliargc upon him. The soldier, friglitenecl
and perplexed at this sudden and unexpected hos-
tility, rcmaincd motionless.

Wiiliam heard thc noise,
and, going to the door, took
in the situation at once.

“ Put your gun on your
slitmider and walk on,” he
c.illed out. When the sentry
did so. Turk immediately lay
(linvn, looking very foolish,
and plainly showing that he
ri-.alized his mistake and was
mortified by it.

Nfter General Hancock
died,Wiiliam Kirchelt’'scom-
paiiy was ordered to Califor-
nia, and General Smith took
tho dog again. For three
sunimers, Turk was at Bar
Harbor, where he made him-
self indispensable, not only
as a watch-dog but as a pro-
tection to the ladies of tlie
family in their long walks
and rambles. They never
wcre afraid of tramps when
I'urk was with them.

At lioine, strangers, espc-
cially doubtful-looking ones,
wcre escorted about thc prcmiscs with stately
watchfulncss, never being interfered with unless
tlioy meddled with something, when he instantiy
would show disapprobatinn. A slight hint from
the huge dog was all that was ever required to
kecp even the most unscnipulous within the strict
Ime of honesty.

He was left nearly alone onc summer, and upon
‘Cncral Smith’s return had disappcarcd. No trace
ofliim has ever bccn discovered.

ADMIRAL PORTER'S DOO liRUCIli.”

A1l boys wlio love the water, and cspecially
those who think that they would like to be sailors,
will be interested in “ Bruce,” once thc favorite
dog of Admiral David D. Porter, ofour Navy.

Dogs have been favoritos with thc Admiral all
his life, and within the last twenty years, or since
making Washington his hcadquarters, he lias
owned no Icss than twcnty-two !

But Bruce, early in his carcer, carned thc higli-
est place in his master’'s regard by one of those
feats of sagacity which seem to prove that animals
sometimes reason, and that, too, oftcn more wiscly
than their recognizcd mental superiors.-

Admiral Porter had a littie grandson, who lived
near a deep and rapid watcr-coursc about twent)'-
five fcet wide. The stream was crossed by a nar-
row piank. One day, the littie fellow— who was

but thrce years of ago— attcmpted thc pcrilnus
Crossing alone. Thcre was no onc near to warn
him of danger or prevent him but the dog. Rcaliz-
iiig the cliild’s peril. Bruce ran to him, and, catcli-
ing hold of his dress, tried to puli liilm back. The
youngstcr was dctcrmined to have his own way,
and vigorously rcsenteci the dog's interference by
beating poor Bruce in tbe face, with a big stick
lie carried, until the dog was forced by pain to
relinquish his hold.
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The faithful animal thcn jumped into the water,
and swam slowly across thc stream, below the
plank, evidently with the intention of saving the
child, should he happen to fall in.

W hen they were both safcly across, and Bruce
had sliaken thc water from his shaggy coat, he
artfully induced the little fellow to get on his back
for a ride, a treat he knew the youngster much
enjoyed and for which he was always ready.

The momentthe dog felt the child’s arms around
his neck, and the little feet digging into his sides,
he trotted back across tho plank, and homeward,
never stopping until his young charge was safcly
beyond any temptation of repeating his dangerous
performance.

Bruce was a famous watch-dog, and giiardcd thc

Admiral’'s premises in Washington more effect-
ively than any night-watchraan, for it would have
taken more courage to confronthim than to encoun-
ter any avcrage watchman.
He weighed one hundred
and sevcnty-five pounds,
and was very large around
the body. His hair was
long, shaggy, and of a dark
drab color, except upon his
neck, breast, and feet,where
it was puré white; and
he was noted among those
who knew him for his
gentle, expressive eyes-

Poor Bruce met his death
in rather an ignominious
way. Despitc his bravery
and sagacity, he posscssed
a weakness that in the end
cost him his life. He ivou/d
overcat! We can best try
to excuse him for this by
thc supposition that living
in Washington, a city so
given to fcasting and good
living, had its effect on a
dog prone to observation
and emulation.

Onc day he gained ac-
ccss to a tub which, from a
dog’s standpoint, coinained
something so exceedingly
good, that he ate the entire
contents. Perhaps some
other dog stood by, hoping to sharc the meal,
or awaiting a possible surplus— a state of affairs
that always serves to lend addcd rclish to a
canine feast. A rush of blood to the neaa. fol-
lowing ciése upon this foolish overindulgence, un-
fortunatcly proved fatal.

SARA ORNE JEWETT’'S DOG.

“ ROGER” is a large Irisli setter, of wide and
varied information, and great dignity of charactci-.

He has a handsome set of fringes to his paws, a
fine, glossy coat, and eyes that ask many questions,
and make many rcquests. It is nearly impessiblc
for his mistress to refuse him anything, so that lie
was in danger of being quite spoiled, or rather lie
would have been, if less sensible.

Once, when he lay stretchecl out on a soft ruq
before the library fire, the Rev. J. G. Wood, wiio
understands dog-life as well as anybody in the
world, asked Miss Jewett, rcproachfully, whctlu-r
Roger ever had to. do anything he did n't hke;
and for some time afterward she doiibtccl whetlier
she had given proper attontion to thc dog’s moral
cducation !

Roger spends his wintcrs in Boston, where luckily

he has a very large gai-den on the shore of thc
Charles River, in which to run about. But he nuic™
prcfcrs a long walk, and always follows his mistios»
very carefully and politely.

W hen they go into the business or manuiaciu -
ing parlof the city, it is sometimes touching to se



sad faces iight up as he goes by with tail wagging,
and to notice how many tired hands rcoch out to
pnt hiin- At such times, Miss Jcwctt will often
fQi<wet her errand in stopping to talk ivith others
abniit him.

But any account of the dog woukl be incom-
plcie without a word about his best friend, Patrick
Lynch. All Rogcr’s truest loyalty and affection
show themselvcs at the sound of Patrick’s step,
for it means — all outdoors, and the market, and
long sciirries about town, and splashes in thc frog-
piind.

All day Roger is expecting some sort of surprise
or pleasure from this most congenial of friends;
but every evening he condesccnds to spend quictly
with the rest of the family, and comes tick-toeing
along thc hall floor and upstairs to thc library, as
if he werc well aware that his prescncc confers
a |)leasure. Alas! he sometimes mccts bonnets
outward bound, and this is a cause of much
disappointment when he finds, as often happens,
that he must stay at home.

But if he be invited to come, what barking and
whining in many keys 1 W hat dashing along the
snuwy streets '— what treeing of unlucky pussies.

and scattcring of wayfarcrs icrrified by his size and
apparent ficrccncss.

But the best place to scc this dog is by thc sea-
shore in thc summer, where he runs about «ith
his beautiful red coat shining like coppcr in the
sunshine. He is then always bcgging somebody
for a walk, or barking even at the top of an in-
offensive ledge for the sake of being occupied in
some ivay. Mrs. James T. Fields is at such times
his best friend, for she oftcnest invites him to walk
along the beach and chase sandpipers. Strange to
say, his interest in ihis pursuit never fails, though
the sandpipers always fly scaward, and so disappoint
their cager hiinter,

W e who have thus been intvoduced to Roger and
become, as it were, almost intimate with him, will
rcgrct that he-must some day grow oid and sédate.
Yetin thatrespect we shall always have the advan-
tage of his closest friends, for with us he will have
perpetual youth. In our thoughts he ever will be
scurrying through the streets of Boston, stopping
only to receive with majestic complaisance the pet-
ting of strange hands; or at the sea-shorc, exercis-
ing his scale of dog-notcs, ov scattering the timid
sandpipers— ajoke ofwhich he seems never to tire.

ME AND DRUNO.
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THE BROWNIES’

By

One night, as spring began to show

In buds abovo and blades below,

The Brownics reached a garden square
That seemed in need of proper care.
Said one, “ Neglected ground likc this

Palmer

GARDEN.

Cox.

Must argiie some one most remiss,

Or beds and paths would here be found
Instead of rubbish scattered 'round.

Old staves, and boots, and woolen stnngs
W ith bottles, bones, and wire spruigs.



Are quite unsightly things to see

Where tender plants should sprouting be.
The crows are cawing on the limb,

The swallows o’er the ineadows skim ;

1 heard the lobin’s merry note

This evening through the valley float,
While bluebirds flew around in quest
Ofhollow slumps fit for a nest.

This work must be progressing soon,

If blossoms are to sraile in June.”

A second said, “ Let all give heed :
On me dcpcend to find the seed.
And neither village shop 1 ’ll raid,

Nor city store of larger trade;
For, thanks to my foresccing mind,
To merchants’ goods we 're not confined.
Last autumn, when the leaves grew sere
And birds sought regions less severc,
One night through gardens fair | sped.
And gathered seeds from every bed;
Then placed them in a hollow tree,
W here still they rest. So trust to me
To bring supplies, while you prepare
The mellow garden-soil with care.”
Another cried, “ While some onc goes
To find the shovels, rakes, and hoes,
That in the sheds are stowed away,
W e 'll use this plow as best we may.
QOur arms, united at the chain,
W ill not be exercised iit vain,
But, as though colts were in the trace,
We Il make it
dance around thc
place.
I know how deep
thc point shoidd
go-
And how the sods
to overthrow.
So not a patch
of ground the size
Of this old cap, when flat it lies,
But shall attentive care receive,
And be improved before we leave.”

Then some to guidc thc plow bogan,
Othei-s the walks and beds to plan.
And soon thcy gazed with anxious oyes
For those >vho ran for secd-supplies.
But, when they camc, mie had his say,
And thus explained the long clelay ;

A woodchuck in the tree had made
His bed just where the seeds were laid.
Wc wasted halfan hour at least

In striving to dislodge the beast;

Until at length he turned around,

Then, quick as thought, without a sound,
And ere he had his bcarings gol,
The rogue was halfacross thc lot."”

Thcn seed was suwn in various styles,
In circles, squares, and single files ;

W hile here and there, in central parts,
They fashioned diamonds, stars, and hearts,
Some using rakc, some plying hoe,

Some making holes where seed should go;
W hile some laid garden tools aside

And to the soil their hands applied.

To stakes and racks more wcre assigned,
That climbing vincs support might find.
Cried onc, “ Here, side by side, will stand
The fiiirest flowers in thc jand,—
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The stately hollyhock will tower

O’cr many a sweet and modest flower.
Here, royal plants, all wcighted down

W ith purple robe or golden crown,

Away their pomp and pride will fiing
And to their nearest neighbor cling.

The tlirifty bees for miles around

Ere long will scek this
plot of ground,

And be smprised to
find cach morn

New blossoms do each
bed adorn.

And Ln their own pe-
culiar screcd

Wi ill bless thc hands
that sowed the

seed.”
But morning broke (as
break it will

Though one 's awake or sleeping still),

And thcn the seeds on every side

The hurried Brownies scattcred wide.
Along the road and through the lafie
They paitercd on the ground like rain,

W here Brownies, as away thcy flew,
Both right and left full handfuls thrcw,
And children often haltcd there

To pick the blossoms, sweet and fair.

That sprung like daisies from the mead
W here flceing Brownies flung the seed.
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HOUSEKEEPING SONGS.

Words cv Mary J. Jacques.
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HOUSEKEEPING SONGS. NO. X.

poco rti. et dim.

Rattle-tattle, Castanet,

All the clatter that we get

Comes through such a noiseless net
That the elves must listen,

W hile we magic circles make,

W ith a rhythmic rock and shake,

Dreaming of a birthday cake,
Fit to make eyes glisten.

icmjio.

iir.
Tint-ta, tin-ta, Mandolin,
Ring the scailoped baking-tin,
Bring the doughty rolling-pin,
W hirl away the “ Dover” !
Now we’'ve piled it mountains high,
Here ’'s for bread and buns and pie,

551 iII

Here’s the wheat, the corn, the rye,-

So, the sifting 's over.

HUM-UM-UM.

By Margaret Eytinge.

Said littic brown Bee to big brown Bce:
Oh ! hurry here and see, and see,

The loveliest rose — the loveliest rose
That in the garden grows, grows, grows.
Hum-um-um — hum-um-um,”

Said little brown Bec to big brown Bee.

Said little brown Bee to big brown Bce;
Much honey must be here, and we
Should beg a portion while we may,
For soon inore bees will come this way.
Hum-um-um — hum-um-um,”

Said little brown Bee to big brown Bce.

Said big brown Bee to littic brown Bee;
The rose is not for rae, for me,

Though she is lovelierby far

Than many other flowers are.
Huni-um-um — hum-um-um,”

Said big brown Bee to little brown Bee.

Said big brown Bee to little brown Bec:
No honey-cup has she, has she,

Hut many cups, al! brimining ovcr.
Has yonder littic jjurplc clover,

And that 's thc flower for me, for me.
Hum-um-um — hum-um-um,”

Said big brown Bee to littic brown Bec.



CK-IN-XHE-PULPIT.

W alk in, Lady May,and manywelcomes to your
swcet ladyship! Lady May, allow me to present
my children of St. NicholaS'!

Ah !'yourladyship has had tlie pleasure of mcct-
ing thcm before ? Then allis well.

And now, your ladyship, my friend Lucy E. Til-
ley shall tell you and thc children a true story :

WHEN THE APPLE BLOSSOMS STIR.

T he buds in the tree’s heart safcly were folded away,
Awaiting in dreamy quiet the comiiig of May,

When one little bud roused gently and pondcred
awhile,—

“ 1t ’'s dark, and no orte would see me,” it said with a
smile.

« If | before all the others could bloom first in May,
And so be the only blossom, if but for a day,

How the world would welcome my coming,— the first
little flower,—
'T will surely be svorth the trouble, if butfor an hour.

Cibdse to the light it cre|)t .softly,and waited till Spring,
W ith het magic fingers, the doorwidcopen should fling.

Spring carne, the bud slipped out softly and opencd
its eyes
catch the first loving welcome;
surprise,

To but saw with

That swift through the ojien doorway, lo, others had
burst!

Por thousands of little white blossoms had thought lo
be “ First.”

Some time ago, a little Illinois girlnamed Rose,
sent so strange a story of bird sagacity to this Pul-
pit, that the Little School-ma’am kindly wrote to
the lady mentioned by Rose to inquire if the littic
girl had been rightly informed. In due time the

reply came, verifying the story in every particulai-,
save that thc lady “ thought it was a Phcebc bird,
but could not be sure.”

So you shall hcar it now, word for word t

A VERY KNOWING PHCEBE BIRD.

Rockford, lllinois,
Dear JacK-IN-tHE-Puijit: Having noticed inaiiy
curitus stories of animals and birds in your columii’, 1
will now write and tell you what a little Phmbe bird did.
it imiltits neston a ledge over the door of a house in
this neighborhood. W hen the little birds were still quite
small, the lady of the house was standing on the p.>rdt,
and seeing one of them fall to the gi-ound, she picUed it
up and put it baclt into the nest. A few days later slic
saiv one of thc little birds fall again; bntthis lime it Ml
only about ten or eleven inches, where il stopped and
hung in the air. The lady climbed up to the nest, and
found tliat every onc of the baby birds liad a horse-hair

tied around its leg and then fastened lo thc nest. \\
this the mother bird’s way of keoping them safe at limue

whilc she was gone?

I enjoy reading the St. Nicholas very much, e-; L-
cially the " Pulpit” and “ l.eiler-box.”
Your interested reader, Rose K,

A WISE REPLY.
Dear Friend Jack ; | have lately been reading >f
an incident which, with your permission, | 'd like to
send to your crowd of lieavers, many of whoin, I d.uc
say, are amateur photographers who practico widi llwir
own cameras and delight themselves and their frumls
with many a startling picture. , n s
W ell, sixty-four years ago, in 1025, M. Humas, ilie
French writer, was lecluring in the Theater of Sorboniu-
on chemistry. At the ciése of his lecture, a lady caiiw
up to him, and said: “ M. Dumas, as a man of scicncv, 1
have a question of no small moment to mq to ask yon.
I am the wife of Daguerre, tbe paintev. For some nnie
he has let thc idea seise upon him that he can fix llie
image of the camera. Do you think it possible. He
is always at the tliought; he can't sleep at night foi il.
I am afraid he is out of his mind. Do you, as a man
of Science, think it can ever be done, or is he niad?
" In the present State of knowledge,” said Dunia-, "it
can notbe done ; but T can not say it will .always remaiii
impossiblc, ior set thc man down as mad who scek» to

Twclve years afterward, Daguerre worked out his
idea, and soon became known far and wide as thc iHy
covererof the daguerreotype process. To-day he siamis
alone as ihe father of modern photograpliy.

Yours truly, Joel S-——o
SOUTH AMERICAN [INDIANS.
I'arA, Bkal/ii.

Dear Jack-in-thf-Pl'i.pit: | wonW like to tell you
about some tribes of South American Indi.ins, qf u Imni,
until very lately, iiolhing, or almost iiolhmg, has heca
known- These tribes live on tbe Xingu and Araguaya
rivers, iiarts of which havc only lately been e.xpjorcd,.an'
conscquently the discovery of these tribes is quite rccem-
Tho discovery was mado by some German lIravelcis, oa
of whom, Carl von Stoinen, has written in German a icry
interesting book about itall. 1 wish you could sec, a-
have seen, the feather dresses and oniaments.arrqws.q
carved gourds of these strange Indians. Some ofthe tri <
had never, of course, seen while men till these travcl
came, and thcy were at first afraid and ran gh mio ‘j'
woods, gaining confidence little by little. Unfortuna



Oll one occasion, a gun accideiitally went oiT, and the tribe,
afewof whom were pcering out, were never seen by
ilicir white friends again. Tliese tribes seem tohave no
forni of wor.ship, not even hidcous littie images as some
iif thc Ainazonian Indians have. But they must have
ihcir superstitions, as one tribe (the tribes are small)
lielieve that their .sonls ch.mge into araras (birds of
lirilliant plumage) and thc souls of blacU men into uru-
lius, a sort of scaveuger bird, black as a crow.

Some tribes were quite polite, offering the travelers
(ood,/. i"., game and farifia, but if they did not bcgin to eat
very quickly the Indians would grab itall up themselves.
‘flie funeral rites of one of lite tribes are quite strange.
Tlic men (the womeii are not allowed to assist) take the
liody to the woods and reniove all the fle.sh. The bones
are carefully put into a basket, and lhe skuli is decorated
.vith feathers and placed undcr a canopy of leaves. Tlie
h.ider, “ medicine man,” | suppose, gesticulates and wails
licfore this skull, then begitis a dance in which all join.
hinally, with sliarp pieces of stones all cut their arms, one
bv one, letting the blood drop on the skull. The sharp
stones are afterward wrapped in leaves and given to thc
relalives of the deceased. The skull and bones are buried
«ith solemn rites. When a member of this tribe dies
everything bcloiigiiig lo him is burnt,— though littie it
musi be,— soinetimes to the disgust of certain near sur-
livors. The men of oue tribe have annual dances, in
which the tlresscs repvesent fish, birds, and animals.
Tliey are kept in a hut devoted to the purpose. No
W'iiuan is allowed to touch the dresses or to enter the
Inil; she would ciie, so is thebelief, on the very momeut.

Yours very truly,
O.VE LiiTLE Gikl's Mamma.

A HANGINO MATTER.

Cbuston, lowa.

Dear Jack: Do bananas, whea grou'ing U|:o:i the
tree, turn up or down ?

In tlie stores, from tlie way tho Imuclies are hung up,
they look as if they grew down ; but | h.ave looked it uji
in several books, a:id all, wilh o:ie exceptioii, have |)ic-
tures with the fruit turned up, Among the liooks were
two encycloptedias and oue physical geograj>hy. | uevcr
saw but onc bunch uf lianauas growing, and that buiicli
turned down.

Now, ldo not know whether tho pictures are wrong,
or the bunch | saw was an unusualone. My sister says
she does not think any one who undcrtooic to furnisli
illustralions for an important book would make such a
mistake. Your devoted admirer,

AIMEE Lequecx D

WHO KNOWS?

Dear Jack-ix-the-Pui.pit: Do you answer qucs-
tions ? 1 ( not, ))lease ask some one to answer tliis onc.
Prof. Slarr told us, in Febi uary, about tlie * Rose in a
Queer Place,” ami it must be very pretty, but | want to
know how they keep tlie tanks from bursting when mak-
ing the blocks ofice. | can not understand it.
Yours inquiringly, RUTIt HI'RTZKI.I..

Who knows? There is no such thing as non-
bustible ice, | believe, The laoys in the Red
Schoolhouse will havc to think this mattcr ovcr.
Meantime Prof. Starr will be asked to reply to
Ruth next inonth.

8UKINC LASStTUDU.
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THREE LITTLE ASTROLOGERS.

By a. D. Blashfield.
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Three little Astrologers who clwclt on a hill,
W here each lived at ease, ate and drank to his fill,

W cre awakened one morn by a cry of distiess
Which made them all start and most hurriedly

xhree little heads start, in a sudden surprise,
above turning thvec pairs ofeyrs i

There sits, with an air more pompous than craven,

dress.
Their slumber’s disturber — a wicked old lavca.

Soon wrapped in their boods, down thc hill

through thc snow, . . . i
They run to therescue, all in a i'ow. Thcnthosethreelittlemen.intheirthreelitlicragcs,
And~each one declarcd he’'d not been so excited
Since the old black cat’'stail from thecandleignitcd.

~Mords more becoming to teamsters than sagcs,
xill fat littic John, a firm friend to thc platter,
By catching the bird changed the face of the nuu’.'r.

0]
Bu. ,uu. US thuy wm uud dig deep .. .hey muy,
"nsSJiXn~*“r ti ' fsS - d » ns a.cy tLk,~n thcir warm, easy

SecnSriJ~tm atrcerightovcrtheirheadsl HowtSdesare turned on thatplague ofa raven.
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JINGLE. HOW JOHNNY-JUMP-UP TURNED INTO A PANSY,

Bv Jessie M. Anderson.

T hicre was a littie boy Now tliis Johnny,— littlc boy

Whom his mother did employ Whom his mother did cmploy,

m doing all the errands she coiild trump Saying, “ Johnny-jump-up dcar, and feich
iip; the tarts, picase !”

And shc sent his feet so nimblc Or, “ Run, Johnny, to thc spring,

After scissors, spool, or thimblc, And a pail of water bring,”

Till the neighbors always callcd him Don’t yon sec he grew to be his mothcr’s

Johnny-Jump-Up. Heart's-ease ?
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WyVSHINGTON, D. C.

Dfar St- Nichoi.as: | ain sui-e you will be glad to
hear how much good some of your plays are doing in
the world.

Not long ago at the National Theater in this city sev-
eral of these plays were performcd by children and the
proceeds given to charily. It was a bright afternoon,
and the thoater was filled. The audienee jncludcdmany
well-Unown people, and in the boxes were some mem-
bers ofthe Cabinet and foreign diplomais, induding the
Chinese minister,— who must have found the perform-
ance very difTerent from those at home.

The curtain rose and showed “ Mistress Mary ” sprink-
ling her flower-beds, which immediately sent forth bril-
liant living flowers, who followed after thc sweet little
gardener. n

There was much curiosity to see " Bobby Sliaftoe,’
for that chai-acter was pkyed by the son of Mrs. Bunielt,
the boy whose loving ways suggested (lie pure-bearled

Little Lord Fauntleroy and Mrs. Burnelt herselfbad
helped to drill the little fellow to play the difficult part.

Bohhy Sliaftoe coui-teri one of the little village inaid-
eiis, and looked so pretty in his long flaxen cuvis and

wine-colored satin suit that she seemed very hard-hearted
t t . P 1ot AN T t

sympathized
thc spiniiing-wheel song, and with her joy over his most
unexpected (?) return jn a snilor-suil even prettier than
the wine-colored satin. The two little loveis sang a
joyfui duet, the pcasants thronged in to congratiilate, and
all ended in a mcrry dance.
liave heard that the opcretta “ Bobby Shaftoe,” alone,

has been the means of earning more than $to,000 for
charity, aml has been played at least once in each month
since Its publication in St. Nicholas for January, 1877.

Another St. NicitOLAS favorite, “* Mother Goosc and
her Family,” carne next, and lhe characters in this play
also wcrc represenled by children of some of our most
distinguisbed legislalors and statesmen.

| was fortunate enough to attend some of tlie reliears.
ais, and was surprised to scc the spirit and ]>ower Mrs.
Burncll Ihrcw into the_preparauou of the play and the
rcspcctful love aud tenderness shown her by her son.

Another play,  The Enchanted Princess, or Triumph
of Ethcr,” ended thc )>erformance. It was a decided
success, delightiiig ihe large audienee, and raising a
large sum of money for excellent purposes.

New York.

Dkar St. Nichoi.as: | would like to describe to your
readers somethiug | matlc .at borne.

Take a piece oi wood six and a half inches long and
lwo inchcs wide. and cut five little slitsat each end; iheu
take a piece of wood onc and three-quarter inches long
and half .an inch high. liuy two pieces qf rubber ; take
one end nfonc piece of the rubber, puli it into oneof Ihc
slits, and when you see lhat you have enough tn stretch
from oue of the sUts to the olher, then cut it and fasten
the olliei- end in the opposite slit. Make and adjusi four

more of these pieces, and then take lite smail piece .if
wood and putit in under the strings, and you have your
liarp, or guilar, or whatever you choose to cali ii. U
can be luncd by making cach string tiglucr ov looser.
Yours lruly,

Oaki.and, Cai.,
Dear St. Nichoi.as: | am alitlie girl eleven year-
old. I have never written lo you before, though niy
mamma has taken you for my brothers and sisters be
fore | was born, and ever since | was okl enough to read
I have looked forward eagerly to your arrival. am
frequently sick, and can not run and play very mucli.
I have been very sick for the last three weeks, but 1am
getling better fast now. 1 have a very pretty little bird
who sings a great deal. | play with paper dolls all lite
time. got a ring on Chrislmas when 1 was sick in
bed; 1| lost the stone out ofit; | felt very bad aboutil,

but Mamma found it again.
Your dcvoted reader, Hni.EN I.------ .

Weimar, German'v.
TiriD i-i* Nirnm.AS: Tread vou all the time. 1am

much interested in lhe story of - The Golden Casque
because | have been to Scheveningen and have seen llie
peasaiit girls with their dog-carts. T liked the stmy
aboul the Chrisliiias play. We had a Christmas-trec jil
our owu, and went lo a German Christmas-tree, and «e
had two at school.

Your little friend, Ai.len M .

Glexoi.den, Pa.
Dear St. Nichoias: | wish 10 tell you how nnivh
we all like you ; wc have you bound and unbound. .'I’
the grown-up folks in our family read you and think ;nu
are the best magazine for children. You must bear
ouPfitle dog nameti “ Rover," a brown and «hile
j ihrow him a ball, and he calches it in bis
mouth and throws il back. He had a cut foot oncc.aml
wlien we would say, ” Rover has a sore fool,” be vmiw
hold it up ; butwben il got well and we would .say thal. ic
woukl forget which foot it was, and would bold up ihe
wrong onc. bad a pony ; be died in thc fall; no | gol
a bicycle for C'hristmas. Hoping you will always come
to our house, | remain,
Your littlc friend,

Ci.inoN, Briskii.
Deai! St. NICHOI.AS; This is the first lime | bme
written lo you, but I must write lo you now. to icll
how much I like your stories, cspccially ” L.itlk b
Fauntleroy " and “ Juan and Juanita.” My little hrolhtr
is delighted with tbe “ Brownies,” and is always looK-
ing forward lo the next number.



I llave been living iii Swilz.erland for liirce years, and
am iitiv ill Cliftoii.

The Swiss muuiilaiiis are lovely,and 1 went to the lop
ofa great many. My sisterwent out once wilh a friend
a.id a guide. They carne to a big precipice, so their
giiide liad to tie them round llieii- waisis with a ropo,
jnd lliey were let slowly down lhe edge of the precipice
from wliere they could continué.

I hope you will put tlie.se few lines in your “ Lelter-
box.” I remaiii,

Your great friend and admirer, S. N

Murray, IIIAHO.

Dear Sr. Nicholas ; 1 have never seen a letter from
Illie Ccenr d’-A.lenes in your book, but | hope to see
tliis there. We iive in a mining-camp, in Idaho, named
.Murray. It is built in a "ulch. The mountain on one
side is cigbht hundred and fourteen feet high; on the
other it slopes back, in bcnches. Quite liigli up is tho
water-lank : it sujipiies tbe town with water. Il'e have
two hose-carts. Aly friend Jim Hommons is Cliief.

I have one brotlier older, and a si.sler younger, than

J, named Vauglin and Alabel. I am ten vears old.

Last year Aunt Aiinie sent us Kt. Nlchol<e. She
-eiids it this year again. |Is it not a fine Christmas
present? | want to take it till 1 'm a man.

Last summer Dr. Liltleficld brought in a littlc bear
Illiree weeks old ; they fed it bread and inilk, and wc had
fun wilh it; bul it died in a few weeks— a big box fcli
on il.

The chief producis of this comilry are hucklcberries,
mines, and bcars!

We liave “ Litlle Lord Fauntleroy,” and think it a fine
liijok.

1 go lo school, and Sunday-school, I remain,

\'our friend, Chase K--—-- .

Dear St. Nicholas: | am thirteen years old, and
Uve in New York. Ever since |I can rememlier Ma:nma
l:as taken llic ST. Nicholas for me. | sliowed Ihc Feb-
i'llary number to l'apa to-day, ,as in the article on the
'mW hile I'asha ” it says thal Stanley served in our navy
ililiing thc war, on bo.ird the U. .S. iron-dad “ Ticon-
deroga.”

-\'ow, l'apa was an ofiiccr in our navy, and on board
lhe Ticonderoga from the time .slie was built until thc
iviir ended ; and allhough Papa has oftcn told nic stories
ahonl the war, he never told me anything about Stanley,
“iiicli lie would lie likely to do, \( they liad served lo-
q lier in the same ship, because the whole world is
iiinv inleiested in evcrything pcrlainiiig to the famous
cxplorer of the Darle Cominenl.

When | showed your “ W hite Pasha ” lo Papa he said
I was a mistake about llenry M. Stanley Iwing pro-
inoied to .Vctiiilg Ensign on board Ilie Ticonderoga,
«i< lio officer of that lame was appointed in our navy
during the w.ar; but it is possible thal Stanley may havc
se™ed as onc of the sailors. He did not thcn dé any-
Iliing lo altract attcnlioii to his fiame or lo show any
liroiiiise of tile wonderful pari lie was lo play in our coii-
liiry’s history.

While lying at the Phiiadelphia navy-yard, in the fall
nf 1865, llie Ticonderoga received orders to joiii Admiral
| orler's squadron al llaniplon Roads, which was get-
Jing ready to attack Foi-l I"isher. As thc war had then
been going on for four years, it was very difficuk lo gcl
seainen for tlie navy, eveii more so than to get soldiers
for the army,

Tlie Ticonderoga, when sho received her orders to go
lo sea, liad only a fcw ahic-bodied sqamen on board,—
probably not more than oiie-lenth of her compicmeni,—
bul as, a few days before, a drafi of about two hundred

laiulsinen had been sent to lhe ship the captain decided
to j)ut to sea, for he was afraid he would iniss the attack
on Fort p'islier by waiting for more seamecn.

Tho laiidsmeii who had ju.st bcen received on board
were almost all Confedérate ))iisoiiers wlio, being tircd
ofour Northern prison.s, took the oath of allegiance lo
the United States Government and entsted in our navy,
on the condition that they should notbe sent ashore to
serve in any of tlie land attacks against the Confedérales,
because, in case of recaplure by their forme: comrados,
they might suffer lhe unpleasant faie of being shot as
deserters.

Tlie Ticonderoga liad a pleasant passagc from Pliila.
delpliia to within sight of lhe Capes of the ChesapeaUe.
In half an hour she would liave bccn safely moorcd in
Hamjiton Roads wilh the rest of llie squadron when a
furilus snow.storm carne on, and she was driveii out to
sea for three days in one of the worst storins that hai'c
ever been known on our coast, wilh a ship full of sea-sick
landsmen. They wei-c so sick that they could not even
hoist the asiles out of llie fire-room lo kecp the ship from
sinldng. Only hy the heroic efforts and gallantry of the
officers was tlie ship finally brought safely through thc
storm in which thc “ Re Galantuomo,” one of lh¢ finest
frigates iii the Italian naiy, foundered with all on board.

It was in tliis detachmeiU of Confedérate iaiulsmcn
that .Stanley must liave served, if he served a( all, on the
Ticonderoga during our war, so Papa tells me.

My father’s initials are W. \V. M,, and you can fiini
all about the Ticoiideroga’'s officers in the United Slaie.s
Navy Registers for 1864 and 1865, of wiiicli wc have in
our library all the copies bound.

| did not mean to make this letter .so long, but I must
tell you Ihat I think “ Sally’s Valentifie” too cutefoi- any-
Iliing. Your ferveiit admirer,

Alice B. M

Dear St. Nicholas: Mamma look you two years
before | was born, and 1 have read yon, or hatf you
read to me, ever since | was old enough to understand
anything, so 1 love you very much. 1 remember ivheii
Mamma first icad me “ Behind the White Brick,” |
thought | had never read a nicer fairy story.

I have all tlie bouud volumes since 1875 in my room.

I went to the theater for lhe first lime a fcw wccks
ago, lo seeniy favorite story, “ Titile l.ord Fauiillcrov,”
acted. It was perfectly lovcly. | saw liule Elsie J.eslic,
and 1 think she is wonderfully swcet and acis beaalifully.
I have five pliotographsofherand fue ofTimimy Kusscll.

I think Mrs. Burnelt writes snch lovely sloiies.

I have no brothers and aisléis, but | have a few very
pretty pots, one of which is a beautiful, intclligent Japa-
neseliug, named Jap.

He has very brighteycs. beautiful soft while and bl.ack

He is so funny. Every timo thc bell rings for broak-
fasl, if 1 am a littie bit late, he goes lIcaring to the head
of the slnirs and iiarks, and tlien comes back and jiuts
lila paws on my laji, cocks jlis head 0Ol1 onc side, and
looks at me with his bright impcrtincnt eyes.

If I lake no notice, he liegins barking and pulling my
dre.sswilh his sharp littlc white tccth. When I come, lie
goes down stairs very slowly, turning liis head al cach
step to see if I am following. When w'e get safely in
at the diiiing-rooni door he is perfectly happy. Ho.slands
up on his hind leg.s and looks so coaxingly that we have
tu give him sometliing.

1 also havc a large frish .setter, " Bruno,” and a-s wc
live riglit near Gramercy Park 1| can lake him llicrc
sometimos for a run. 1 have two canary birtis, onc of
which is blind. He is very lame,and will sit on myfin-
gor and sing. Your constaiu reader,

Ethel Kissam.



For the beneifil of our young readers who have aliking
for mathcmatics we reprint from a recent number of
" The Universal Tinkcr,” the following item concerning

A CuRtous Number.

Here is something to scratch your head over- A very
curious number is 142,857, which, multiplied by 1, 2, 3,
4 5 or 6 gives the same figures in the same order, be-
glnning at a difTerent point, but if multiplied by 7 gives
all iiines:

142.857 multiplied by | equals 142,857
142.857 multiplied by 2 equals 285,714
142.857 multiplied by 3 equals 428,571
142.857 multiplied by 4 equals 571,428
142.857 multiplied by 5 equals 714,285
142.857 multiplied by h equals 857,142
142.857 multiplied by 7 equals 999,999

Multiply 142,857 by 8 and you liave 1,142,856. Then
add the first figure to the last, aud you have 142,857, the
original number, with figures exactly the same as al lite
start-

West Néwton, Mass.

Dear St. Nicholas; 1 iliought you might like 10
know of an interesting and very pretty experiment to
try in the spring. Break off some twigs from apple-
trees, or from any other tree that has pretty blossoms,
and put ihem in water. V'ou do nol have to wait more
than lwo or three days in the case of apple buds, before
you begin to see signs of their opening. | hai-e apple
buds that 1 cut a iittle over two weeks ago, and | can
already begin to see the pink of the blossoms. Horse-
chestnut branches are interesting, for the leaves have a
kind of woolly substance on them when they first come
oul. Warm water forces them out faster, | think. T
have lilac branches that are out enough to sce the flowcr-
buds.

Ever your friend, Ethel P

W e thank the young friends whose flames Itere follow
for jileasant letters which we have reccived from them:

Jessie C. Knight, Vivian, Francés Marion, H. !
Lucy 1'. W.p Alice ii. C., Hatlie li. Thompson, Carlf.
Hayden, Mary A. Lincoln, May Lyle, Francés Ciblion,
A. D., (laroline E. Condit, Olive C. K. Bell, Noitcm,
Fannie, and Edilh T., Harold S. P., Amy W ., May I.
W .. Maude J., Mabel B, May M., Emily M. W ,, Maivl
S. M., Amanda aud Bertha, Kthcl C., Julia E. U. 31..
Howard B-, Waltcr G. K-, Alice E. A., Lyinan Il.
Arthur Williams, Mary. Catherine Cook, Alice P- M.,

Heleii T., L. M. (iaskill, Il. Ellis, Aiinie R- I-, Aiiiv
E. D., Heleii Parker, K. R., May S-, Hope C.,.Dornlliy
R., lIlelen Blumentlial, Mary D. Sampson, Lida Schcin,

William S. B.,Anhuv E. Fairchihl, Nannie LaV.,Ali,'c;
Brayton, Charlotte K. B-, H. A. S., L. B. V., Alice V..
Robbie M., MamieC., Herman llolE, Jr-, llarvy O.. i ;iy
F L.M. H. Frank T., Bessie D., Josie and Anna, A.
Hooley, Harry Emerson, M. I. H., Artbui T. P,, Dora,
Alice, Chariie, Carric K. T-, K. Lnrcombe, E. K.

Ruth M. M., Robert Bond, C. Il. Ferran, Elsie H. M.,
Gcertrude M. J., Ella S. M., Kmma M. M-, H, 1. Il
Charles H. L., Gundred S., Dora K. and Emilyl'.,
BerthaC. H., Nellie.Ruth Tuttie, Marshall Millet.Glcnn
M., Phillip C., Henry K- M., MacC. S., Sara G., Elira-
beth T., “ Penny,” “ Rollo jL,” IdaG. S. E., lvy C- S,

Madge Il., Robin IL W ., L. A, Kllen W ., Joel W. It.
F. Morgan, Ross Proctor, Clara E. McM., J- W-1ii-
“uson, l.awrence L., Jenitie I- M .,GraceS. 0 .ElcniM.r

IC B, W. Il., Lizzie S., Edilh X., llelen K., A. f.
Derby, Margaret R., Elizabcth E. B., Jennie S,, May
I. C-, Charles C. Whitehead, Annie R. R., Anme P. 1.,
Worthinglon I1-, Margucrite, Florie Cox, Ahce M. u.,
Mamie G., Thos. McK., Charles G. M., M. M., Carne
C. F-,R, and M. H.,, Fmma I. G., Agnes J. A.

Lilian Bonnell, of Shanghai, China, sends a lisi H
eighly-one characters founn in the King’s Move piizde.
printed in St. Nicholas for January. The list arrnul
too late to be acknowledged in an earlier number.



ANSWKRS TO PUZZLES IN THE APRIL NUMBER

Quaktbred CircUSS- From i to 4, lanc; 5 1lo 8, gear; 9 10 12, Hidden W ord*square i. Elaic. 2, lIxivas, 3. Avecrt. 4.
iyre: 13 10 26, anén; 1to 5, long; 5 to 9, gull: 9 10 23, Lima; 13 Terse. 5, lisi.er. Charade. Surprise.
101, a£cl; 2to 6,abode; 6to 10, entry; xo 10 14, ycarn; 14102, A Cross Puzzle, From x to 2, Lcnicn Season; from 3 10 4,
Norma; 3 to 7, Kcvada; 7 to it, abid«r: rx to ts, Rialto ; 15 to 3, Eiister Sunday. Cross.words: x. lee. ?. era, 3. garnishcd, 4.
()l»eron; 4 to 8, doctor; 8 (022, reservo; ts to i6, cnslern; 16 tu agiiaLfon, $. Eve. 6. for, 7, sis. 8. eau, 9. awn. 10, sad.

naivcte. * Il. probate 12. journey.work.

J'BCL'I/IAR AckOSTic. Csnlrals, wrong. Cros$*woi*ds: 2. sa*w*as. Pi. The wild and windy March once more

ra*r¥ap> 3- Iw*o*ne. 4. nia*n*ap. 5. fi-g-iin, Has shut his gaces ofsieet,

KipoLH. Nothing- And given US back the Aprii rime,

WoKD-SQUANB. t. Verse 7. Emtly. 3. Rigor, 4, Slopo, 5. So nckle and so sweet.

) NowblighKng wlih our fears, our hopes,

Zigzag. W ashington's First Inauguracion Cross.words: 1. Now kindling hopcs wiih fears:
W ade. 2. mAli. 3.vaSi.4, dasH. 5 crilb. 6. cNvy. 7, Now softly wcecping chrongh ber smilcs,
iBa«p. 8.aTom. 9.drOp. to. braN, ix. hoSt.12. aFar. Now smiling through her icars.
ji- iris.  M> iRon. 15. marik. 16. lasT, jj. sllm. 18. EKid. Rholiboid, Across: i, Doer. 2. Coif. 3. Slit, 4, Lard. $-
Is, .Avon. 20. bUIlk. 21. saOe.22, Reri. 23. paRk. 24. Tead. 6, Nief. 7. Slap, 8. Flef 9. Laic, xo. Leod.
d.Ate 25.1%0dy. 26.mlink. 27.loOn. 28, wreN. C»0s5*\voRD Enigma. Spring*time.

Aldacrams Hawthorne. x. Hcrmetically, 2. Absolutism 3. Illustrated Central Achostic. Centrais, Isier. Cross*
W .irdcnship. 4. Thcrmomectcrs. $m Humaniiarifuis. Opinién, words: | Indlans. ?. ihiSile, 3. jesTers. 4. pagEaiu. 5,
juivvneits- 7. Revocablenftss. 8. Nucncrarion. 9. Ksiablishmont. parRots.

To OUR PuzzLRRs: Answers, 10 be acknowledged in the magazine, must be received not later than thc isth of each month, and
sh fuld be addre-ssed 10 St, N icholas “ Riddle.box," care of The Csntury Co., 33 Easi Seventeenth St, New York City.

*Answrrs to ai,| THE PuzzLEs iN THE Felruarv N umber werc rcccived, before February jsth, from Maude li- Paimer — ~"ay
I tfcrrish— Louise Ingham Adams*— Aunt Kate, Mamma, and lamte— A. L. W. L.— WIllUam H, Beers— Jo and I — "M ay and70"—
) I*. Oerrish aud E. A Dauiell— " Mohawk Valley."
L. Lavanda Stout, i — L. C. H,, j— “ Miss Ouri,” 5— Carrie Holzman, 1— Efaine, 2— Effie K. Talboys, 6 — Altee Wilcox, a— Lalor
IUirtsell, 2— Susic Dcangelis. r— Sidney Sommecrfcid, 2— "FroUc and Mirth,” 2— Astley A,, i — Clara 6., 8— M. L. Robinson, a—
Ml‘liréf% and Jacksbar, 2% — TeHle W alte, x— EdlIlh Aﬁeﬂ,@— Xettie E‘arstsns‘ X — Papaand Bessle,ix — Thomas T. Bergen, X — K'B Namc,
Fulton, I1!., 4 — Irma Boskowiu, i — L, I), l.awric, 2— Roxy's Chum, 3— “ Shylcr,” o— Emma and Clara, 1— Edith Norton, 2— Aniilu
'V. Jones, 3 — Blanche and Fred, 11 — Madcap, 2— Lillian A. Thorpe, 21— “ >jodge, ' 5— Paul Reesc, 23— Annn G. Plerce, 1— Nellic
L. Fifieid, 1— Papa and Elsie, 22— A. W, B., 6— E. E, Whitford, 3— " Infantry,” 13— John and Bcs”ie, 2— "lvy Green," 3— Bella
M jers, r— Roxana H. Vivian, 9— "Peggy,” i — H, H. Trancinu, 2— "Ramona,” 3— Hauie Gage, xa— lda C. Thallou, it — Nelllc
I. Kowes. jc—"Nig and M ig," 21— Annie, Susie, aud Amcy, 5— Mabel H, Chase, jt — Ems, 7— Mauie E, Beale. 10— "W iU
b«i,;hby,” 12— Judy,g — A. RuCgcrs Livingston. 2-“" M. M. Barstow and Co.xt — FlorencelL,, 9— " Tom, DlIck. and Harrie,” 13 —
F and M. T., 8 — Freddie Sutro, «— L. H. F. and " Misiie,” 11— Paschal R, Sinith, i — H, P. H, and M. R. H., 2— “ Pheer," 5.

A BOOK PUZZLE. ANAGKAINIS.

T he letters in each of the following senicnces may be transposed
so as tu spcil the name o fa fruic.

I. Songera. 2. Onc law term, 3.In n center. 4. Mop, eager
ant. 5-'T is a crop. 6, Phin pcep.7, Rlch seer. 8. A spccch.
9. Ere brass writ xo. Bricr scauer. “albha zeta."

WORD-SIH'AKES.

1. 1. A fenriniiic namc. 2. A fcminjne fAame, 3. Unsliaken
courage. 4. An iron block upon which mctal.s are hammecrcd.
5. Parts of the body.

Il. 1. A scriplural namc. 2. Spry. 3, Tau
5. Musical tcrms.

1. 1, A femiulne flame. 2. Thepope's triple crowu. 3. lleiests.
4. lo build. 5. Contindes,

IV. r. A masculine rmme, 2, A femiiMuc fiame.3. To incline,
4. I'ndcrsinnding, 5. To ciilistin.

s, 4. Viglbnt.

\Y I. In thc latler age of Roinc, a god of festivc joy and minh.
2. Oxygcm in a condensed fomi. 3. A character in Snakespuore's
ploy 4f "A Winlcr's Tale.” 4. Nutsel. 5. Placci- un a seat.

0, A.co.

ilornr.p: agkostic.

My primais fiame a hoUday; my finais, a poem or song hcard on
ihis day

Cross-words: i, Riripped of feathers. 2. To mount and cntcr
by means of ladders. 3. Inclined lo anger. 4- The namcofa lown
in Sardiiiia, on a river of thc .same nainc. 5. The answcr of a de*
fendani in muticr offact to a plainilff's surrejolnder. 6. A rcpelillon
ofword.s at thc beginnlug ofsentenccs. 7. A kind oivelvctccn. 8. A

left *0~® of tho books in the pie lo the right, and others to ints ~mountain pcak of the Bollvlan Andes, g¢. Sacred musical composi-
mav f ~ popular story, firstprinted in St. Nicholas, ilon xo. The act of swimmling. 11. A musical term mcaning
i1 in a perpendicular fine. in other words, by laking "pathetic,” x2. One of the small planets whose orbits ore situaicd

etier from each litle, not far from the center, thc fiame of another betwecn those of Mars and Jupiter. X3, A companion.

«ory may be formed. cyril deane.
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EXAMTri.E: An inscct In a poem Answer, C*anl*o.

1. A fish jn an old*fashioned bonnei. e. A dog's namc m a wL«c
saying- 3. Rocks »n piomiscs. 4. An Atuumn flowcrin a horsc'.«
fooi. 5 A gaine jn a coach 6. A river [ii disiress. 7<

Unkcd Staics in given np. 8. Someihlng singular In a sea*fowl.
9. A iilttcr herb in a Isquid food. xo. A grain in marketvaltes, 11.
An animal in a dlistrlbutlon of prizes. xa. Bclonging lo us jn the
liankcr's cxchangc in Paris B.

DOUIILE 1)1AGONALI<.

DiVlos each ofthe eleven letterciteles in .such aw ay that the
letters, in the order in which they now stand, will form a word.
W hen chc&e words are ranged one bclow the other, in the oiHer in
which thcy are mimbcred, the diagonals, beginning ai thc upper
lefi-hand comer, will spcll a certain day in M ay; thc diagonals, be-
sinnins at tlie upperright-hand cérner, wUIl spell what ihe slavcs
* ¢, ®iheciose ot the civil war. “aNN 0. TATOB.

A TENTALIOX.

I. In sailor. 2. A .sallor. 3. Implied 4. Concise In style, 5, A
small waier-coun>e. 6, Covered wuH pleces of bakcd chy- 7. 10
rcsign. b

SIXGT.E ACUO«TIO.

I. Skii-LPULTiiusing the hand. 2. The simame ofan English spy.
3 Datiiig from one\ blrih. 4. A sweet crysuilinc substance ob-
laincd from ccrlaiu vegetable producis. 5- A iract or region of thc
earth. 6. Disposilion. 7. A word which rhymes wnh the last
word describcd 8. One who spends bis lime in tnaciion. 0. S«n*
dinavian legcnds handed down among thc Norsemcn and Itnidrcd
people. 10. A Roman cmpcior 11. An empress of Constanlinoplc.
1?. To vary ill some dctircc. 13, Outofthe ordinary course. 14"
The simame of a Prcsident oi the United Snies 15. A hrench

savant who iniroduced tobaceo inlo France. 10. An cvll siilrit
17. A ligtited coal, «moldcring antid ashe«. 18- A forcign «na)
which is wortli less ihan onc dollnr. 19. I'lmi at which onc alrns.

«0. A fixed poini 0/ lime, from wlkcli succeeding years are niurv
bered. 21. A running knol, which binds ihe closer ihe more li h
drawn.

A1l of the words dcscribcd coniain ihe same number Of kitcr-.
W hen ihese are righily guessed, and placed one below thc ctihcc in
thc order here gi\cn, thc inlllal leliers will spcll ihc namc ofan an-
thor who was born on the second day of ApriJ, 1805.

“ Lov c. u:i**

CIIAKADE.

hiIN/irst we all do every day,
1n some or oiher fashion ;
My «ixf the fiisi step on thc way
That kads 10 heignis Pamassian.
My th/f~ the smalicst ihing creatcd :
My w/iole wiih dcadlj’ Oangcr frcighicd. K.s. L

M mkricata EXuarA.

1 Aiitcomposcd of eigluy leitcrs, and am a quolaiion fmm ono id
George Kliot's works.

My 44-ic”"63-26 is ime of ihe Unhcd States. My 40- 7f-22-4-*J-
55 U a counlry of Plurope. My 46-73-i4-6<735~70-48 »sa quul,
medicine. My 42-65-32-24-1-80 is somnoicnt. My 29-56-9 a
crccpjng vine. My 19-59-27767 Isa mouthful. My 20-28-;6y-i 1i"
10 disccrn. My 43-15-So-ix i« unfailing My 57-57-2-38 “*«f"" "Id
unuscd ship. My 21-55-6-13-75 is 10 search bhndly for. My 6:-
2-77-71-79 is a joint of thec arm. My 54-37-33-47 « « “ect. My
30-66-41-15-34 was considered jn early history thc northcrnu «i
part 0/ thc habitable world. My 16-72-3-68-5-78-52-:$ isa sni.ill
dagger. My 74-57-23-54-31-45 is a tropical fruh i n»y64-:c-y-
49-7 is also a tropical Truiu “lov. ¢, LfcL.

VI.

HouT slupe ff>yjo, sewho brolh siabc mecii
Rofsiedadi flldc, rof sHmsbongo prays!
Otcande fu flca dan nogs dril>schemi
Tes lal ich ropcs fo file ot hyrem,
Grin in the yam !

niAMOXP.
1. Ik cambric. 2. To dccay. 3«'A'be prnjeciing

fication 4. Asmallguantiiy. 5. Imphcd 6. Ahardshetli;
ing A kernel. 7. In cambric. “ANTHONY OCtTli

EASY <JUEEK CKOSff.

1. DrreB SquaRR: i. A cruslaccoiis fish, 2. To reicvKe 5.
A wood used for perfumes 4. Puffcd. s £ ii .
1 LttiT-HAKU Squaiik: i. a point hke that on a n™n ' -

2. A planithatylelds indigo, 3. To .stirup. 4. Ktndled
I, Central Squabr : 1- Inflaied. 2, Good wdl, 3. Aivs.iys,

A1V, Rk;ht*haXa Squars: 1. Tu Siitfen. 2, Black. 3, «ay<
4, Concludes _

v LowEK S«iifARB: |. A vcrb. 2. bmfurm. 3. Toj»ei< j
Censes. R aNU n.

SYXdOPATICKN fi.

I SvNcorATKalamcniaiion, and leave toesiablish, 2. Sym
a thin turf, and leave au American author. 3. fiyncopaie a Ilcmni
fiame, and leave a slicky substance 4, Syncopatc aduct, ami
to perform, 5- Syiicopaic to reside, and IMive a
6. ayncopate 10 praise, and leave a boy. 7. Syncopaic a cono
fellow, and leave an animal. 8, Syncopaiean ache, and
ful IUtIc niticle. 9. Syncopale diiil, and leave nrm, io> j
a Scottish lord, and leave a subsiance used in cookuig,
copate au animal, and leave to pondcr. 12. Ryncopaic a sna P | oo
and leave a dclicatu fabric, ~

I'nc syiicnpaiod letters will spcll ihe fiame of an '
mony.
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