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I climbed, until at last | «as forced

stone column
lack of breath The

to rest, from dizziness and
winding staircase appearcd to have no cnd, the
liny shts of Windows were so far apart thnt, in the
scant hght which they afforded, the steps scemed
W disappear above and below in a faint, blue mist.
iliroiigh the gloom [ saw above iiiy head a sinall
opemng— a mere slit in the circular wall, from
which there carne no light, 1 rose and lookcd into

For a moment | could distinguish nothing,

it
|

but gmdualldy a wonderful sight grew as | gazed
found that I was on a lcvel with the loftv ceilin-
of the cathedral at a hcight of over two hundrccl
lee . Through huge timbcrs, hewn centuries ago
inchmng toward and joining cach othcr at ali
possiblc anglcs, I lookcd down upon a scene which
made me feel almost as if | was in Liliput. Tinv
black specks, which I saw to be pcople, «ere mov-
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ing over the fioor of the cathedral far bclovv. At
onc sidc there was a small black patch in front of
an altar, and with my glass 1discovered that it was
a group of a hundred or more people assisting at a
christening, 1 saw the clouds of incensé rise from
the principal altar, and the candles were but tiny
points of yellow light in the gloom, like far-off
flickering stars. Then faintly carne up to me the
notes of the powerful organ. It was a fascinating
speciacle, and | found it hard to leavc it and to
resume niy climb.

Up, up, higher and higher 1mountcd, constantly
finding the stone steps more and more worn and
cracked. It became lighter, and soon a brilliant
shaft ofsunlightappeared through a narrow Gothic
windoiv in the tower. 1 was now considerably
above the roof of the cathedral. Just beneaih the
window a huge gargoyle shapcd like a dragén
stretched out its lengtli above the roofs far below.
From the sqiiare beneath, I doubtif one could have
dislinguished its form, but from where 1 stood
above him, the stone dragdén scemed to be at Icast
twelve fcet long. About him, all carved in stone,
were huge roses and leaves,— each rose as largc as
a bushel basket. Doves were flying around at that
great height, or, resting upon the grim figures,
cooed softly to one another. As | stood gazing
out at the svondcrful carvings for which this cathe-
dral is famous, a massive, flat piece of metal carne
jerkily up bcfore the narrow window out of which
1 was looking. For a moment | was puzzlcd, but
then suddcnly it dawned upon me that the object
I had seen must be a part of the minute-hand
of the huge dock in the tower. It was quite near
the window, and | put out my hand and touchcd
it.  In three jecrks the minute-hand had passed on,
making its mighty round at the rate of a foot a
minute.

From the window whcre | restcd, the panorama

was unsurpassed. It is said that one hundred and
twenty stceplcs may be counted, far and near, upon
a clear day. I did not attempt this, however.

Toward the north, the river Scheldt wound its sil-
vecry way imtil it was lost in the mist of the horizon
as it joincd the North Sea. Looking east, toward
Holland, | saw dimiy the towns shining in the sun-
light. When the atmosphere is clear, the guide-
book says, onc can see towns fifty miles away.
Below, tire grcat square seemedto have contracted,
and the few lazily-moving cabs, drnys, and people
looked like flies creeping across a piece of coarse
bagging. Soon I realized that it was quite late in
the day and that if | wished to see the famous caril-
16n I should lose no time. The bclls in the tower of
Antwerp Cathedral are doubtiess quite as intercst-
ing to many tourists asare the grcat pictures by
Petcr Paul Rubcns in the cathedral itself. These

bclls have curious histories, and quaintly wordcd
inscriptions may be deciphered on many of them,
Bcsides the forty bells comprising the Carillén,
there are five bells of great intercst in the tower.
The inost ancicnt of these is namcd “ Hoérrida" ;
and is said to date from 1316. It is a peculiar
pear-shaped bell, and is rarely rung. Next in iin-
portance comes the “ Curfew,” and it is the swect
note of this bell that is heard far over the poldcrs
of Bclgium, cvery day at five, at twelve, and at
eight o’clock. Nextinrank is the bell called “ Sto,
Marie," said to weigh betwecn foiir and five tons.
Charles the Bold heard its first peal as he eiUercd
the City in 1467. At its sidc hangs “ Silent St.
Antoine,” so called because its voice has not bccn
heard for nearly a century; and, finally, we come
upon grand “ Oid Carolus,” the greatest of them
all. Itwas to examine this famous chime that | uas
making the ascent of the tower, an undcrtaking in
which 1 knew that 1l ran the risk of brcaking my
ncck by a mlisstep or fall as 1 dambered about tlie
gloomy spaces of the tower, which were coated «itli
the accumulated dust of centuries. A few steps
higher 1 carne upon a litlle doov in the wall, bc-
side which hung a long iron handlc with a kiiob
at the cnd, and on the door was painted the word
“Sonnez!" Obeying the instruction, 1 rang the
bell, and at the same instant | sneezed. 1 sliall
never know whethcr it was the snceze or the ring
which brought a response. At all events, «hile
I heard no sound from the bell, the door oponed
of itself, seemingly, into a dim passage, and | heurd
a thin, recdy voice, like a clarionet out of tune,
asking:

“What will you ?”

“ To see the carillén 1" 1 replied.

The reedy voice then called out, “ Josépliine,
Jo-sé-phine 1”7 A pause. “ Filiettel”

Then a Uttlc voice answered :

“ QOui, Bonne Maman !”

“ Venez done 1 Tencz — tako monsieur to see
the carillon.”

“ Yes, Bonnc Maman 1” and, with these words,
there appearcd in the doorway the quaintest,
brightest litic face one could wish to see. Slc
wore a tight little black cap on hcr hcad; and her
dress consisted of a sbort-waistcd black bodicc >ritli
brass buttons down the front, and a skirt of some
plain stuff, over which shc wore a bluc apron. An
orange-colored handkerchicf was tied around lite
slender neck and on her fcet were woolen shocs.

“ Entrez, monsieur1” and, takingm eby the hand,
the odd-looking little girlled me into a narrow pas-
sage dinily lighted by a brass lamp which Iningon
the wall. Bcing without a cbhimney this lamp filF
the passage with smokc. Holding my hand tig't
in hcrs, little Josépliine led me along the passage,



and as we passcd thc door through which she had
appearcd, | saw within, in a room paved with red
dies, alittle, humpbacked, faded-looking woman,
sitting at work bcfore a lace-cushion. She spoke,
and | recognized at once the thin, reedy voicc
uhich had greeted me.

“ Bonjour, monsieiir. Prefiez garde toujours !”

“Tell me, little one,” | said, as the door of the
passage closcd upon us, “ how long have you been
up hcre in the to«-er?”

THE HUMB IN THE

m-Moi, monsieur ? Oh! 1 have alwaysbeen here.
| ivas born here.”

” Was that youv mother whom | saw just now,
Making lace ? 7 1 asked.

“0Oh, non! monsieur. | have no father, no
niother. She is Bonne Maman ! She is really my
aunt, butshe isBonne Maman all the same. My own
Maman dicd when | was very little, like that,”—
mcasuring off the supposcd size with her hands,
~ “.md | am ninc now, presquc.”

But you don’t stay up here all thc time ! You
go to school ? ™

‘Oh, non! monsieur. Bonne Maman teaches
me the lessons. 1 rcnd much to the Bonne Maman

when she makes the lace. Oh, the bcautiful lace!
and she gels twenty francs thc tnétre,— croyez-
vous, monsieur!”

“ Stand just as you are no«-, Joscphine,” | said,
and there in the belfiy I inade a sketch of her,
while she watched me, following with wonderiiig
eyes every motion of the pencu.

When | had finishcd the sketch, I said quickiy,
“ Look thcre, Joséphine,” and as she tiirned her
head | drnpped a fiare into the little pockct of her

CATHEI*"RAL TOWSR

apron. | have often wondered what she said when
she found it,

“And don’t you ever go downstairs?” | asked
curiously, as we conCinued to ascend the stcps
togcther.

“ Maisoui, monsieur ! I was down in the worid at
the Kirmess. Oh! the Kinness, monsieur, it was
granel, and Bonne Maman bought me a re.al dolly
with a gl.iiss head- Tenez! it cost deux francs.
Ecoutez, monsieur,— with a glass head ! Look! is
she not beautiful?” and she hcld up a cheap,
poorly-made doli as she spoke.

“ Bcautiful !'” 1 said, taking thc doli from hor
and affecting the greatcst siirprise at thc idea of a

<\



i-eal glass head. Joséphine mcanwhile critically
studicd my face, with a delightcd exptession on licr
own, as we went on climbing, hand in hand.

Soon we carne to the top ofthe final stairsvay, and
aftcr unlocking the door with ahuge key that hung

“ BOKKK MAMAN."

from the ring at Joséphinc’s waist, we entered a
large space in which, hy the aid of a feeble light
from overhead, | saw confusedly pilcd around and
above us and stretching dimly away in the shadows
a huge framework of timbéis that supportcd the
wcight of the bells and machincry of the dock.
The sound of the organ rcached us for a moment
from far off and was suddenly drowncd by the noise
of a prodigious rattling and clanking and creaking
among the ropcs and chains which almost filled the
space in which we stood. It was the machinery of
the huge dock makingready to strike. For this
it prepares itself by a preliminary winding begin-
ning quite ten minutes before the hour.

1 followed my little guide and groped among the
wilderness of massive timbers, slirring up dust
which had becn gathering undisturbed through

the long years, and lay thick on everything about
US. At length we reachcd arickcty staircase ivhich
led into a large room. At firstit seemed quite fillcd
with mighty beams crossing one another in every
direction, but soon | distinguished the dark forms
of the bellswhich were suspended above our heath.

“ Voila, monsieur,” said my little guidc, pointiiig
to a line of dark objects hanging from a bcam
overhead. “ Voil4, the evil spirits !'”

“ Tbey are bats!” | said, asone of them sccimd
for a moment to fall, and then sprcading its wings
fiappcd away still higher among the beams.

“ Yes, monsieur. Butneverdisturb them 1Borne
Maman says that they are the spirits of thelwil,
who have come back to be undcr the cross. Boiinc
Maman says it, and slie knows everything!”

Now, having grown accustomed to the dim light,

JOSEPHINE.
I was able to sce the bells, which are said to he

forty ormore in number, hanging in ticrs .above iis.
Somc of them are conncctcd with the macliincr)



of the dock and ring of themselves. Othcrs are
rung from beloiv, by hand. To the right, | saw a
liiEle rooni, between the upright beams, in which
there stood a huge drum or barrel, a repetition,
on an enormous scale, of the ordinary rcvolving
cvlinder onc may see in a music-box. This drum
or barrel, which is connccted in some ingcnious
nianncr with the bells, plays the melodics one
hears cvery seven minutes of the day and night.
Hcre is also the keyboard of the carillon, which
was formerly played by hand. It resembles a com-
inon board with what seem to be a number of base-
ball bats extending from it.

“ Now, little Joséphine,” I said, “ show me the
grcat Carolus !'”

“ Oh, monsieur, it is forbiddcn to go up to that!
Aiid then the stairs are bad, too. Sincc the Eng-
hsh gcnticman had a fall there, no one has bcen
adinittcd !”

But | was determined not to lose this oppor-
vicw, So, quieting the fears of my little guide,
| took the key from her ring and, mounting the
riclcety stairway, unlocked the door. Little José-
phiiie sat on the steps and watchcd me. Soon I
was on a level with the body of the huge bell, the
greatest and best beloved of all the bells of Ant-
werp, and, indeed, ofall Belgium.

It is called Carolus, because it was given by the
Emperor Charles V. The popular belief is that
goid, silvcr, and copper enter into its composition,
and it is valued at nearly $100,000. 1 saw whcre
the clapper, from always striking in the same place,
had worn away the metal from the sides. Far below
liangs the rope, by which it is rung on raro occa-
siuns, with sixteen ends for as manyringers; and
cven sixteen strong bell-ringers are none too many.

W hile standing on a board which ran from onc
bcain to another, | made several notes in my
pocket sketch-book, and was stooping over to look
atihc enormous clapper, when there carne asudden
cry from my little guide, who was standing directly
below: “ Prefiez garde, monsieur! The board is
slipping!” And bcfore 1 could take a stcp to onc
of the beams, or catch bold of the huge wheel that
swings “ Ofd Carolus,” down cainemy frailsupport,
tiropping me on my back in adoud of dust. Hap-
liily, ihc fall was not great, only six feet or so,
and 1 was congratulating myself that it was no
worsc, when 1 saw that little Joséphine was lying
on the fioor, her eyes closed and with an ugly gash
upon her forchead. | ran to hcr, caught her up in
my arms, and, covcrecl with dust as I was, | hur-
ried down the shaky stairway, ran along the pas-
sage, and finally vcachcd the little room paved with
red tiles, where the cripplcd lacc-makcr was still
busily at woik over hcr ciishion and bobbins.
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568 HOW 1 SAW "OLD CAROLUS.

“ Quick!” | said, anxiously, forgetting in my
excitcment that probably I should not be under-
stood, “ Hurry! Some water! The little one has

been hurt— notbadly, I think,— but we mustlook
to her wound at once 1”7

I lemembered afterward that the little lace-
maker did just as | bade her, although I am surc
1 did not speak anything but English to her.

Tenderlyputtinglittle Joséphinedown.lcarefully
washed away the blood and dust from her temple,
the little oid lace-maker meanwhile chafing her
hands. 1 soon found thatthe hurt wasnota scrious
one. The edge of the boarcl had mcrtly grazecl
along her forehcad in coming down. I am not
an adept in surgery, but I flatter myself that on
that day, | niade a most artistic cffcct with stick-
ing plastev. Soon Joséphine opencd her eyes, and
her first words were for the doli, “ Lisettc.” Alas!
when 1 found " Lisette,” her beautiful glass head
was broken to splinters; but a whispercd promise
of a larger and grander “ Lisette” brought back
the smiles lo the face of my little friend, and as |

A VIEW PKOM THIlI TOWER

lefi thc snug abode high in the tower of Antwcrp
Cathedi-al, late thatevening, the oid grandam show-
ing me down the steep, dangerous steps, a smok-
ing lamp in her hand, little Joséphine was sleeping
quietly. I should like tohave seen her next morning,
u’hen, upon awaking, she found the shining twenty-
franc goldpiece which, inavery mysteriousmanm r,
had dvoppcd from somewhere, and tucked itself bc-
twecn thc pillowand her cheek, whereitlay all night.
And here is a little lettcr which | received in Paris
notlong afterward. | have translated it for you, and
I have been glad to think that perhaps the new doli
is as dear to little Joséphine as the othcr ‘‘ Lisette "

once was:
Anvers, Belgique, 15 June, la— .

ClHIEK Monsieur : | lhank you very much. (Jh.bow
large she is ! — large like a real baby I Yes. I calHiei-
“ Lisette,” because you asked me fo. My head i= all
well, only a little mark shows. 1 thank you very much
for your goodness. W ith great consideration and asanr-
anccs of my high esteem [poor little Josdpliine!], accept,
monsieur, the sincere homage of your devoted,

Joséphine D icetjrs.

OF A.-CTWSRF CATHEDRAL.
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THE DAYS OF THE DAISIES.
By Helen Thayer Hutchesin.

Hcigfi-ho [ the daisies !
The saucy frank faces

Laugh up one by one.
Heigh-ho ! the daisies,
And evei'y one gazes

Straight at the sun.
They leap while we sieep,
In a night, the world’s white

W ith the wind-shaken mazes.
Swinging and swaying,

and linking and locking,
Leaning, careening,

and sinking and rocking,

Heigh-ho ! the dance of the daisies !

Heigh-ho ! the daisies !

Thesoncy, slim gracesi

Jostling the roses

In trim garden closes,

Elbowing clovcr

All the world over;

Standing by waysidcs,

All the green May-tides,

Ragged and dust>-,

Like blitho beggarlusty,

Lusty and lazy,
Heigh-ho ! the vagabond daisy !

Heigh-ho! the tipsy
Jolly-faced gypsy!
W ayside soothsaycr,—
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Whom shall I marry ?
How long will he tarry ?
Soothsayer, truth-saycr,
Shall it be Rick, Rob, Havry or Larry ?
Say marry, say tarry,
Say ever, say ncver,
Or say what you may
O fa latc-lagging lover,
But give me a breezy life,
Give me an easy life,
Give me a lazy life,
Give me a daisy life,
itlH* Heigh-ho ! the daisy, all the world over 1
f»4
Heigh-ho ! the days of the daisies !
i The sheens and the sliadcs and the hazos 1
A ciroam o’ the noon,
Vi A glcam o’ the Moon,
o e Three wecks o’ May and two wccks o’ Juno,
' Heigh-ho ! the days of the daisies !

[in e They sprang tall
By the wall;
They shonc still
In the rill;
1 - They stood palé
In the vale ;
They possessed
The hill-crest;
They were white
In anight;
In a day they lay low,
All the host,
Sm )
Like the ghost
OfthclastW inter’s
I Snow !
ii They sank
Rank by rank,
They bowed lithe
To the scythe,
By the rill, by the wall
Did they nod to thcir fall,
W ith the plumc,
And the bloom,
Of the grass
and the clover.
Heigh-ho ! for a merry life,
mecrrily
over!



A WEE WORLD OF MY OWN,

By Helen Thayer Hutcheson.

There once used to lie
At the foot of a tice,

W here moss grew across and the violets were hiue,
A wee world of my own,
Where | played all alone,

My small, naked fingers all dabbled with dew,—
A grecn little world,
W here the tansy uncurled,

Small weeds dropped their seeds in thepalmofmy hand,
And the snail in his castle
Was mj' humblc vassal,

And crickets in caves — | was heir to the land !

*»

1 \voiild crecp
Soft asleep
To that wee world of mine. oW
Subduing myselfto the stillncss of flowers,
Breathing low,
Hoping so,
I might grow fairy-fine,
And steal my long days out of othor folks’ hours.
1 hoped to grow smaller
As others grow taller,
To brew draughts of dew in a brown acorn-cup,
And sit in the shade
That the white pebble made,
But I never gre\vdown, and | always gren' up.

<«

The weeds have outgrown me,
The crickets disown me,
The snail moved away, ! never knew where to —
And it falls out to-day,
In my big stupid way,
1 ’in 50 blind 1 can’'t find that Wee World 1am heir to.
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A BIT OF COLOR.

By Sarah Orne Jewett.

Chapter VII.

A fter thc great cxcitemcnt was over, Betty felt
very tired and unhappy. That night she could be
comforted only by Aunt Barbara's taking her into
her own bed, and being more affectionatc and sym-
pathetic than ever before, evcn talking late, like a
girl, about the Out-of-door Club plaiis. In spite
of this attcmpt to rcturn to evcry-day thoughts,
Betty wakcd next morning to much annoyanceand
trouble. She had feltasif thesadaffairsofyesterday
related only to the poor Fostcrs and hevself, but as
she wcnt down the Street, early, she was stopped
and questioned by cager groiips of people who
were trying to find out something more about the
discovery of Mr. Foster in the oid house. It
proved that he had leaped from a high window,
hurting himselfbadly by the fall, when he made his
escape from prison, and that he had been wander-
ing in the uoods for days. The officers had come
at once, and thcrc was a group of men outsidc thc
Fostcrs' house. This had a terrible look to Betty.
Everybody said that the doctor belicvcd thcrc was
but a slight chance for Mr. Foster’s life, and that
they were not going to try to take him back to
jail. He had been delirious all night. One or two
kindly disposed persons said that they pitied his
poor family more than ever, but most of thc neigh-
bors insisted that ‘‘it served Foster just right.”
Betty did her errancl as quickiy as possiblc, and
hastiiy brushed by some curious friends who tried
to detain her. She feltas if it were unkind and dis-
loyal to speak of her playmate’s trouble to every-
body, and the excitement and public concern of
the little village astonished her very much. She
did not know, until then, how the joy or trouble
of onc homc could affect the town as if it were
one hoiischold, Everybody spoke very kindiy to
her, and most people called her “ Betty,” whether
they had ever spoken to her before or not. The
women were standing at their front doors or their
gates, to hear whatcver could be tokl, and our
friend looked down the long strcct and felt that
it was like running thc gauntlct, to get home
again. Just then she mct thc doctor, looking
gray and troublecl, as if he had been awake all
night, but when he saw Betty his face brightcned.

“ Welldone, my little lady,” he said, ina cheer-

ful volee, which made her feel steady again, and
then he put his hand on Betty’'s shoulder and
looked at her very kindly.

‘*Oh, Doctor! may | walk along with you a
little way?” shc faltercd. ‘‘Everybody asks me
to tell 7

“ Yes, yes, | know all about it,” said the doctor;
and he turned and took Betty’'s hand as if she
«ere a child, and they walked away togethev. It
was well known in Tideshead that Dr. Prince did
not like to be questioned about his patients.

‘*1was wondering whether | oiight to go to see
Nelly,” said Betty, as they carne near the house.
‘1 have n’t seen her since | carne home with

her ycsterday. 1— did n't quite daré to go inas |
carne by.”

“ W ait until lo-morvow, perhaps,” said thc doc-
tor. ‘“*The poor man will be gone then, and 7Ot

will be a greater comfort. Go over through thc
garden. You can climb thc fences, | darc say."
and he looked at Betty with a quccr little sinile.
Perhaps he had seen her sometimcs Crossing the
fields with Mary Beck.

‘* Do you mean that he is going to die to-clay?”

asked Betty, with great awe. ‘*QOiight | tu go
then?”

‘"Leve may go where common kindness is shiit
out,” said Dr. Prince. ‘‘You have done a great

deal to make those poor clhldren happy, this sum-
mcr. They had been treated in a very narrov-
minded way. It was not like Tideshead,! iniist
say,” he added, ‘‘but people are shy sometimcs,
and Mrs. Foster herself could not bear to sec the
pity in her neighbors’ faces. It will be casier for
her now.”

“ | kcep thinking, whatifitwere my own papa
said Betty softly. " He could n't be so wicked, but
he miglu be ili, and I not there.”

‘“*Dear me, no!” said the doctor heavtily, and
giving Betty’'s hand a tight grasp, and a litilc
swing to and fro. ‘‘1suppose he 'shaving a capi-
tal good time up among his glaciers? 1 wish that
I were with him fora month’s holiday,” and at ilns
Betty was quite cheerful again.

Now they stopped at Betty's own gate. ‘' “ou
must take your Aunt Mary in hand a little, before
you go away. There’s nothing serious thc m.it-
ter now, only lack of exercise.”



“ Slie clid come to my tca-party in the garden,”
responded Betty, with a faint smile, “ and | think
somctimes she almost gets cnoiigh courage to go
to walk. She did n'tsleep at all last night, Serena
said this morning.”

“You see, slie does n't need sleep,” explained
Hr. Prince, quite professionally. “ We are all made
to run about the world and to work. Your aunt is
ahvaysmakingblood and muscle with such a good
appetite, and then she never uses them, and nature
iscleverat revenges. Lether hunt the ficlds, asyou
do, and she woukl sleep like a top. | cali it a
ciisease of too-wellness, and | only know how to
doctor sick people. Now there ’'s a lesson for you
to rcflectupon,” and the busy doctor went hurrying
back to where he had left his horse standing, when
he first cauglit sight of Betty’s white and anxious
fiice.

As she entered the house, Aimt Barbara was just
Corning out. “ I am goingto seepoor Mrs. Foster,
my dear, or to askfor her at the door,” she said, and
Serena and Letty and Jonathan all carne forward to
askwhether Betty knewany later news. Seth had
been loitering up the strcet most of the morning,
with feelings of great excitement, but he prcsentiy
carne back with instructions from Aunt Barbara
to wced the long box-borclers behind the liouse,
which he somewhat iinwillingly obcyed.

A fcw days later the excitenient was at an end,
the sad funeralwas over, and on Sunday the Fosters
were at church in their appealing black clotbes.
Evcrybody had been as kind as they knew how to
be, but there were no faces so welcome to the sad
family as our little Betty’s and the doctor’s.

‘It comes of simply following her instinct to be
kindand doright,” said the doctor to Aunt Barbara,
onc day. “ The child does n’'tthink twicc about it,
as most of us do. We Tideshead people are ter-
ribty afraid of one another, and have to go through
just so much, before we can take tbhe next step.
There 's no way to gct right things done but to
siinply fio them. But itis n't so much what your
Bclty does, as what she is.”

She has grown into my oid heait,” said Aunt
Barbara. “ | can notbearto think ofhergoing away
and taking the sunshine with her!— and yctshe has
her faults of course,” addcd the sensible oid lady.

Chapter VIH,

The Leicester household had been so long drift-
ing into astaicl and ceremonious fashion of life, that
this visit of Betty's threatened at times to be dis-
turbirg. If Aunt Barbara’s hcart had not been
keptyoung, undcr all her austcre look and manners,
Boity might have felt constrained more than once,
but there always was au excuse to give Aunt Mary,

when she complaincd of too much chattcring on
the front door steps, or too much scurrying up and
down stairs from Betty’s room. It was impossible
to count the number of times that important seciets
had to be considered, in the course of a weck, or to
undcrstand why there sverc so many flurrics of ex-
citement among the girls of Beity's set, while the
general course of cvents in Tideshead flowcd so
smoothly. Miss Barbara Leicester was always a
frank and outspokcn person, and the young people
were sure to hear her opinién whenever they asked
forit; but she herselfseemed to grow yoiinger, in
these days, and Betty pleased her immenscly one
day, when it was mentioned that a certain person
who wore caps, and was what Betty called “ poky,”
was about Miss Barbara’s age: “ Aunt Barbara,
you are always the same age as anybody except a
baby!”

“ 1 must acknowledge thai I feel younger than
my grand-nicce, sometimes,” said Aunt Barbara,
with a funny little laugh ; but Betty was piizzlcd to
know exactly what she ineant.

In one cérner of the upper story of the large oid
house there was a deiightfui little place by one of
the dormer-windows. It lightcd the crooked stair-
way,which carne up to the opcn gariet-floor, and
somc bedrooms which sverc finished off in a row.
Betty lemembered piaying with her doils in this
pleasant little cérner on rainy days, years before,
and revived its oid namc of the “ cubby-housc.”
Her father had kept his guns and a collection of
minarais there, in his boyhood. Itwas over Betty’s
osvn room, and noiscs made there did not affect Aunt
Mary’s nerves, while it was a great relicf from the
dignity of the best bedroom, or, stillmore, the lower
rooms of the house, to bctake one’s sclf with one’s
friend to this qucer-shapcd, brown-raftcred little
corner of the world. There was a great sea-chcst
under the eaves, and an astouncling fireboard, with
a picture of Apollo in his chariot. There was a
shelf svith some oid brown books that everybody
had forgotten, a broken guitar and a comfortable
wooden rocking-chair beside Betty’'s favorito pcrch
in the broad window-seat that lookcd out into the
tops of the trees. Her father’s boyish tropliies of
rose-quartz and beryl cry'stals and mica, sverc still
scattered along on the narrow lcdgcs of the oid
beams, and hanging to a nail overhead ss'cre two
dusty bunchcs of pennyroyal, which had left a
mild fragrance behind them as they withcred.

Betty had added to this array a toppling light
stand from another part of the garrct and a china
mugwhich she kcpt full of fresh wild flosscrs. She
pinned London Craphic picturcs here and there, lo
makc alittle brightncss, and there were somc ofher
favorito artist’'s (Caldccott’s) sketches of country

‘Hil



yd.

H
|

ik

o

Mi,

squires and damcs, repioduccd in faintbright colors,
which looked delightfully in keeping with their sur-
roundings. As midsuinmer carne on, the cubby-
house grew too hot for comfort, but one afternoon,
whenrain had been falling allthe morning to cool the
high roof, Mary Beck and Betty sat thcrc together
in great comfort and pcace. See for yoursclf, Mary
in the rocking-chair and Betty in the window-seat;
they were decp in tliought of girlish problems, and,
as usual, taking nearly oppositc sides. They had
been discussing their plans for the future. Mary
Beck had confessed that she wished to learn to be
a splendid singer and sing in a grcat churcli or even
in public concerts. She knew she could, if she were
only well taught; but there was nobody to give her
lessons in Tideshead, and hcr mother would not
hear ofher goingto Rivcrport twicea week.

“ She says that | can keep up with my singing
at homc, and she wants me to go into the choir,
and | can’t bear it. | hate to hcav ‘ we can’t afford
it,) and | ainsure to, if I set myheart onanything.
Mother says tliat it will be time enough to learn to
sing when 1 am through school. Oh, dear me 1”
and poor Mary looked disappointed and fretful.

A dishcartcning picture of the present Becky on
the concert-stage flashed through Bctty’s usually
hopeful mind. She felt aheavtache, asshe thought
of her fricnd’s unfitness and inevitable disappoint-
ment. Bccky— plain, ungainly, honest Becky— felt
itinhcr todo great things, yetshe hardly knew what
great things were. Pcrsons of Bctty’s age never
count upon having ycars of time in which to make
themselves better. Evevything must be finally de-
cided by the State of things at the moment. Ycars
of patient study svere sure to dcvclop the wondcrful
gift of Becky’s strong, swect voice.

“Why don’t you sing in the choir, Becky?”
asked Bettysuddcnly. ‘'lItwould make the singing
so much better. | should love to do it, if | could,
and it would help to make Sunday so pleasant for
everybody, to hear you sing. Poor Miss Fedge’s
voice sounds so funny, does n’t it? Sing me some-
thing now, Becky dear; sing ‘ Bonny Doon ' !”

But Becky took no notice of the request.
“ What do you mean to be, yoursclf? ” she asked
her companion, with grcat intercst.

“ You know that | can’t sing fior paint for do
any ofthose things,” answered Betty, humbly. “ 1
used to wish that | could write books when 1 grew
up, orat any rate help Papa to write his. 1 am
alinost discouraged, though Papasays | must keep
on trying to do the things I rcally wish to do.”
And a bright flush covered BcUy’s eager face.

“ Oh, Becky dear !” she said suddenly. “ You
have something that | envy you more than yoiir
singing evcn : just living at hoine in one place and
having your mother and the boys. | am always

wishing and vvishing, and telling myself stories
about living somewhere in the same house all the
time, with Papa, and having areal home and taking
care of him. You don’t know how good it would
feel! Papa says the bestwe can do now, is to make
a homc wherever we are, for ouiselves and otliers —
butwe think it is pretty hard, sometimes.”

“ Well, I think the nicest thing would be to see
the world, as you do,” insistcd Mary Beck. " I just
hate dusting and keeping things to rights, and
I nc\-er shall learn to cook! 1 like to do fancy
work pretty well.  You would think Tideshead ivas
pcrfectly awful, in winter 1”7

“ Why should it be ?” asked Betty innoccntly.
“ Winter is house-time, 1 savc things to do in
winter, and — ”

“ Oh,youareso pieachy, you are so good-natured,
you bclieve all the prim things that grown pcuple
say 1”7 cxclaimed Becky. “ Whatwould you sai if
you ncvcr went to Boston but once, and then h.id
a toothachc all tlie lime ? You have bccn cverv-
where, and you think it great fun so stay a liitlc
while in poky oid Tideshead, this onc sumraer!”

“ Perhaps itis because | have seen so many oilier
places that | know just how pleasant Tideshead is.”

“ Well, I want to see other places, too,” main-
taincd the dissatisficd Bccky.

“ Papa says that we ourselves are the places we
live in,” said Betty, as if it took a great dcal of
courage to tcll Mai-y Beck so unwelcome a truth.
“ 1 like to rcmcmber just what he says, for sume-
times, when 1 have n't undcrstood at first, some-
thing wili happcn, maybe a year aftcr, to make it
flash right into my mind. Once | heard a girl say
London was stupid; just think 1 London 1"

Mary Bcck was rocking steadily, but Bott)' sat
still with her fecton the window-seat and her hands
dasped about her knecs. She could look dmrn
into the grcen yard below, and watcli some birds
that were fluttcring nearby in the wct trees. The
wind blew in very soft and swect aftcr the rain.

“ 1 used to think, when | was a little hitof a girl,
that 1 would be a missionary, but | sliould pcr-
fcctly hate it now !” said Mary, with grcat vehe-
mence. “ ljust hate to go to Sunday-school and be
asked the questions; it makes me pricklc all over.
I always feel sorry when ! wakc up and find itis
Sunday morning. 1 suppose you think tliat s
hcathen and horrid.”

“ 1 have al'vat's had my Sunday lessons with
Papa; he rcads to me, and gives nve some-
thing to learn by hcatt — a hymn or some very,
very lovely verses of poctvy. | suppose that his
telling me what things in the Biblc really mean
keeps me from being ‘ pricldy " when other peoifle
talk about it. What made you wish to be a mis-
sionary ?” Betty inquircd, with intcrest.



“ Oh, there used to be some who carne here and
talked in the vestry Sunday evenings about riding
o1 doiikeys and camels. Sometimes they would
dress up in Syrian costumes, and | used to look
Giandpa’'s Missionary Herald al! througli, to find
their fiames afterward. It ivas so nice to liear
about their travels and the natives, but that was a
iong while ago,” and Becky rocked angrily, so that
thc boards creaked underneath.

" Last summer | used to go to such a dear oid
church, in the Isle of Wight,” said Betty, " You
could look out of the open door by our pew and sce
the oid churchyard and look away over the green
downs and the blue sea. You could see the poppics
in the fields and hear thc larks, ton.”

“What kind of a church was it?” .nsked Mary,
with suspicion. “ Episcopal ?”

Yes,” answered Betty, " Church of England,
people say there.”

“ lheard somebody say once that your father was
very la-cin religious mattcrs,” said Becky seriously.

” 1 'd rather be very lax and love my Sundays,”
said Betty severely. “ 1 don’t think it makes any
difTerence, really, about what one docs in church.
| want to be good, and it hclps me to be in church
and think and hear about it. Oh dear ! my foot’s
gctting asleep,” said Betty, beginning to pound it
up and down. The two girls did not like to look
atoach other; they weicconsideringquestions that
were very hard to talk about.

| suppose it 's being good that made you rim
after Nelly Foster. 1 wished that 1 had gone to see
hcrmore, when you went; but she used to act hate-
fiillly sometimes bcfoi-e you carne. She used tocry
in school, though,” confessed Becky.

‘“1did n't ‘run nftcr’ her. You do cali things
such dvcadful fiames, Mary Bcck! There, 1 'm
gelting cross, my foot is all stinging.”

‘mTuvn it just the other way,” advised Mary
eagerly. “ Lct me pound it for yon,” and she
briskly went to the resciic. Bcttv wondered
afresh why she liked this friend herself, so mucli,
and yet disliked so many things that she said and
did.

Serena always said tliat Betty had a won’t-you-
pleasc-like-mc sort of way with her, and Mary Beck
kitit more than ever asshe returncd to her rocking-
chairand jogged on again, but she could notbend
ftoin her iiigh sense of disap|jrovnl immediately.

What do you think thc linjust steward parable
nieans, then ?” she asked, not cxactly rctiirning to
jne fray, but with an injured manner. " It isin the
Sunday-schoo! lesson to-morrow, and | can’t under-
stand it a bit,— | ncver could.”
~ “Nor 1,” said Betty, in a most chccrful tone.

See here, Becky, it does n’t rain, and we can go
®&nd ask Mr, Grant to tell iis about it.”

‘*Go ask the minister 1 ” exclaimed Mary Beck,
much shockcd. “ Why, would you daré to?”

‘“That’s what ministers are for,” answered Betty
" W e can stay a little while and see the
Come now, Becky,” and Becky
reiuctantly carne. She was to think a gicat many
times afterward of that talk in the garret. She
was beginning to doubt whether she had really
succceded insettlingallthe questions of life, at the
age of fifteen.

The two friends wentalong arm-in-arm under the
stiildripping trees; the paisonage wassome distance
up the long Tideshead Street, and the sun was com-
ing out as they stood on the doorsteps. The min-
ister was amazcd when he found that these parish-
ioners had come to have a talk with him in the
study, and to ask something directly at his willing
hands. He preachcd thc better for it, next day,
and the two girls listened the better. As for Mary
Bcck, the revelation to her honest heartof having a
right in the minister, and the welcome convenience
of his fund of knowledge and his desire to be of use
to her personally, was an immense surpriso; kind
Mr.Granthadbeenapartofthe dreaded Sundays,—
a fixture of the day and the church and the pulpit,
before that; he was, indirectly, a reproach, and,
until this day, had never seemed like other people
cxactly, oran every-day friend. Perhaps the good
man wondered ifitwere not his own fault, alittle,
he tried to be very gay and friendly witli his own
girls at supper-timc, and said afterward that they
must have Mary Bcck and Betty Leicestcr to take
tea with them some time during thc next wcck.

‘*But there are others in thc parish who will
feel hurt,” urged Mrs. Grant anxiously, and Mr.
Grant only answered that there must be a dozen
tea-partics, then, as if there were no such things as
sponge-cakc and ceremony, in the world !

simply.
girls, if he is busy.

CH.AIniiR IX.

T he Out-of-door Club in Tideshead was slow
in gelting under way, but it was a great success at
last. Its first cxpcdition was to the Pickneil farm
to see the place whcre there had been a great bat-
tle with the Fvcnch and Indians, in oid times, and
the relies of a bcaver-dam were to be inspected
besides. Mr. Pickneil carne to talk about thc plan
with Miss Barbara Leicester, who was going to
drive out to the farm in the aftcrnoon, and then
walk back with the Club, as besought by Betty.
She was higlily ploased with the eagei ncss of her
young neighbors, who had discovered in her an

linsuspccted sympathy and good-fcllowship at
the time of Betty’s June tca-party. It had been
a pity to makc-bclicve be oid in all these late

yeare, and giow more and more a stranger to the
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young people. Perhaps, if tlie Club proved a suc-
cess, it svould be a good tbing to have winter
meetings too, and rcad togcther. Somehow Miss
Barbara had never before knosvn exactly what to
do for the young folks. She could have a little
entcrtainment fnr them in the evcning. Miss
Mary Leicester was taken up with the important
business of her own fancicd invalidism, but it
might be a very good thing for her to take some
part in such pleasant plans. Under all Aunt liar-
bara’s shyness and liabit of formality, Betty liad
discovered her wnrin and gcneious hcart. They
had become fast rricnds, and, to tell the trnth, Aunt
Mary was beginning to have an uneasy and wist-
ful consciousness that she was causing herselfto be
left out of many plcasurcs.

The gloom and general concern at the time of
the Fosters’ sorrow had caused the first Club meet-
ing to be postponed until early in August, and
then, thoiigh August wcather would not sccm so
good for out-of-door expcditions, this one Wednes-
day dawnecl likcacool, clear Juneday; and at three

1HE *“ CUDBY.HOUSB.”

o’clock the fresh eastcrly wind had not coased
to blow and yet had not brouglit in any seaward
clouds. There were eleven boys and girls, and Miss
Barbara Leicester made twclvc, while with the t'vo
Picknells the Club coimted fourteen. The Fosters
promised to come, later in the summer, but they
did not feel in the Icast hurt becausc some of thcir
friends urged them to join the chcerful company
this very day, Itscemed to Betty asif Nelly looked
brighter and somehow unafraid, now that the first
miserable weeks had gone. It may have been that
poor Nelly was lighter-hearted already than she
often had been in her father’s lifetime.

Betty and Mary Bcck walked together. .at first,
but George Max asked Mary to walk with him, so
they partcd. Betty liked Harry Foster beiler
than any otlicr of the boys and really missecl liim
to-day. She was brimful of plans about per-
siiading her father to hclp Harry to study natura
history. W liile the Club was gctting rcady to wah;
two by two,Betty suddenly rcmembcrecl she was au
odd one, and hastily took her place betwcen i't



Grants, insisting that they three must lead the
procession. The timid Grants were fiiO of fun that
doy, for awonder, and a meri-y head to the proces-
sion Ihey were with Betty, walking fast and walking
-lowly, and leading the uay by shon cuts cross-
ciuntry with great spirit. They called a halt to
Dick huckleberrics, and they dared the Club to
cioss a wide brook on insecure stepping-stoncs.
Lverybody made fun for everybody clsc whenevcr
they saw an opportunity, and when they reached
tliePicknellfarm, quite warmandexcited, they were
.nniiounced politely by Georgc Max as “ the Out-of
hrcath Club.” The shy Picknells wore their best
Sunday while dresses, and the long white farm-
house with its gambrcl i-oof seemed a delightfully
'uady place as the Club sat still awhile to cool
.and rest itself and drink some lemonade. Wi-s.
I'icknell was a thin, bright-eyed little woman, who
had the reputation of being the best housckeeper
in tiwn. Shc was particularly kind to Betty Leices-
ter,who was after all no more a stranger to her than
were some of the others who carne. It was lovely
to see how Mis. Pickneli and Julia were so proud
of Mary’s gift for drawing, and evidently managed
so that she should have time for it. Mary had
bcgun to go to Rivcrport cvery week for a lesson.
' She heard that Mr. Clinturn, the famous artist,
was spending the summecr there, and stavtcd out
by hcrself oiie day to ask him to givc her lessons,”
iirs. Pickneli told Betty proudly. *“ He said, at
that he could n’t sparc the time; but | liad
arkcd Mary to take two or three of her sketches
wiii hcr, and when he saw them he said that it
wi lid be a pleasure to help her all that he could.”
"1do think this picturc of tiic oki |iacket-boat
Corning up the river is the pretiiest of all.  Oh,
hcTC 's Aunt Barbara: do come and see this,
A'mty !'” said Betty, with grcat enthusiasm. “ It
in.akes me think of the afternoon | carne to you.”
Miss Leicester took out hcreyeglasscs and iookcd
as shc was bidden. “ It is a charming little water-
color,” she said, with delighted surprise. *“ Did
you really teach yoursclf until this suminer?”
lonlyhad myplaypaint-box, until lastwinter,”
said Mary Pickncll. “ 1 am so glad you like it,
Miss Leicester.” For Miss Leicester had many
really beautiful pictures ofher own, and her praise
was wortii having.
fhen Mr. Pickneli took his stick from bchind
the door, and lcd the company ofguests out across
the fields to a sloping rough piece of pasture land,
"mitli @ noisy brook at the bottom, where a terrible
hutde had been fought in the oid Frcnch and
iidi.in war. lie read them an account of it from
e r- Parkman’s history, and told all the neighbor-
ood traditions of the frigluenccl settlers, and burnt
loases, and murdered childrcn and very oid people,
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and the terrible march ofa few captives through
the winter woods to Cafiada. How his own great-
great-graiulfather and grandniothcr were driven
away from homo, and each belicved the other dead,
for three years, until the man cscapod and then
went, hearing that his wife was alivc, to buy her
frecdom. They carne to the farm again and were
buricd in the oid burying-lot, sidc by skie.

“ Therewasa partofthestory which you leftout,”
Mrs. Pickneli said. " When they killotl the litile
baby the liidians told its poor mother not to cry
about it or they would kill her too; and when hcr
tears would fall, a kind-hearted squaw was clever
enough to throw some water in the poor woman’s
face, so that the men only laughcd and thought it
was a taunt and not done to hide fcars, at all.”

“ 1 have not heard such stories for years. We
ought to thank you heartily,” said Miss Barbara,
when the battlc-ground had been shown and the
Club bad heard all the intercsting things that were
known about the grcat fight. Tlien thej- cainc
back b)- «ay of the oid fainily burying-place and
read thequaintepitaphs which Mr. Pickneli himsclf
had cut deepcr and kept from wearing away. It
seemed that they never could forget the oid farm's
history.

“ I maintain that every oid place in town otight
to have its history kept,” said Mr. Pickneli. “ Now,
you boys and girls, what do you know about the
places where you live? W hy don’t you make town-
clerksofyourselves ? Take the edges of almanacs
if you can’t afford ablank-book and make notesof
things, so thatdates will be kept for those who come
aftcr you. Mostofyou live whcre your great-grand-
fathers did, and you ought to know about the oid
folks. Most of what | 've kept alive about this oid
farm, | learned from my great-grandmother, who
lived to be a very oid woman, and liked to tell me
stories in the long winter evenings when | w.asa boy.
Now w e’ll goand see where the bcavers used to
biiild, downhere where the saltwater makes iipinto
the outlet of the brook. Plenty of their logs lay
there moss-covered, when | was a grown man.”

Somchow tbegcttingacqu.iinted wiih cacli other
in a nciv way, was the best jlart of the Club, aftcr
all. It was quite another thing from cven sitting
sicle-by-sidc in school, 10 walk these two or thrcc
miles together. Betty Leicester h.ad taught her
Tideshead cronies something of her own liicky
secret of taking and making the picasures thatwere
ciéose at hand. It was great good fortune to gct
hold of a conimon wcalth of intcrest and association
by meansofthe Club; and as Mr, Pickneli and Miss
Leicester talked about Ihe founders and pioneers
of the carliest Tideshead farms, there was not a boy
fior girl who did not have a scnsc of pride in bclong-
ing to so valiant an oid town. They could plan



a dozen expcditions to places of historie intcrest.
There had been even witchesin Tideshead, and sol-
diers and scholars to find out aboutand rcmembecr.
There was no better way of learning American his-
tory (;isMiss Leicestersaid) than tostudy thoroughly
the history of a single New England villagc. As
for newer towns in the West, they were all children
of some earlLer scttlements, and nobody could tell
how far back a little careful study would lead.

There was time for a good game of tennis after
the stories were told, and the play was watched
with great cxcitemcnt, but sume of the Club girls
strayed about the oid house, pan of which had been
a garrison-house. The doors stood open and the
sunshine fcll pleasantly across the floors of the oid
rooms. Usually, they mcantto go picknicking, but
to-day the Picknells had asked their friends to tea,
and a dclicious country supper it was. Then they
all sang, and Mary Beck’s clear voice, as usual, led
all the rest. It was sevcn o'clock before the party
was over. The cvening was coolcr than August
evenings usually are, and after many leave-takings
the Club set off afoot toward the town.

“ What a good time ! ” said Betty to the Grants
and Aunt Barbara, for she had claimed one Grant
and Ict Aunt Barbara walk with the other, and
everybody said “ what a good time,” at least twice,
as they walked down the lafie to the road. There
they stopped for a minute to sing another verse of
“ Good-night, Ladies,” and indccd went away sing-
ing along the road, until at last the steepncssof the
hill made them quiet. The Picknellsin thcir door-
way listened as long as they could.

At the top of the long hill the Club stopped for
a minute, and kept very still to hcar the hermic-
thrushes singing, and did not notice at first that
three persons were coming toward them, a tall man
and a boy and girl. Suddenly Betty’s hcart gave
a great beat. The taller figure was swinging a stick
to and fro, ina way thatshe knew well, the boy was
Harry Foster and the girl was Nelly. Surcly,— but
thcother? Ob, itwas Papal “ Oh, and
Betty gave a strangc little laugh and flcw before the
rest of the Club, tvho were still walking slowly and
sedatelv, and threw herself into her fathci’s arms.
Then Miss Leicester hurried, too, and the restof the
Club broke ranks and felt for a minute as if their
pcace ofmincl was troublcd.

But Betty’s Papa was equal to this cmergcncy.
“ This must be Becky, but how grown !” he said
to Mary Bcck, holding out his hand cordially,
“ and George Max ? and the Grants, and— Frank
Grane, is it? | usccl to play with >oiir father,”
and so Mr. Leicester, pioncered by Betty, shook
hands with everybody and was made most welcome.

“ You sce that I know you all very well through
Betty ! So nobody believcd that 1 could come on

the next train after my lelter, and get here almnst
assoon?” he said, holding Betty’s hand tightcr than
ever and looking at her as if he wishcd to kiss lier
agair». He did kiss her again, it being his own
Betty. They were very fond of each other, tliese
two; but some of their friends agrccd with Aunt
Barbara, who alw'aj's said that her nephew \\us
much too young to have the responsibility of so
tall a girl as Betty Leicester.

Nobody noticed that Harry and Nelly Foster
were there too, in the first moment of cxcitement,
and so the firstawkwardness of taking up every-<iny
life again with their friends was passed over easily.
Nobody everthought to ask how Mr, Leicester had
happencd to give Harry and Nelly a share in the
surprise of hiscoming — but everybody was glad to
know that Harry’s collection of insects and liis
scientific tastes had won great approval from a man
of Mr. Leicester's fame, and that the boy was to be
forwarded in his studics as fast as possiblc.

W ho shall tell the wondcr of the Club overa
phonograph which Mr. Leicester brought «ith
him ? and hosv can one short story tell the delight
of the two weeks that he stayed in Tideshead ? i
was altogcther the plcasantest summer thnt had
ever been, and Papa and Betty had a inre
holiday together. Aunt Mary and Aunt Barbara,
Serena and Letty, and Seth and Jonathan, were
all in a whirl from morning until night. Serena
thought that the phonograph was an invention of
the devil, and after hearing the imcanny little
machine repeat that very uncomplimcntary remntk
which she had just made about it, she was siircr
than before. Serena did not relisli being callctl
an invention of the evil one, herself, but it does
not do to cali ilames at a phonograph.

“ IT was lonely when | first carne,” said Bi tiy,
the evening before she was to go away, as site
walked to andfrobetwccn the box-borders wiili licr
father, “ but I like everybody better and bettvr —
even poor Aunt Mary,” she added in a whisper. "It
is lovcly to live in Tideshead. Sometimes one
gets cross though, and it is so provoking about
the Icft-oiit ones and the won’'t-play oncs, and the
ones that want everything done some other way,
and then let yon do it after all. But | thoughtat
first it was going to be so stnpid, and that nobody
svould like any of tbe things I clid, and hcrc is Mary
Pickncllwhocan paintbcautifully,and Hany hostcr
knows so many of the things you do, and George
Max is a splcndid scholar, and so is JimBeck. aiH
poor dear Bccky can sing like a bird, when she fecis
good-naturcd. Why. Papa clear, 1 do bclicve th.u
there is one person in Tideshead of cvcry kin®
the world. And Aunt Barbara isa diichess 1"

I never saw so grand a duchcss as yotu AuJ'



Barbaia in her very best gown,” said Betty’s papa,
mebut | have n’t seen all the duchesscs there are in
existence.”

Oh, Papa, dolctuscomeandlivcheretogcther,”
picaded the girl, with shining eyes. “ Must you
gn back to England for veiy long? Aftcr | see
Mrs. Duncan and the rest of the people in London,
I am so afraid | sliall be
lilmiesick.  You can keep
on liaving the cubby-house
for a very private study,
and | know you could
«rite beautifully on the
rainy days, when the elin
branches make such a nice
noise on the roof. Oh,
Papa, dolet us come sonie-
lime!”

“ Bometime,” repeated
Mr. Leicestcr, with great
awurance. “ How would
next summer do, for in-
siancc ? | have been talk-
ing with Aunt Barbara
ablut it, and we have a
grand plan for thc writing
ofa newbook, and having
some friends of mine come
licrc too, and the doing of
great works. | shall need
a stenographer and we
are "

mThose other people
could Uve at the Fosters,”
Betty intenupted hiin,
dclighteclly entcring into
the plans. She was used
to ilic busy little colonics
of ~tudents who gathered
round her father.

‘ Here comes Mr.
M.irsli, the tcaclier of thc
Acadcmy, tosee you,” and
slic danced away on the
tips of her toes.

‘'mSerena and Letty 1 |
am coming back to stay
all nextsummer, and Papa too,” she said, when she
reached the iniddlc of the kitchen.

“ fhank thc goodness!” said Serena. “ Only
dtin't let your pa bring his talking-machino to
save up everybody’s foolish spceches. Your aunt
saul this morning that what | ouglu to ha’ said

it ivas ' Miss Leicestcr, wc'rc all out o’ silgar.
But thc silgar’s goin’ tolnst longer when yoii'rc
Konc. | expcct we shall miss you,” said thc good
"miornan, with great fceling.

nUTTV AM> HER FATHI-.R

Now, cverything was to be done next summer:
all the things that Betty had forgotten and all that
she had planned and could not cany out. It was
very sad to go away. when thc time carne. Poor
Aunt Mary fairly cried, and said that she was going
to try hard to be better in health, so that she could
do more for Betty when she carne next ycijr, and

IN THE CARDEN

she should miss their reading logether, sadly ; and
Aunt Barbara hcld Betty very ciése for a minute
and said, “ God blcssyou, iny darling,” though she
had never called her “ my darling ” before.

And Captaiii Bcck carne over to say good-bye,
and wished that they could have gone down by thc
packet-boat, as Betty carne, and gave our friend a
little brass pocket-compass, which he liad carricd
to sea many ycars. The minister carne to cali in
the evening, with his girls, and the dcarold doctor



carne in next morning, though he was always in a
hurry, and kissed Betty most Idndly, and heldhcr
hand in both bis, while he said that he liad lost a
good dcal of practicc, lately, because shc kept the
young folks out of doors, and he did not know
abourictting hcr come back another summer.

But.whcn poor Mrs. Foster carne, with Nelly,
and thankcd Betty for bringing a ray of sunshinc
into her saclhome, it was almost too inuclitobear;
and good-bye must be said to Becky, and that
was as hard as anything, until they tried to talk
about what they would do next summer, and how
often they must write to each other in tlrc winter
moiiths between.

“ Whv, sometimes | have been afraid that you
did n't like me,” said Betty, as hcr friend’s tears
again began to fall.

“ It was only because 1 did n t like myself,
Becky, forlornly.

said
It was a most sad leave-taking,
but there were many recollections thatBecky would
like to think over when her new-old fricntl had
fairly gone.

‘I never felt as if I really bclongcd to any place,
until now. You mustalways say that | am Betty
Leicester of Tideshead,” said Betty to hcr father,
after she had looked back in silence from the car-
window for a long time, Aunt Barbara had come
to the station with them and was taking the long

XO0T A UVELV UOOK,

drive home alone, with only Jonathan and the slow
horses— Bctty's thoughts followed her all along
the familiar road. Last nightshe had put the little
red silk sliawlback into hcr trunk with a sorry sigli.
Everybody had been so good to hcr, while shc liad
done so little for any one !

But Aunt Barbara was really dreading to go back
to the oid housc, she knew that she should nii-s
Betty so much !

Papa-Nvasreadmg already; be always read in the
cars himself, but be never liked to have Betty do su.
He looked up now, and something in bis dauglitk; s
face made him put down his book. She was no
longer only a playmate, hcr face was veri- gr.uc
andswcet. “ | musttry not to scurry about ilic
world as 1 have done,” he thought, as he glan.cd
at Betty again and again. “ We oughttohmca
home, both of us; hcr mother would have known;
— a girl should grow up in a home and getagni’s
best life out of the cares and pleasures of it.”

“ 1 am afraid you won’t wish to come down to
doing the hospitalities of lodgings this winfr,”
said Mr. Leicester, * Perhaps wc had betterlnok
for a house of our own near the Duncans ?”

“ Oh, we 'rcsurc to have the best ofgood tinu;!"
said Betty chccrfully, as if there were dangcr ofliis
being low-spirited. ‘‘W e mustwaitabout all thai,
Papa dear, until we are in London.”

IICT SO INSTRCCTIVE FU8 VOUNt POLK .



MAMMY'S STORY.

By Susan Archer W eiss.

Ah !well do I rccall how, jn the happy olden

days,

| sat beside the nurscry fire and saw thc hickory
blaze;

While | hcard thc wind without, and the splash-
ing of the rain,

And the broad magnolias tapping at the dvip-
ping window-paiic,

When Mammy, rocking slowly, with the baby
on her knee,

Toid many a wondrous story— “ jus’ ez true cz
true could be !”

‘m Well-oncedarwuztwoleetleboys.name'Jeems
and Johnny Woodj

All’Jeems wuz bad ez bad could be — an’Johnny,
he wuz good-
Deir Ma, she liad a bag o’ gol’ hkl in de cubbv-

hole,—

An’Jeems he foun’ it out, an’ all dat heap o’
ilioney stole !

All’ den he run away, so fas' he los’ a nibber
shoe,

An’ lef bis Ma an’ br'cr so poo’, dey dunno
«liat to do!

CLIMBING THE
By Ripley

The fishermen, in the little Frcnch-Canadian
‘'miillage of Percé, thouglit Moriarty liad lost his
sciises when he declared tliat he ivoiild cliiib the
Pierced Rock. There was no cliff like it on the
roast of the Province of Quebcc. Onc huge niass
nf iiiotticd red-and-yellow limestone rose thrce
hundred feet abovc the sea, with nearly pcrpen-
<leuiar ivalls. It was a great ledge a quartor of a
n'i elong, ending in a sharp pointlike the prow of
aslup on the landward side, a pistol-shot from the
shore. At low tidc on the Southern side onc could
"alk along a sand-bar lo thc base of thc rock.

“Well-Johnny for his poo’ Mamma he wucked
de bes’ he could,
Tel once she sent him to de swamp to chop some

piny-svood;

An’ dar a lot o’ galors come — er frce,erro’, er
FIVE!

An’ de biggcst gobbled Johnny up, an swollered
him alive !!

An’ dar, inside de critter’'s maw, why, what did
he bchol’

But de oder Injy-nibber shoe, an’ his muddci’s
bag o’ gol’ !l'!

* Well-dcn he tuck his Icetle axe, an’ right

aivay he hack

Tel he chop a mons’ous holc right frough de
‘gatoi’s ugly back!

Den out he pop, an’ ncbber stop tclhe reech his
mudder's doo’

An’ poured de sliinin’ nioney dar, right on de
parlor lloo’ !

Now, honey! miii'an’'mcmber dis, from de tale
you jes been tol’,—

De bad, dey allus comes to bad— an' de good,
dey gits degol'! ”

PIERCED ROCK.

Hitchcock.

although on the farthcr side thc water was deep
enough to floatasliip. The wavcsthundcredngainst
the northern side of tfie rock and made rounded
places and slippery slopes, and, on thc other side,
laycrs of stoiie peded offand carne crashing down.

The sea had gnawed away at the rock so long
that two great opcnings were eatcn through the
base of the rock, toward the seaward end. The
siiialler opening, a perfeet arch, was large enough
for a fishing-boat to p.ass through. A coasting-
schooner could have sailed through the larger arch.
From this carne the nanie of the Pierced Rock,



Rochcr Percé, and the fiame of the village, but the
large arch has now fallen in, leaving a tall stone
needle beyond the outer cnd of the large rock.

No living creature, except gulls and cormorants,
had ever rcached the top of the Pierced Rock, and
on that day, in the summer of 1818, when Moriarty
said that he would climb the rock, his brother
fishermen laughed at him. Tbey thought it was
boasting. Some wliispeicd that he must be mad.
But Moriarty had sailed around the rock and stud-
iccl its lofty sides until he felt sure that he could
see his way clear. His boat lay on the beacli, near
the rough tablcs where men in blue jerseys were
clcaning coclfish, while othcrs were passing to and
fro with willow creels filled with glistening herring
and iridescetit mackerel. From one of the little
houses, near a >'ard where s.slted fish were scattered
over the ground, or heaped in rounded piles like
haycocks, Moriarty brought outahugecoilof lope,
anotherofstontline,andan oldoar. These hethrew
into his boat. And then they all saw that he really
meant to try the rock. All the men left their work
and carne down the beach, crushing the whitened
codfisli bones under their licavy boots. In Frcnch
and in English, with touchcsof Scotch and Irish
bregue, they begged Moriarty not to throw away

his life, or told him that he was a fool to think of
sucha venturo. But Moriarty was not alone, for
his friend Dugai stood ready lo go with him, and
neither would be pcrsuaded to give up the attempt,
Some of the men turned their backs and said,
“ Let them go to their death.” Others made their
boatsready, meaningtoseewhatever might happii,
Two or three offcred to row Moriarty’s boat out tu
the rock, and so at last they started.

It was a clear, bright day, and there was veiy
little wind. If a gale had blown it would have
been impossible to approach the rock, for Moiiaiiy
steered for its noithern side, where, in rough
wcather, Ilic waves dashed their spray alniust
mast-head high. When the boat had gone t\\o-
thirds of the way along the rock, Moi iarty told ilie
oarsmcn to stop not far from tbe smaller arth.
Just in front of them were hollows eaten by the
waves, as mice nibblc into chccse. Looking up,
the rock scemed hanging over their very hcads.
Irregular ledges showed tliemselves beyond, al-
most red in the sunlight, with veins of quariz
glistening here and there like diamonds. Kuw,
it was along these ledges that Moriarty had marked
out his path.

The boat touched a little rocky platform, and he

CLEASING VISH AT PERCE.



itepped out. One end of the Une was fastened
around hiswaist. Taking the stout oar, he rcsted
it securely against a projecting mass of rock above
and drew himself up, clinging partly to the oar
and partly to the rock. This was his plan then,
liut some of the anxious men in the boats shook
[lieir hcads. Suppose that he
sliould come to a perfectly
rinooth place, or the oar should
-lip, or he should grow dizzy —
uhat then? He reached the
liist ledge, plantcd his feet
lirmly, and turning drew ihe
liar up after him. Sctting it
11l a little crcvice, helctitlean
against a spurwhich jutted out
ten feet above. jt was a hand
over hand puli this time, al-
ilibugh his feet had some
siipportupon the oar and rock.
Niiw lie worked this way and that, clinging to
points Uf rock, and digging his fingers into
crcvices, and again another ledge helped him
Uirectly upward. At first, the men below called to
him occasionally to tell him ofa friendly ledge on
ihis side or that, although Moriarty knew the face
mf the rock better than they. But now they only
si'oke in whispers for fear thata cry might startle
hiin, for at the height where he clung any false
niiivement meaiit death. When he looked down
il was only for a securc fooihold ; he did not look
buyond, to the waves lapping the foot of the rock,
and the boat which seemed to grow smaller beneath
iiim, for he could vun no risk of giddincss at that
li-ight, Cautiously he crept and climbed upward,
iising every crevice and ledge wiihin hisreach, now
K-siing an instant and then crawling on, almost, it
stvnied, as a fly crawls up the surface of a wall.
Ail was going well. He was nearing the summit.
A moment more and the bold crag-climber would
be safe ; butjust then there carne a scream and a
rush of wings. The cormorants and gulls had dis-
eovered their enemy ciése at hand.

kuckily they were too late. Moriarty beat back
the first birds that swooped down upon him, then
Inweiing his hcad, dragged himself with a last effbrt
up to the cdge, scrambled forward and threw him-
self on his face, safe! — the first man who had cver
reached the summit of tlie grcat Pierced Rock!
Finm below they saw the swoop of the birds, and
Moriarty raising himself oveiTlie cdge of the rock,
with the cormorants gmthering about him like a
Siv.iirm of bees. They knew that he was on the
t"ck, and a faint cheer floated upward, but they
knew, too, that angry sca-birds were foes not lo
bedespisecl, Over on a Buonaventurc cliff the cor-
morants once picked outa iimn's eyes, and Moriarty

was now the center of a cloud of cormorants and
gulls. But he knew his danger and lay where he
had thrown himself, face downward, his arms
guarding his head. There was almost a roar from
the wingsall about him. The screaming birds tore
at his ciothing with beaks and claws.

I'BRCE ROCK.

He must have repented his rash invasiéon nftheir
homes. But as he continiied to lie motionlcss the
sea-birds finally grew tired of attacking him, and
most of them sailcd away over the water or back to
their ncsts. When he ventured to rise some of
them dashed at him again, but he struck right and
icft with the oar and presently he was left, by right
of conquest, monarch of the Pierced Rock, a king-
dom more difficult to congiier than Robinson Cni-
soc’s island, but not a very satisfactory place tolive
on. For, suppose th.rt he had found himselfunable
to get down again ; he might have lived for a time
on gulls’ eggs and rain water and finally have pcr-
ished in plain sight of his home. But, like a wise
general, Moriarty had providcd a means of retrcat.

The handle of the oar had been sharpened and
this he drove into a crack in the roclf, clearing
away the dirt and makingall securc by piling l.nrge
stones around the oar. Then, aftcr a hard puli, he
haulod up the rope to which the Une he had
brought up was fastened. Making the rope liist to
the oar, ascent and descent of the rock bccainc
comparatively casy. Moriarty was followed by
Diigai, and others dambered up by the help of the
rope, until the cormorants and gulls hovcring over
their ncsts saw that their lofty home was givcn over
to their natural enemics. Their ncsts liad never
bcfore been distiirbcd, but now the poor birds were
to be mercilessly phindcred.

It was rather Morinrty’s daring courage, an
ambilion to “ acliieve the impossible ” than any
hope of gain, that led him to climb the rock, but
tlic others were more practical. They were wrelch-
cdly poor, these fishermen, living on little beside
fish and coarse bread, and cvcn the eggs of the
sea-fowl werevaluable to them. So, after the rude
rope-ladder made the rock accessiblc for sure-footed



to thc sandy beach that thcrc was verylittle chann-
for grassto grow. On thc part of thc rock whcre
therewere no nests, thcre was soil enough tosuppon
a fine growth of grass; and if Chiswas not needed fir

men, some of thcin visitcd it often, fought the birds
away from their nests, and gathered eggs in baskels,
whicli were carefully lowercd. Biit thc sumrait of
the rock was made useful in a stranger way. It be-

FISHERMES, AROt'ND PEKCE ROCIC

Think of hay-making on a rock beddingitcould be sold for the horsesowncdby o®-
ccrs of the great fishing company si-ho rulei! thc
Aftcr all, it was not so difficult as cuitin®

carne a hay-field '
threc luindred feet above the sea !
On the shore thc pinc forestscarne sociése down coast.



grass with sickles from the ledges of Swiss preci-
pices, while suspended by a rope. So, when the
mrasswasfully grown, therewas the firsthay-making
wer seen on the summit of the Pierced Rock. The
grass was ticd up in bundies, orpackcd into baskets,
and lowcred by ropcs. And this curious hay-fieid
\lelded over threc tons, so that Moriarty s bokl feat
tras far from profitless.

But while Moriarty himself suffered no harm, his
(\amplc costa life, For some time the fishermen
c.hmbed the rock to cut grass or gather eggs, and
‘iinc of them forgot how dangerous it really was to
clambcr three hundred feet up that steep side,

the risk and said that it ouglit not to be permitted,

but the rock-climbing went on until one clay &
young fisherman lost his hokl and fcll. The plun-
dcred sea-bircls were at last avengecl. Over his

body the assembled fishermen solemnly resolved
that the Pierced Rock should never be climbed
again, and from ihat day to this it has nc-ver been
ascended.

rhis is the story that Moriarty’s daughter. now
over eighty years of age, told me as 1 sat in bcr
quaintoid house at Percé, looking through tin> win-
dow panes at the Pierced Rock, where the cormo-
rants and gulLs now make their iiests undisturbed

helped only by a rope.

Many protested against

by man.

THE KING'S DUST.

By Harriet Prescott Spofford.

* Thou shalt die,” the priest said to the king.
* Thou shait vanish like the leaves ofspring.

Like the dust of any common thing

One day thou upon the winds shalt blow ”
Nay, not so,” the king said. “ | shall stay
W hile the great sun in the sky niakes day;
Heaven and carth, when | do, pass away.
In ray tomb | wait til! all things go !”

Then the king died. And with myrrh and nard,
W ashcd with palm-winc, swathecl in linen hard,
Rolled in napluha-gum, and under guard

Of his steadfast tomb, they laid tlic king.
Century fled to century ; still he lay

Whole as when they hid him first away,_
Sootli, the priest had nothing more to say.

He, it seemed, the king, knew everything.

One day armies, with the tranip ofdoom,
Overthrcw the huge blocks of the tomb ;
Arrowysunbcamsscarched itschambcred gloom,
Bcdouins camped about the sand-blown spot.
Little Arabs, answcring to thcir namec,

With a broken mummy fcd the flamec,

Then a wind among the ashcs carne,

Blew them lightly,— and the king was not!



TEDDY AND

THE WODF.

By Tudor Jenks.

The Doctor bad said, “ Now, Mr. Rowland, 1
will be frank wilh you. Unless you gct away from
the City, and stay away, | will not answer for the
consequences!” .. r.

Of coursc there could be no hesitation after
that, and Mr. Rowland, Mrs. Rowland, and Teddy
packed up their little kecpsakes, sold everythmg
clse, and transferred themselves to Bartonville.

Hcre the breadwinner of the family bought a
slender stock of goods and opencd a small store.

“ You will see how 1 shall prosper,” he said to
his wife. “ My city expcrience will give me a great
advantagc over the other tradesmen. | shall be
more business-likc, and if you and little Teddy
will only thrive as well as 1 shall make my tradc
thrive, we will not regi'et the stifling city!

So far as Mrs. Rowland was conccrned, there
was nothing to complain about. Aftcr two months
in the ncw home, she had grown rosy and bnght;
as rosy and pretty as Teddy himself;
by far “ tbe finest five-year-old
bis father admitted it.

But, alas ! for Clic tbriving trade. Mr. Roivland
had put all his moncy into tbe lioes and rakes,
aves and brooms, which stood looking so clean
and tvim before the door. They stood bravely to
their posts, and equally faitliful were the rolls of
cloth and barréis and boxes on duty indoors. But
hardly a strange foot crossed the threshold to mar
the freshly sanded fioor ; only a few villagers from
curiosity strayed aimlessly in and out again, to
make Clicir purcliases clsewherc.
coining the new-comecr,

and he was
in town,”— even

Many, in wel-
bad reminded liim that
competition was the life of trade,” but he was
bcginning to think, sadly enough, that it was also
tile deatli of tradc, in some cases at least. The
rciit, the butcher, the baker, and candlestick-
makecr, liad takcn the few dollars saved “ to get a

good start.” Mrs. Rowland had dariied and cnss-
crosscd Tcddy’'s red stockings into ridgcs and
Uimps; she liad tiirned and “ fixed” her few

dresses until shc felt that her worried little bram
nccded turning and darniiig, too. But their moncy
was gone, and tbe tbriving tr-adc had not begun.

Mr- Rosvland tried tobe hopeful, but bis set lips
grew into a grim liardness; and he talked less and
less of his prospects as the future became more
uncertain.

Teddy found no fault. He admired his well-
mended stockings, and pitied those who lackcd
the picturesque variety of contrasted patclics.
Soon after tlio sun w'as w'cll above the liills,
Tedd)”s bread and milk made its daily visit to lus
bowl, and Teddy never thought of asking awkwaril
questions in the case of cither mystcry.

Onc morning the discouraged store-keeper went
to the bank to draiv out his last small balance.

“ Going to ci6ése your account?” asked Mr.
Prentice, the president, who always was particular
to speak to liis cusloiiicrs-

“ For a time, only, 1 hope !” replied Mr. Ruw-
land bravely, counting the few small bits of paper
with thougiits far aivay from any consideration of
aritlimetic.

“ You must not withdraw your patronago,” said
the smiling president, as he turnad and waiked
back into his cosy office.

Mr. Rowland was unusually silent during tlie
eveniiig, and evcn forgot to tell Teddy his regular
story before putting him to bcd. The little boy
noticed his fatlier’s dcprcssion, and kept very quid.
When his mother bogan to look meaningly at tlie
dock, Teddy carne and said good-niglit, and ucnt
to bcd without a word of objection.

“ Poor boy ! He must be tired out,” saicnirs.
Roivland, wlien she returned to the room. fliCT
she sat down to hcr stocking-basket.

But Teddy was not tired ; he was thinking. Ijc
was wondering what troubled his falhci*. Tcdo)
did not mean tolic awake, much less to listen ti>the
conversation between bis father and mother. flie
door was ajar, and he could not lielp noticing that
the usual reading aloud was omitted; fior could lie
fail to hear a word or two, now and then. What
he heard convinced him that he was right in think-
ing his father out of sorts and worried, and Mso
made bim sure that he knew what was the trouble.
He heard his father saying;

“ So you see, Anna, there’'s no necd for me to
go to the store. 1 might just as well be hcre witi
you ; at least 1 could be at work in the gardcn,
and tben thcrc would be something done towar
keeping the wolf from the door!”

Teddy heard no more, for he fell fast askep-
But when he awoke next morning his mind vas
made up, and soon aftcr his plans were maturcO.



“ Are you going to the store?” he asked his
father with some surprise, when the good-byc Kkiss
was given.

“Yes, Teddy; somebody may come in, and i
must be there,” rcplied the father, as he trudged
slowly down the gravel walk.

Teddy watched him anxiously, and then turned
briskly toward the house. The first thing to do
was to get his bow.gun. He did not remember
where he had put it, but that did not disquiet
him — he would ask his mother.

“ Mamma, whcie is my gun ?” asked Teddy in
perfect coiifidencc.

“Where did you leave it ?” asked his mother,
a little absent-mindedly. Teddy leaned up against
the kitchen-table with one small finger in his
inouth and tiied to think. But he had n’tan idea.
At length Mrs. Rowland said :

“You were piaying African hunter yeslerday,
and borrowed your father’s big boots. Go and
find the boots, and perhaps you may find the
gun, too.”

Teddy climbed the attic stairs, two steps to each
stair, found the gun stowed away in one of the
boots, and was so impressed by his mother’s sug-
gostion, that he almost resolved to consult so clever
a mother about the terrible wolf.

lint Teddy was accustomed to rely upon him-
solf, and had been so often told to try his own
powers before seeking help, that he concliided to
kcop bis own coiinsel. Now that he had the gun,
he sought the next thing needed for his plan.
This was something which had not occurrcd to
him until just as he was parting his hair that
morning, on the third trial, for Teddy liked “ the
little paf to the top of the head ” very straight
indced.

"Mamma, can | go and gct something from
Papa’s workshop ?’" he asked, when he carne back
to ihe kitchen. I won't hurt mysclfa bit; and
| don’'t want to tell you what it is!”

mYes, Teddy,” said Mrs. Rowland, hardiy no-
ticing the strange request,— she was thinking of
the wolf, too !

Away went the stuvd)-, small cross-howman
through the thick grass, taking the shortest cut.
Presentlyhe retunied carryiiig with him a steel-
Irap. After scoiiting a little, Teddy satisfied him-
self that the coast was clear, and draggcd the trap
around to the front door. He felt sure that this
must be the door his father mcant, for it was
almost always closed and bolted. He placed the
trap cleverly cnough before the door, but by a
trifling ovei-sight forgot, or clse did not know
enough, to set it. Then Teddy retired to an
ambush behind a thick cvergreen, strung his
cross-bow with acare which would not have been

discreditable to Denys himself, and awaitcd all
coniers.

About half an hour afterward Mr. Prenticc,
walking leisurely down to the bank, like a man
who could afford to take liis time, caught sight of
a curly, golden head in Mr. Rowlaiid’s front-yard.
He stopped, for he was fond of Teddy and often
paused to say aword to him. Tcdcly thought Mr.
Prentice the greatest man in the world — next to
his own father. So, when the banker rubbed the
little curls with his gold-headed stick and said,
“ Hullo, Curly-head ! Are you too proud to pass
tbe time of day with a friend this morning ?”
Teddy rose from behind the Iree, tip-toed ciése to
the fence, and replicd almost in a whisper,
“ DDod-morning, Mr. Prentice. Please teep twiet,
and go 'way, please, as twick as you can !~

Somewhat surprised and alarmed, tbe banker
asked, “ Isyour mother sick, Teddy ?”

“* No, sir. She’swell; butshe’s afraid !'”

“ Afraid? Afraid of what? Where is your
father? Anythingwrong? ” Mr. Prentice wasseri-
ously troubled. He had little children of his own,
and wild visions of contagious diseases, accidents,
and disasters were jumbled in his brain.

“ Papa’'s gone to the store. | dess he was afraid,
too,” said Teddy, sagaciously.

“ W hat is it, Teddy ?” said the banker, sternly.

“ It'sa wolf,” rcplied Teddy in a mere whisper,
looking uneasily around and wishing, for the first
time, that Mr. Prentice would stop talking to him
and not interfere with his plans.

“ A wolf! ” said Mr, Prentice, first looking blank
and then laughing heartily, “ Why, Teddy, you 're
a goose 1l There ave no wolvcs for hundveds of
railes around, Somebody has been making fun
of yon.”

“ Yes, there arel There 's one wolf, anyway,”
said the boy, with a nod of wisdom.

“ What niakes you think so ?” asked Mr. Pren-
ticc, for he was one of thosc wlio think it not an
unsvise precaution to find out what children mean
before laughing at them.

Teddy was pleased by the rcspcctful tone, and
felt a wish to be polite in return. So, trusting that
the encmy tvould be kind enough to defor tlic
nttack for a few moments, he told his grown-up
friend how he had hcard “ Papa tell Mamma ihat
he did n't know how he was going to teep ihat
wolf from coming in that door!”

“ And,” continucd Teddy, “ | got the wolfout of
my Noahs's Ark, so that | could tell him when he
carne, and | got the twap out for him, and my gun.
Papa 's got to be down at the store, so ’s if any-
body come there. And Mamma can’t fight,
‘cause she ’'s a girl, and there 's nobody home but
me — unless you 'll stay?” Teddy glanced at the
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kindly face above him, as if cven his brave hcart
would not disdain a companion in arras.

“My gm hurls, too!” he resumcd, with pride
(for the banker had not said a word in rcply).
*Want tosce ?” and he offered to demdénstrate its
eifcctiveness against his fricnd’s leg.

Mr. Prentice looked toward the door of the
house. Thecrc lay the trap half hidden under a
spray ofevergreen. Then he picked up the brave
little huntsman and gavc him a kiss, put him down
softly, and walked away without a word. His
hands were clasped behind him and he was think-
ing something about “ — and thy neighbor as
thysclf.”

Tcddy went back to his post, but he was puzzled,
and his singleness of purpose was gone.

Dining the day, Mr. Prentice spoke to Mr. Dus-
tan, one of the divectors of the bank.

* Seen what a nice new store it is, that Mr.
Rowland has? He ’'s a new-comer. You ought
to give him a little of your custom now and then;
he ’'s one of our depositors, you know, and one
good turn clescrves another! Really, Dustan,
he ’'s got a nice family, and you 'd oblige me if
you could favor him with an order now and then.”

Mr. Uustan said he would— ofcourse, he would.

SEASIDE

Time he changed, anyway; the othcr tradesinen
were becoming carelcss, compctition was a good
thing! Then they talked oibanking mattcrs.

Mr. Prentice managed to say another word lo
another friend that same afternoon; and to yct
another the next morning, and he did not foigct
to take care that his suggestions should licar fruit.

The result was very bati for the wolf. Tcddy
did n’t scc hira. In fact, after dinner, Tcddy for-
got all about the animal, for one of the oldcr bois
carne along and took thc hunter out fishing.

Mr. Rowland was at first much surprised at ilie
suelden tide of custom and pvosperity. Many
carne, and finding “ thc new man ” civil and obug-
ing, accuratc and punctual, they camc again.

Some weeks later Mr. Rowland said to his wife,
with an air ofsome profundity ;

“ Alina, my dear, patience is sure to tell in tlic
long run 1 | carne very near to giving up in tlo-
spair; but, you see, the darkest hour was just be-
fore the dawn. There is nothing like a bold fnnit,
to scare the wolf from thc door !”

Mrs. Rowland looked lovingly at her hiisbiiiid
and thought him a very clever man.

But Tcddy was sleeping the sleep of the ju>l,
and as for Mr. Prentice, he never told the story
of their little wolf-hunt.

FLOWERS.

By Celia T haxter.
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~NLO N G the edge of the curving cove the small, blue skull-cap sits,
N Where the gray beach-bird svith happy cry in safcty feeds

and fiits,

, There spreads or shuts the pimpernel its drowsybuds totell
When rain will come, or skies will clear, the pretty pimpernel!

The pink herb-robcrt all the day holds up its rosy flowcfs,
W hile high abovc with a purplc plumc the lofty thistle towers,
The golden potentilla blows, and the crowfoot laughs in the sun.
W hile over rock and bush and turf wild morning-glories rim.
They look down o’er thc tiny covc, out to the blue, bluc sea,
Neighbors and friends, all beautiful, ajoyful company;
When thc full tide comes brimming in, with soft and gcntlc rush,

It is as if thcmurmiiring sound said to the silence, “

All down thc
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narroiv beach the lilac mussel-shells are strown

Among the scattered pebbles and by thc polishcd stonc

W here the sea’s hands have worn the ledge till smooth as ivory,—

Oh, such a place on summer days to put your cheek, and lie

Listening to all the whispering waves that round the point go by !

For the sun has warmed the hard coid rock till it almost human seems,
And such a pillow as it makes for childhood’s blissfu! dreams !



The little, glad, carcssing waves ! They bring their trcasurcs gav
To dcck the lonely, quiet beach, fior fail day after day

To strew the slope with crimson dulse and olive sea-weed spravs.
And l.ace-like, cmpty urchin-shells, rough with their didl grccfi lays;
The limpet’'s hollow, mottlcd house, small ambcr snail-shells brigifit.’
Broad brown and shining rufficd kclps, and cocklcs snowy whiic.
Oh, such a happy, happy nook! Were | to talk ali day

Not half the joy of that sweet spot could I begin to say !

Thcre 's such a speil of puré conteiU about thc pcaccfiil place —

As if thc oid cavth wore a smile upon her riiggcd face.

And all the charming band of flou'crs that watcli tlie sea and sky,
ri-.cy seem to know and love thc winds that gently pass them by,
They seem to feel the freshness of the wavcs at every tidc

That sparkics in,— a giadsome flood,— from the wide waste outside.
The white sails go and come at will, the white gulls float in air,

The song-sparrow and sandpipcr are flitting everywhcre,

But the dnrk bluc skull-cap never sighs to leave its pleasant home
W ith buttcrfly or thistledown or sandpipcr to roamj

The pink herb-robert nestles closc, content in sun or rain.

Nor envies thc far sails that glide across the ocean plain ;

The golden potentilla sees the dazzling guli on high,

Yet never does she wish for wings to join him in thc sky.

For all these wise and lowly lives accord with God’s intent,

Each takcs its lot and bcars its bloom as kindly Nature meant.

W hatever weather Fortune sends, they ineet it paticiitly,

Each only sfriving its own way a perfcct thing to be.

Oh, tell me, little childrcn, have you on summer days

Heard what the winds ave whispering and what the water says ?

The small birds’ chirp, thc cry of gulls, the crickets’ quiet creak ?
And have you seen the charming fiowers that have no power to spe.ak,
The dear, sweet, luiinble little flowers that ever silently

Teach such a lovely lesson, o’er and o’cr, to you and me?

Go, seek them, if you knoiv them not, when summer comes once more,
You ’'ll find in them a jjleasure you never knew before.



py ~T7slcolny Pouslas-

A Ultle man’'s cKief pUa.5ur. w=5 jn Jomo out o wolK,
And to himiolf while in hij woy ./on Kourj Ke would tulh
"Tor there-, nolhing 1.njoy (0 much,"h,i frund, he oft Would tell,

'VNs to HjCen to a perjon. wKo coraver™eS very Well.

"Us peTfectlv ajtomshin<2 to the woodr-oui eaje
W itlc ¢ KicK 1l CaTY ajfcou.r;e or. any S'"bject tKaf
A~nd my viewi upon all quesCionj are jo Senj.ble mdeed

T~Kat i mnevev' in tKe jlitjKtejt -wi'tk myseljl have dija~ree
"There are' many who wonld Ufe to hean me_ very mucK, TKnoH
A nd I'yr™elli{h to monopolise -my converjatiorv jo ,

Tnt | orow jo intereyted wKen ive anyCKm.™ to jay =
That /rom myself |I really can't tear myielf aW ay
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used great care not to sip, we might cross to Che
other side. We did so, however, very ravcly, for
tliere was nothing there but a steep hillsidc dcnsely
dothed with undcrbrush and a perfect tangic of
|tio5trate logs, among which s(ood a few tall hard-
wood trees and many saplings of second growth,
This State of things showed that ruthlcss axes had
buen through those woods — for the same was truc
all nljout the hcad.waters of the Rondout and
Esopiis and Nevcrsink ; but it was noticeable that
tliosc who swung the axe had cut only hemlocks,
and that all the fallen trttnks were bare. This
stamped the ruin of the ancient, beautiful forest as
tliL' work of the bark-peelcrs.

The use made of heralock bark is to tan hidcs
inio leather; henee it is known as tan-bark, and
when it has gone through the processes at the fac-
tiry and has been deprived of its useful properiy
fnr that purposc, it is sprcad upon garden walks,
raco-tracks, and the like, wherever a soft sur-
face is wanted. In this shape everyone is familiar
with it.

The hemlock is a tree which grows indamp and
rocky places at a little elevation above the sea. It
is an cvergreen, as everybody knows, and has its
twigs and foliage arrangecl horizontally upon the
bianches, so that the whole upper and under sur-
face of each branch is flat. Its longcst limbs are
iuwest down and there is a gradual decrease in
length toward the top, while all droop instcad of
pointing upward, as in most trees. This givcs a
conical and somewhat dark and sorrowfiil aspcct
to the hemlock, very different from the cheerful
alipcarance of the brighter-barkcd and more airy
pilles.

On some mountains the hemlocks grow in groves
or copses by themselves, sometimes covering large
areas, with hardly any oihcr varicties. These are
verysomber woods, | assurc you, but the mostvalu-
able. They are the ones bcloved by animals in
winter, for underneath the clrooping, shclteriiig
eavcs of the great, low-limbed trees the wood-clwel-
lers find spaces into which the snow can hardly
penétrate, and so secute good housing from the
slonn.

Mywayup to where the bark-peclers were at
'voik, however, lay through no such solid forest,
biit by a rough oid road along the tumbling
bi'ook and upon the steep mountain side, through
Srcon groves and thickcts that kept out the sun and
liept in moisture for the nourishmcnt of innumer-
able weeds, aromatic herbs, fcrns, and late June
flowers. These oid ronds are only lafies, cleared
outenough to make a passablc way down to civiliza-
tinn. They go nowhcre in particular, ave only uscd
by the baik-cutters, by the lumbevmen who drag
logs down to the mili, and by occasional picnickcrs,

like ourscives. So small is the avnount of travel,
it does not pay to kcep them in good ordcr;
henee they are full ofholes, big vocks, and bridgcs
to cross which would frighlen any but a mount-
aincer, while it frequently happens that the first
party to pass in the spring has to chop through a
dozen or so oftrees that have fallen across the tvack,

But this lonclincss makes these oid sccindcd
wood-roads all the plcasanter as lounging places
in micl-summecr. Along their edgcs grow many
more floweis than you can find in the shadj' re-
cesses of the woods, and undcr your feeta fivm turf
takes the place of soddcn leaves. Overhead stands
a tall Gothic arch, where the tips of the branchcs
meet from both sides, yet no array of triinks ob-
structs the eye as you look altead down a sun-
streaked path. Here dio hemlocks had long ago
been culled out, and there remained chiefly the
strong beeches (which secm the most dignificd
and substantial of forest trees), black, shining wild-
cherry trees, broad-reaching maples, lindens, and
various inconspicuous kinds, while,— wherever the
ground was low,—

“ l.ike beggared princes of the wood
In silver rags tlie birches stood.”

These green aisles are a fine thing for the animals
of cverv 'art which make these lofty mountains
their pic-asant home. Here you may see the Crack
of the fox, and find the run-way of the wild mouse
or the minute footprint of the tiny slirow, and dis-
cover the porcupine searching by moonlighl for his
supper ofbcctlesor the juicy young ofgrasshoppers
and othcrinsects. BiUterflies arcbeguiled hither,
far from the hot outside cleavings where they lovc
to play, and you will see more birds of every sort
in halfan hour here, than half a day in the forest
could show you. The birds love these stinny open-
ings, both because they are warm and pleasant and
bccause here they find many times more small
insects and iveed-seeds, u|3on which to fced, than
ever exist in the deep woods.

After tramping slowly a niilc or so, along such
an oid road, | carne upon a little clearing and saw
a log house, with signs of inhabitants about it. 1
went up to it and learncd that it was whcrc the
bark-peclers stayed at nigbt. Onc of ihcm had
brought his wifc and children here. and the family
kcpt house for the rest, sixtccn jn all.

This log house was an oid affair and a largo one.
It was about six Ings high, above which was a roof
nf slabs, i'Cry good in dry weathcr, but not of much
account Ol a wet night. There was a low door and
only one window, so that at fii-st the insidc scemed
to me os dark as a cave. There was no lloor but
hard-tramped eavth. and benchcs were uscd tosit
on. Upon the first floor were the primitive accovn-
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modations for the family that kopt house for the
lumbermen- The man, his wife,
childrcn occiipied all
night-

and thcir four
this part of the house at
Overheadwas a loft, covcring the most of
thc room below, and reached by a ladder. Hcre
the men slept upon palléis of straw spread on the
slab flooi.

This was the way the party lived, and as they
were not soft-handed fior afraid to rough it, it was
asufficiently comfovtable way during the summer
days that they «orked in the woods. The woman,
ho'wevcr, thought she should be glad when she
could go back lo her pleasant home in thc vallcy,
and cook for a less niimerous family.

The men were at work some distance up the side
of the mountain, which was a spur of great Peaka-
moose, andi was guided upby aman «ho was tak-
ing them some addition to their dinncrs. The road
ccascd altogether, soon aftcr we left the shanty, and
it was not long before evcn the path disappearcd,
so that wc had to forcé our way through thc thick
woods up the stecp slope, guided only by the
sounds of chopping and the crash of falling trees
which carne to our ears.

Most of the men were young fellows, with tall,
strong, active fraraes and frank, honest faces. One
or tivo of them ivore red flannelshirts which looked
very picturcsquc among the green trees, and all
of them made so merry over their hard work
that the felling of Inige trees and lopping of stout
branches seemed vather play than labor.

When bark-peelcrs go into the woods, they di-
vide themselves into partios of four or five who
work togethcr. Each one of these parties con-
tains choppers,fixers, and spndders.

The beginning of operations belongs to the
first class. The choppcr chooses the first good-
sizcd hcmlock that is seen, and it is attackcd near
thc root with sharp and skillful axe until it tum-
bles headlong in just thc desired diroction. The
fall of onc of these trees, cspecially if itbe alarge
onc, is an impressive sight. The chopper cuts a
broad opening on one side fully half through
thc great trunk, yet the tree stands firm and pays
nu attention to the blou'S, fior to the hcavy chips
that continually jly away from its dark, red hcait-
wood. Then thc chopper goes around on the
other sido, and cuts a now gash, a little lowcr than
the fii-st one, since he intends the trcc to fall to that
side. Here, too, he cuts deep in before there are
any signs of conquesC. As thc axe bcgins to touch
the ccnter, howcver, the topmost limbs are seen
to trcmblc, then to sway, and a cracking sound
follou’s the repeated blows which warn the poor tree
that its time has come. Then there is a tottcving,
a little leaning toward the weaker side, which has
the lower cut, and the woodman, keeping his cyc

IIEMLOCK-PEELERS.

upward and his feet reacly to jump, hurls one last
powerful stroke into the ovevstraincd fibers. Tiiey
fly apart with a loud noise, the great Crown bous
toward thc earth, gains swifter motion as it dc-
scends, and comes crashing down upon thc w<iilc
and resistless brushwood with a noise like ihe
mufiled roar of a wliole battcry and a forcé wlikli
shakes the earth.

Now comes thc work of the “ fixers.” Tlicy
leap upon the butt of the fallen giant, and, strildng
at thc lowest limbs, first cut off every branch until
all are loppcd away to whcre the trunk grwvs
too narrow to be worth trimming. As fast a- a
little space of thc trunk is clcarcd, one of the lu.n
cuts a notcli through the bark and around tlie
trunk— “ rings ” it, as he would say. Four feet
fuvthcr on he cuts another ring, and then sliis Uie
bark lengthwise from one ring lo the other, on
three or four sidcs of the tree. This goes on every
four feet, as fast as the trcc is trimmed, until the
whoie Icngth hns been thus “ fixed.”

Last of all comes the “ spudder,” whose duty it
is to pry off the great fiakes of bark which b we
been notched and split for him. He takes his
fiame from thc tool he uses, which isa sort ofsin di,
hcavy, sharp-edged spade, with a short handlc:
perhaps to cali it a roimd-bladed chisel would de-
scribe it more nearly. To pry off thc bark in iliis
way seems very easy, but they told me it was ilic
hardest work of all, and that it required consnlvra-
ble skill to do it pi‘opevly.

W hen thcbark has been removed it must be made
up into regular piles so as to be measurcd, for ii is
estimated and soklby the cord. This is hard wtnh,
for the green and juicy bark is very heavy and
rough to handlc. Sometimes a tree will be found
so large as to furnish a cord, or even more, alone;
but thc avcrage rate of yicld is much less, so chal
experts calculate that four trees must be cut diwn
to obtain a cord of bark.

It is only when the new wood is forming ,)ust
underneath, and the cells are soft and full of s.ip,
that the bark can be stvippcd from the log in large
pieces, Pceling, thcrefore, can be carried on onh
during May and June. The cords of bark pilcd
then are left to dry all the summer and fall. and
are haiiled out in wintcrby ox-tcams with sleds,
when the deep snow makes a smooth track over
cven so tcrribly rough a road as the onc 1 luive
mcntionccl.

The bark-peelers were a very jolly lot of fellows.
singing and joking as they worked, and at dimiei
there was one inccssaiU vattlc of storics and iun.
They work hard, cat heavtily, go to bed assnon as
it is dark, and vise at dawn. ,

It is intercsting work — but it Icaves a rumeo
forcst behind!



By Helen Gray Conk.

In June, when skies are soft and bluc.

And, somehow, seem to smile like Mother,
In morning fields that flash with dew

The clovers laugh to one another.

The rosy faces dip and rise,
As if the breezc said something funny;

Or maybe 't was the bee, that flies
From head to head, to gather honey.

Or, if he has n't time tojoke,
Perhaps it was the cat-bivd’s chattcr,—
That noisy roguc in sobev cloak.
You merry Clovers, what’s tho mattcr ?

You shake and shake about my feet,
And still on every sidc 1 mect you.

W hat makes you laugh? You know you 're swcet —
You 'd better tcll, or else 1'll eat you !

The open secrct 's this: (the breeze,
The bird, the bec, that surly hummer,
All know it, dcav!) we 're laughing, picase,
To think it’s really, really summer!”
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Of all the things
which made her poor
little life miserable,
and thcrc were plentj-
of them, Tilly Ann

disliked worst— ex-
‘cepting Miss Pin-
chimp, of couise ; always
‘k exccpting Miss Pinchimp

the india-rubbcr tvce. The india-rub-
ber trec was Miss Pinchimp’s dcarest trcasurc,
which perhaps was rcason enoiigh why Tilly Ann
should not be fond of it; and so great was Miss
Pinchimp’s pride in the plant tbat she was con-
stantly having its leaves washecl. WImnevor Tilly
Ann was not washing dishes, or picking up chips
in the back yard, orwecdingin the garden, or sew-
iilig together the edges of an oid sheet that had
bcen ripped down the middle to bring ilie worn
part to tho edges, or doing some other chore of a
like nature, she was set to «’ash the leaves of tiie
india-rubber trce.

The india-riibbcv tree was five fcct tall, to begin
with, aside from the tiib in which it grew, and to
givc it a more imposing appearance this tub was
mounted upon a stool, so that when the plant was
to have its batb Tilly Ann was obligcd to begm
operations by bringing in a wooden chair from the
kitchcn, on which to stand while shc cleaned the
great shiny leaves. Then she would wash away witli
patient care every stray speck of dust. for well did
shc know how narrowly Miss Pinchimp would exam -
ine to see whcther the work were done thoroughly.

And Tilly Ann’s chief treasure was a large clasp-
pin. It was a little bent. and the silvcr wash was
almost entirely worn away, but it was absolutely
neccssary for the kilting up of the childish pctti-
coats of Tilly Ann when she indulged in those
gymnastics which were her only recreation, and
which commanded the ivondcring admiration of all
the village childrcn, on those rare occasions when
the strange little maid could escape from the eyes

of her mistress and give an impromptu cxhibitlon
of her talents.

For Tilly Annwas,_bybirth, a little acrobat. Hcr
parents had been profcssionals who had come to
Topton with a civcus, and been unable to go on
because the mother was ill unto death. The fetiier
and little Tilly Ann, a thin, half-starved morscl of
five, had watchcd beside the dcath-bed, and ilien,
just as they turned from the grave of the wife and
mother to go forward to the town whcre ihc
circus was cxhibiting, the father fell down m .
fit, and in two days more Tilly Ann was douliiy
orphaned-

Thc poor little inite was prcmaturely oid, and
of a certain uncanny wbLsdom in man)- inatters.
She had lived all her life in the atmosphere of the
circus, and in many of the acrobatic trioks whicii
her father and mother perfonned she had Icarncil
10 take a part. It was often little more than being
thrown from one to the other in a way which really
was not at all dangerous, but whicb looked so; or
than standing on the hcad of onc or the other of
them. But already Tilly Ann had figurcd m tlic
bilis as Mlle. Petite ; and she was not withouta
pretty clear idea of what that mcant, too. Aftcr
hcr father’s death, shc had but one thought. .ind
that was to get back to the civcus again. lhcrc
pcoplc had been kind to hcr, hcr father nntl
mother had pvaised her, and the applause of tlie
public had already touched her little hcad witli us
dangerous delight.

When she was scnt first lo the poor-farm, anu
then to the far less kindly dwelling of Miss Im-
chirop, Tilly Ann’s stout little heart was ral
Isroken ; and when, after tliree separate
attcmpts to riin away, shc had bccn capturet an
brought back, the cbikl must have fallen into tUier
dcspair bad it not bcen for the secredy cherislic
hope that some day the same olcl civcus «ouw
appear in Topton and take hcr aivay from all tni
hatcful life. To this hope she clung, and mcan-

nearly

. while she improved cvery possiblc opportuni 1



practice the gymiiastics she had been taught, or
wliich she remcmbcted having seen her father and
others do. The fencc of the back yard was high,
and a convenient row of tall lilacs cut off the vierv
fromthe 1sack windows, and on the turf of the back
viiid did Tilly Ann, her scant petticoats kilted up
«illi the invaluable safety-pin, ttirn and tumble iu
a i\ay that would have made Miss Pinchimp rigid
«mtli liorror had she witnessed the spectacle.

For Miss Eliza Pinchimp was nothing if not
proper. She was a laige ljody, and might thcre-
irora have been expccted to lje good naturecl,
wliereas the trulh seemed to be that there was only
so much the more of her to be disagreeable. A big
bowl ofmilk makes much more bonny-clabber than
a wee pitcher full, and it may have been on this
principie that Miss Pinchimp was the most com-
pletely cross and unpleasant person in the whole
village.

One July morning Tilly Ann was, as usual, wash-
ing the india-rubber tree, but anybody who looked
at her could seo that her whole small person was
fairly quivcring with excitement. She craned her
neck toward the window through which from afar
carne the sound of a band and a confused buz?, as
of the distant voices of small boys, all of which an-
nounced that the circus was coming to Topton.
-At any time this would have fillcd the soul of Tilly
Ann with wiklest emotion, but to-day she had
especial cause forexcitement. On onc of the big,
flaming posters with which the whole ncighborhood
liad been decorated for a fortnight, Tilly Ann had
seen a lame she knew. It was Signor Bernassio,
advei-tised as “ thewoiid renowned and unparalleled
juggler and Icnife-thrower,” and Tilly Ann remem-
bercd Signor Bernassio pcrfectly. His real flame
ivas Tim Bernaise, and he had been a warm friend
of tlic father and mother of the poor little waif
stranded in unfriendly Topton, anddoomed to the
continual washing of the leaves of Miss Pinchimp’s
iiiclia-rubber tree.

From the moment she saw this fiame, the mind
of Tilly Ann had been in a fcrmcent. She felt, with
a giiivering excitement, that the time for escape
liad come at last. How slie was to get away she
liad no idea, but get away she must; and this
morning, while she scnibbod away at the big leaves
«mtil unconscious vigor, her shrcwct little bead was
fiili of wild plans that bccame more and more im-
possihle as the sound of the far-off band incrcascd
ber excitement. How the oid days carne back to
Tilly .\nn as she stood there, and how deiightfui
'lid the past secm in contrast with the prescnt.
Mie leaned so far forward in her excitement, that at
last tlic wooden chair on which she stood gave a
suelden lurch, and Tilly Ann savcd herself from a
liad tumble only by jumping nimbly to the floor.

She savecl herself and she even kept almost all
Che water in the basin from spilling; but, alas and
alack! one of the stiff, shiny leaves of the india-
rubber tree was broken short off in the middic.
Tilly Ann starcd at the broken Icaf, with her mouth
opcn and a droadful fecling that the only hopc for
her must now be that the earth would open and
swallow her. She knew Miss Pinchimp’s affection
for the plant, and she knew but too well Miss Pin-
chimp’s temper and the weightof Miss Pinchimp’s
hand. Necessity and abuse had sharpcncd her
shreivd little ivits, and with theawful visién of one
of her mistress’s floggings before her cyes, Tilly
Ann’ssmall but keen brain was notlong in dcvising
a means of escaping at lIcast present detcction.
W ith a long pin stuck through the rib of the leaf,
she very cleverly fastcned the broken piece in its
place, and then turned the tub around so that the
mended part of the plant carne against the folds
of the lace window-curtain.

Tilly Ann had scarcely accomplished this in-
genious deception when she heard the approach-
ing steps of Miss Pinchimp, and while her guilty
little heart trembled with fear, that lady’s big per-
son appeared in the doorway.

“ Well,” Miss Pinchimp said, in a voice that
showed that her temper, never very sweet, was
unusually acid that morning, “ I hope you have

becn long enough about washing the india-rubber
tree.”

“ Itis all done now, ma'ain,” Tilly Ann answcred
trcmblingly.

Miss Pinchimp sailed across the room and cx-
amiiied the plant critically.

“You'vc made all the leaves streaked,” she
said. “What have you turned it round for?
You — "

The words died on her lip. Her mistross had
moved the india-rubber tree half-way about, when
the mended leaf caughtin che lace curtain and the
broken portion turned, as on a pivot, on the pin

with which it was fastened. Tilly Ann waited to
sce no more. She dashed out of the room and
ficd to her wusual rcfuge, the roof of the shed,

while Miss Pinchimp, fat and scant of breath,
vainly tried to catch her before she could actain
to that safe, but rathcr dangerous, clcvation.

Thc roof of the shed was Tilly Ann’s City of
Rcfuge. Here she could look down in scorniul
truimph upon her cneiny, who sometimes skir-
mished about with a long bcan-pole, vainly cn-
dcavoring, as Tilly Ann exprcssed it. “ to whack
the lIcgs off of me,” but who had learncd from
cxperience that, on the whole, the wiscst plan was
to wait undl the fugitivo carne down, and then to
pounce upon her.

For the unfortunate part of it was, that Tilly



Anii had to come down. Slic often wished, with
all thc passionatc dcspair of cight years, that she
were a bird, that she might take flight from the roof
into the horaelcss freedom of thc air, and she
cven had seasons of thinking that she would find
consolation in being onc of the cats who went so
II"-htly from roof to i'oof and deficd all attcmpts at
captare. The race of Miss Pinchimp and Tilly
Ann was not a dignified onc, but it was funny,
had there been anybody to sec the droll side of it.
Miss Pinchimp, howcver, was too angryand Tilly

THE ROOF OF THE

Ann too frightcned to look upon it lightly. The
cliild scramblcd up over the hcn-house like a squir-
rel and gaincd the ternporary safcty of the wood-
shcd roof, while her inistrcss, hot and breathlcss,
stood below and shook her fist wrathfull)'.

* 1’1l scttle with you. when you come down from
there,” panted Miss Pinchimp. ‘' This is what |
get for saving you from the poor house and bcing
kind to you, you lazy circus imp !”

Now, in all thc unhappy years poor Tilly Ann
had lived with Miss Pinchimp she had never bccn
impudcnt; she had received in silencc ivhatcver
her mistress had chosen to say ; hut this taunt at
her origin was too much evcn for her padencc.
She looked over to thc gay flags fliUtering from
thc tents, in full sight from the roof where she

ivas pcrched, and then she turned toward Miss
Elha, who, scated on an inverted tub in thc yard
below, was rccovcring her brcath.

“ And enough sight better off would 1’a’ bcen
in the poor-housc,” said Tilly Ann, boldly, ' than
I'vc ever boen with you! You've bcat me and
starved me, and ncver done nothin’ dccent for me;
and now | 've stood it just as long as | could, and
I'm goin' off.”

“ Going off!” cchoed Miss Pinchimp, com-
pletcly takcn aback by the boldncss of this address

SIHED IVAS TIU.V ANn'S CITY OF BEFUCE

“ Oh, you think you 'rc going back to the ciicus.
do you? 1 knew you’'d be up to J
later. You just try it, and |’ll scnd Cy Catcsa
you; and he 'saconstable, I 'dhave you to kno«_
Secrelly, Tilly Ann was dccidedly
this threat, but thc safety of the shed
absence of any sign of thc appcarance of Cy uat
mmve her courage to hiele her fcar.
“ Oh, | ain't scared,” she called down.
Then, from silecr rccklessness and thc
of having at last defied her mistress, she bCb's
sing shrillyasaucyrhyme that thc village chiklr.
who bore Miss Pinchimp no good will, wcic i
habit of singing for thc bencfit of Tilly Ann.
It ivoukl be hard to find any
Tilly Ann, as she sat on the roof of thc she



ing this vvretchecl doggcrcl down at Miss Pin-
chimp, except that slie had had little opportunity
to learn any better, By a strange chance, the
one person in all Topton who had tried to teach
the child what was right and who had been kind
toiicr, appearcd on the scene at this moment. It
was Miss Rose May, Tilly Ann’s Sunday-school
teacher, who, finding the housc door open and
nobody in sight, had waiked in aftcr the friendly
fashion of coiintry folk, and who had been led by
the sound of Tilly Ann’s shrill singing to the back
door, which opened into the yard where sat Miss
Pinchimp on the inverted tub, red with wrath and
hcr cxertions in the race.

Tilly Ann almost feli off the roof when she saw
Miss Rose, but her attention was quicldy diverted.
Miss Pinchimp attempted to start up from her
seat, when suddenly the bottom of the tub on
which shc was sitting gave way, and with a crash
and a scream she fell back into tbe middle of the
lioops and stavcs, wheve she was iinprisoned help-
lessly. The child on the roof sent up a shriek of
laiighter, while Miss Rose ran forward to help the
struggling prisoncr,

“ Tilly Ann,” Miss Rose said, “ stop laughing !'—
and come and help me.”

” 1 darsn’t,” Tilly Ann answered. “She’ll
beat rae if she catches hold o’ me.”
“No, she won’'t,” Miss Rose returned. “ 1°ll

see to that. Come here quickly."”

Tilly Ann scrambled down from her lofty perdi,
and carne to the assistance of her tcacher; but so
finniy was Miss Pinchimp imprisoned in the tub
thiit tliey had to break the hoops bcfore she could

be rdcased. Shc glared at Tilly Ann wilh a loolr
ihat ineant, “ W ait till 1 get you alone !” but she
said not a word, marching in silence into the
liluse.

Rose lingercd a moment.

“ Oli, Tilly Ann 1" she said sorrowfully, “ how

could you do so?”

“ She was goingto lick me,” Tilly Ann answered,
dvfensively, “Shc’s always beatin’ me and 1
elin't goin’ to stand it no longer.”

Rose sighed, but shc evidently thought that it
«ms0f no use to say more at this moment; so she
lurned and followed Miss Pinchimp into the housc,
tliei-c to be entertainccl with a lively account of the
child’'s wickedncss and umnanageablcness.

Left to liersclf, Tilly Ann’s first fccling was one
of sorrow and sliamc that hcr teacher liad seen
W naughtincss; tlien she burst into a laugh at
tic reinembrance of Miss Pinchimp’s strugglc in
'be tub ; then, with a suddon light, it flashed upon
ber that here was her chance of escape. Hcr mis-
iress ivas cngaged with Miss May, and hcre was
fbc tent of SignorBcrnassio hardly a stonc’s fhrow

ais'ay. She struck hcr worn little hands together,
and then ran swiftly up to the attic whcre she slept.
She had a few relies of hcr father and mother,
which shc had kept hidden ever since she carne
into Miss Pinchimp’s poner, and willi these done
up in a small bundle, she ivas soon speeding over
the fields to the circus tents. Signor Bcrnassio
ivas just fiiiishing the iinpackiiig of his belongings
and getting them ready for the aftcrnoon’s per-
formance when the canvas of his tent was lifted,
and a child’s head appearecl between tlic ground
and the cloth. The shoulders followed, and then
the hands and arms. Having wriggled horself
in thus far, Tilly Ann paused and looked at him.

“ Hiiilo !” said the sword-thrower, “
you ?”

“1'm Tilly Ann, *Nimblc Dick’s "' little girl —
‘Mlle. Petite."”

The sword-thrower stared at hcr in aniazement.
Then he took her by the shoulders and dragged
her juto the tent.

“ Where in the world did you
W here isyour father ?” he asked.

“ Dead,” Tilly Ann answered, tears of giiefand
excitement spvinging to hcr eyes, “ and Mother’s
dead, and | wish I ivas dead, too.”

Signor Bernassio examincd her with
eyes.

“ Well,” he said at length, “ you don’t look as
if you'd been where they lived very high. Sit
down here and tell me about things.”

And so Tilly Ann told him herwhole story from
beginning to cnd. He laughed boisteroiisly at her
account of the events of the morning, but he said
some cxtrcmcly sharp ivords under his brcaih at
other parts of the story, In his way tlic knife-
thrower had been very fond of Nimble Dick, and he
ivas ready enough to do a good turn to Nimble
Dick’s daughtcr, especially as it happened to suit
his own convenicnce just tlicn.

“ Well, Tilly Ann,” he said, when her story was
told, “ you're all right now. 1’1l take care of
you !”

“ Oh, thank you,” slie cvicd joyfully. “ I 'll do
anything you want, and work for you all the time,
if | need n't go back.”

“ Now, look here, little one,” theknifc-thrower
went on, after a little more talk in which Tiily Ann
liad deciai'ed hcr intention ofjoining the circus once
more, and taking up again her oid life in tlic saw-
dust ring, “ if yoti've got the pluck thcre’'s no
reason why you should n't bcgin to-day- Tho girl
that pcrforms with me is sick, and | must have
somcbody to take hcr place. Do you think you 'd
have the grit to stand still and let me throw knives
at you ?”

“ Oh, yes!” Tilly Ann cricd, joyfully.
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seen you do it lots of times, and | know that you
would n’'t hurt anybody for the world.”
“ That’s so,” the Signor returned, approvmagly.

* You 're your father’'s own girl; and 1 would n’t
hurt Nirablc Dick’s girl, least of all.”

“Oh 1’1l do it,” Taly Ann went on, clasping
her haU in delight. “ Shall | have a velvet
dress with spangles on it? ” n

* Youshallthat,” wastheheartyrcsponse; but
mind, you need n’'t do it if you don’'t want to,

and it’s no use trying it ifyou d be scaied and
can’ckeep as still as a graven iroage.”

« TILLY ANN STOOO AS MOTIONUISS AS

But Tilly Ann was not frightened and she was

sure she could keep still, The dress ek
girlwas tried, and with a very little cliang.ng fittcd

Tilly Ann as if it had been made for her. I hey

had a little vehearsal bcforehand, at which Signor
Bernassio assured Tilly Ann she behayed like a

real tvump; and that very afternoon, before the
eyes of all Topton, Tilly Anndanced into the ring
in all the glory of a pink dress. a jacket of chcap
red velvet, much bespanglcd, and a proud con-

sciousncss of her position in which the greatest

actrcss had never cxcellcd her.
At first she had only to hand Signor Bernassio

the things he needed, and with the hclp of careful

instructions beforcliand, a hint now and then from

tbe jugglcr, and bcr natural quickness she went

through witbout a single mistakc.

“ Well done, little chicken,” the Signor said

softly as he placed her wilh her back against the
board into which the knives were to be thrown.
* Now hold hard. | know my busmcss, and you
are as safe as if you were in your own bed.”

Tilly Ann answered him with a happy and fear-
lesssmile The excitement of it all, the joy of hav-
ing escaped from Miss Pinchimp, and the gladuess
at getting back to the life of which she had dveamed
and of which she had neverseen the hard and cruei
side, filled her with delight too great for words.

Swish 1 went the first knife from the careful
and skillful hands of Signor Bernassio. It stuck

IF SsUS HAD HEBN CARVED IN WOOD."

gttivering into the board just at the cnd of onc of
lilly Ann’s fingers. She smiled at the throw r

show him that she did not mind, «nd stoo as
motionlessasifshehadbeencaryedmwood.fovish”™

Swish I went two more m quick successi , *
the thrower noddccl to show that he ~U sure ~
would do her part perfectly. bw.sh I S« ~

Swish ! the knives flashed toward her m a perfc t
shower, until they stood between hei nii,
markedthe width of her "ti o thm bod).
hcdgcd ber all about w.tn thcir bnght blai
Swish! Swish! untit onlyhcr head and neck ucr™

frce and still Tilly Ann’s eyes were as bi g'n
ISessascver, and not a nerve of bcr plucky H

tle scifkncw a singlo quiver of fcai. [i5
* Steady !” she bcard the Signor sa> und

hundred times louder than all the rest,



landed so near lier ear that, as it quivered, she felt
the touch of its coid Steel. She pressed her lips
tugether, but she did not waver, and before she
had time to think she feltthe jar of thc knife which
stnick the board beside her other ear.

Thus far she had kcpt her eyes fixed on Signor
Bcrnassio, but now by some unaccountable and
unhappy impulse she svas moved to glance away
from him. Perhaps it was that thc knives in
their flight toward her head now seemed as if they
were coming straight into her face. Just across the
ring, not sitting in the seats like the others, but
standing by the rope, she saw the town constable,
Cy Cates. The threat of Miss Pinchimp, to send
thc constable after her if she ran away, rushed upon
puor Tilly Ann. She forgot the knives, forgot
ei'erything but a desire to hide, and she turned
her he.ad.

Swish! She heard theknife coming as shestarted,
and nath a horrible shock of despair she realized
all. But she shut her eyes quickiy and with an
eflort of thc will, wondcrful in a mere child, she
hcld herself still.  She felt a stinging scratch on
her forehead and the spurt of warm blood. A cry
went up from thc people, and Signor Bcrnassio
sprang fonvard.

' He has killed her!” somebody shouted; and
tlie men started up from their seats.

Then it was that the real greatness of theforlorn
little waifshowed itself, and that for a moment Tilly
Ann was hcroic. She forgot herself, forgot her
iright, her wound, and thought only that Signor
Bcrnassio would be blamcd for her fault. Like a
flash, &sense ofhaving brought harm to her father’s
oid friend who was kind to her carne into her mind.

'*i’m not hurt,” she cried out at the top of her
voice. “ It was my own fault. Throw the rest,
please. |1 won’t go back to Miss Pinchimp’s.”

The shrill toncs, heightencd by her anxiety to
make everybody hear, rang through thc tent abovc
the growmg noise. There was a hushed instant
in nhich people took in the meaning of what she
said, and then a roar of applaiise went up such as
never before fior sincc shook a circiis-tent in Top-
ton. Signor Bcrnassio, with tears in his eyes, was
h.isiily pulling out the knives that surrounded her,
and then and there, before them all, he bent over
and kissed her,

“You are a trump,” he said, in a voice somchow
sirange and hoarsc. “ You are your father’s own
child,”

And once inore the applausc was so deafening
Ihat for the first timo in her Gfc Tilly Ann blushecl
I'"tly, although she could n't for her life have tokl
"hy she did so.

Of course there was no more knife-throwing
diat afternoon; but before nightfall everybody in

Topton, evcn to Miss Pinchimp herself, had heard
the whole story. Tilly Aun becamc a heroine in
an hour, and before it was time for the evening
performance to begin, a pretty little baskct-phacton
carne driving down into the field where the circiis-
tents were pitched, and there was Rose May to scc
Tilly Ann-

Tilly Ann carne across the dimly-lighted tent to
mect her with the feeling that it ivas a great while
since she had seen Rose that morning. She was
silent while Rose took her by the hands and kissed
her, and then, as Miss M ay softly laid the tip of her
gloved finger on the strip of plaster that covered
the hurt on her forehcad, Tilly Ann, overeéme
by the excitement of the day and by this tcnder-
ncss, brokc into a sold which, with a strong effort,
she stranglcd in its liirth.

“ 1 ivon't go back to Miss Pinchimp,” she said.

“No,” Rosesaid. “ Rutwill yougobacktomer?”

For Rose had had a conversation ivitli her father,
and then she had stopped on her way to the circus
to speak a moment with Miss Pinchimp, whom
she had found fairly quivcring with rage and excite-
inent.

“ Think what an aivful thing for a child to do,”
Miss Pinchimp had said, “ to stand there, in that
shaineless way, to have knives throivn at her ! And
to cali outmy fiame in a circus tent, after all 1 have
clone for her, She shall never darken my doors
again !”

“ Very wcll, then, Miss Pinchimp,” Miss May
had answered, “ of course you have no objection
to my taking her borne.”

“ Goodness, no !” the other had rctorted. “ If
you will have the abandoned little wrctch you
are welcome to her.”

At first, cven tlicprospcct oflivingwith Miss Rose
ivas hardly sufficicnt to make Tilly Ann ivilling to
give up her cherished plan ofgoing «ith the circus;
but when Signor Beniassio added his i’oice, she wiis
in the end persuncled.

“ It 's much the best, little one,” he said,
* though it ain’t often | see a girl so plucky as
you, and you 'd make your way; but with all | 'vc

seen of thc life, itwould n't be doing thc squarc
thing by Nimble Dick, if I ivas to tell his girl any-
thiiig but to kcep out of it. You ain’t seen thc
rough sido of it. but you would soon enough ; and
I tell you to stay with the lady, much as I hato lo
give you up.”

And so at last Tilly Ann yiclded, and from
that day she bcgan a new life, happy and wcll
cared for;— although to thc end of her Ufe Miss
Pinchimp, whcnever she can find anybody to
listen, will delight in painting in blackest colors
what she always spcaks of as “ the awful thing
that Tillv Ann did.”
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LITTLE

TO-BO.

By Rossiter Johnson.

No, notChinese— not Japanese — notBurmcse,
fior Fiji, Aor Crim-Tartar, Aior Malagasy. Just
plain American. Of course that was not her bap-
tismal namc. She carne by it in a very odd way.
When her attention was first called to thc avt of
rhyming, slio was deeply interested in it, and, like
everybody elsc, thought she would like to do ither-
self After thinking about it for a while, she said;
‘“Papa, is to-bo a thyrae?” Being answered that
it was, and assured that it was a pcrfect one m
every respect, she seemed satisficd that she had
now provided herself with every requisitc for
poctry. Thcreaftor she would tell a long story,
all in plain prose, and suddcnly end it by saying,
“ To-bo!” She thought that this conclusiéon, by
some mystcrious rcflex influcnce, casta glamour of
poesy and the miisic of rhyitie over the entire pro-
duction- Fairy story, wild-beast story, domcstic
story — no matter wliat — “ To-bo ” for an cnding
turned it all into rhyme.

Howcver, she had a good ear for rhythm, as
was manifestcd very early. Slie was scarcely three
years oid when, being pleased — as children are
ivont to be — witli the squeak of her new shoes as
she walked on the tilmg of thc front hall, she cx-
prcssed her dcliglit to her mother in these words,
“ My fcct made music in the marble hall,” which
is a rhythinically pcrfect heroic linc.

Aftcr she had Icarned to write, being no longer
dependent on a private secretary, her muse became
more prolific. Here is a moral rcflection that she
scrawled on the back of a manuscript. |1 give it
verbatim:

“ Lifcs cvcrlastin trubbels lead to thoughs that
takes hour atenshon to its self.”

1 suppose when slie utterccl that note she had
about as much of the solid specic of thought be-
hind it as proverbial pliilosophevs usually have.

Hcre is a complete poem, on the birds in spring:

“ Now it is spring!
Do you hear thc birds sing,
Am! see tbeni fly
Up in (hesky ?

“ Now it is spring !

The birds on thc wing

From thc soulli lake their flight.
Ah, beautiful sight |

“Now it is spring!

To think they should know
Just when they should go,
Live happy and sing! ”

Her early pocms, like those of some famotis
writers, include many that liave simply a giri's
fiame for title. One of these, which describes a
charactercalled Madie, has a refrain, “ Ever slic."

Here is a single stanza ;

“ Madie always thoughtlife lovely,
For she lived in tranquil tvoubly —
Ever she.”

She had a passion for accuracy, and when she
could not command the expression for an idea,
ivould quickiy make one. Thus she was overlicard
one day saying to a little playmate who had put
a sand-pic into the oven and instantly takeii it cut
again, declaring it was done, “ You can’t do it so.
It could n’t bakc in justamw.” And once wlicii
she was out riding with her parcnts, and for thc
first time saw a beautiful green hedge, she poiiited
tonard it with her chubby finger and iiiquircd,
“ Papa, in place of a fence, what? ”

She spenta summer in the country witli a family
that had tlircc dop in which she was very much
interested. One daywhen one ofthe dogswas ainus-
ing itself by turning over and tossing up a box-tur-
tle, she ran around to thc kitchen and got a boiie.
This she threw to tlie dog, and as soon as he was
cngagcd with that, she snatched up the turtk and
ran into the house. She cxplained that she knew
the dog could not injure thc turtle, but she should
think it would “ hurt the turtle’s fcelings to be
tossed around in that way.”

Her father used to say to her, as an inducemcnt
to good bchavior, “ Ifyou ave a good girl all ihis
month, | will let vou be so many ycars oid on >our
next birthdav.” This was a very solemn consid-
eration, and always had an immediate cffect, tili
one day she answered, as a light suddcnly burst
upon her, “ Why, Papa, you can’t stop nic from
being four years oid in January I You can tinaKc
me four ycars olcl, and you can'i stop me! -
used to imagine notonly thatshe must grow oWecr,
but that her mother must grow younger, mu
would say confidcnlially, “ Mamma, when 1 gro"
big and you grow little, wc 'll do ” thus and so.

tio?
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Like all children, she was fond of draiving pie-
tures, and she seldom made one without some sort
of story attached to it. Here isone;

This is her explanation of it (1 put on the Ict-
tcrs to make it jnteliigiblc); “ This a door. This,
[a] is a pretend keyhole ; and this, [b] is the truly
kei'hole. W licn the burglars come, they are fool-
ing around the pretend keyhole, and can’t get in,
and ali the while the people inside are lying awake
and laughing at them. These [c] are the airs
those people put on because they had that kind
of door.”

Here is a picture that tells its own story:

J-A

|15 NOT THAT A nCTURBSOL'E OLU SHANTY ?"
SAVINC; J'ROM ISOTII IMPS.)

WAS THE

She had a pcnchant for definitions, and occa-
siotially made a good one. Being asked what she
understood by “ politeness,” she answered, “ 1
sappose it means to be good and graceful.” After-
ward, when tlic family removed to a house that
stood at the top of a hill on a gi'eat tiirnpike, where
there was much hoavy tcaming, she said, “ | do
like to live here; everybody is so polite. Even
the horses bow to me as they come up the hill.”
This idea of politeness appeared to be coiipled
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with a natural scnsc of hospitality. Once when
prcparing for Santa Claiis, she said, “ 1 should
think he must be tired, going so far and climbing
up and down so many chimneys. | will set a chair
for him by the stockings, so that he can resl.” Un
further reflection, she said he might be hiingry
also. That day somc crackcrs in the form of let-
ters had been given her, and sclccting thosc that
would spell SANTA CLAUS, she placed them
where he could see they were intcndcd for him.
Great was the delight of little To-bo in the morn-
ilig on finding that about half of them were miss-
ing. Ofcourse Santa Claus had eaten them ; the
crumbs on the carpet proved it. That Chvislmas
Eve she was asked, “ Suppose that Santa Claus
should forget to come here, and you should not
get any of the things that you have been wishing
for, what would you do?” “ Why, then,” said
she, “ Il just scttle down and be happy with
what | have.” One other instance of her scnse of
politeness is amiising. Her parents were about to
embark for Europe, and her aunt, in closing the
last letter they would receive before sailing, asked
what she should tell them for To-bo. “ Tell them,

my love. And tell them, when they bring the
Paris doOy | shall thank them very much. And
tell them : my dear friends, good-bye !” A ycar

later she was not so complacent about vcnturcs
on the water, for she had bcgim to listen to the
reading of newspapers, and was intercstcd in tales
of shipwreclts. Going on board a stcamcr for a
short trip, she ivas anxious lo know what were the
relative chances of sinking and of being cavried in
safety, and asked, “ Papa, which is the most, the
times tliat we stay up, or the times we go down ?”
She soon got the better of lier fears, hoivcver, and
on being taken to the engine-room became very
much intercstcd in the machinery, Said she, “ It
is like the roaring of many bcars.”

She was not always fortinate in her use of large
words, One day, discussing lames, she said : “ |
think it is too bad that litdc children have to have
fiames they don’t like, and can’t ever gct rid of
them. |If 1 had a little girl, I 'd just give her some
lifame like Pcrmanont Sarah, tlll she was oid
enough to choosc her own namc.” She meant,
Temporary Sarah.

Her first dim conception of the possibility of a
pun showed itself one day wlicn she heard ihe
cook ordcrcd to prepare some cocoa for breakfast.
“ The c-0-0-k will makc the c-o-k-o— those are
the same word.” Aftcr the nature of a pun had
been explained to her, she used to give out words
for punning, as they are given out for spelling.
“ Papa, make a pun on a hotel ” — which word she
always pronounccd “ hootel.” *“ Mamma, makc a
pun on a ihunder-storm,” and so on. She was not
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wanting, however, in ideas more essentially witty.
Once when she sat in tho barber’s chair, he kept
saving, while he was cutting hcr bang, “ Now
keep your eyes shut, Miss.” “ Be sure to keep
your eyes shut,” After a time, the scissovs were
at work on the hair at the side, when shc vemarked
with much gravity, “ Now, 1 suppose, 1 ought to
keep my ear shut.” , t- 1

After listening to a famous story, httle lo-o0
took a pen and made a graphic rcpresentation of
her idea of the hcro as he must have appeared m
the last year of his cxile. Here it is:

One night, aftcr she had been in bed for some

time, she scnt for her mother. “ Mamma,” said

TO-BO.

she “ I wish you would stay with me, because 1

am’so wakerous, and the shadows on the wall are
so scaresome.” , e

One Sunday cvening, when the cook had gone
away, she asked and received permission to try her
hand at getting the supper all jilonc. After a pro-
longcd struggle in the kitchcn and d.nmg-rooni
she appeared in the libravy, wrote a hnc, placed
something under a box on the table, and went back
again. Going to the table, her parents found on
the box a scrap of papcv inscribced tluis, “ Wareiu
aptite and take tickets,” Under the box were twn
tickets like this;

Armed with these ingenious cards of admission
they presented themselves with prnmptness at tlic
door of the dining-room, where the tickets «cie
dulv demanded, When they were seated at tho
tabie, the explanation was given, to this effc.i.
Everything in the kitchcn had gone wrong. he
toast was burned, and somehow had managed to
-et coid, besidcs ; the tea did n'ttasto like tea; and
there was a general air of fa.lure over the wbolc
supper. Little To-bo felt like sitting down and
crying, and probably «oukl have clone so, but sud-
deiily she remembered shc had heard it said that
a pei-son with an appctitc could eat anything. <o
she devised the plan of having the appetiies «ar-
rantcd. Dear little To-bo 1 wbcn the ivhole «x.ikl
turns sour and the fcast of life threatens to be a
dismal failiire, you and sucb asyou are the apme
tickets” lhat givc a zest and a charm beyond tlic
powcr of any catercr. .It is because >'ou are un
board that “ the limes we stay up” are more than
“ the times we go down.”

FAIRY MIRRORS.

iV WILLIAM H. HAYNIi.

Each dcwcirop hanging on ihe grass
Must be a fairy looking-glass,

W hcrein tbe proud, delighted clvcs
See clear reflcctions of themselves,
And from rude mortal eyes wiihdrawn,
M ake their gay toilets on the lawn.
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By Anna Botsford Comstcck.

A BRANCH
of sumac with
its dnim-major
plumos,abough
of eider bcnd-
illg undera load
'ofitsdark-hucd
berries, a rasp-
berry bramblc,
low trailingand

graceful; these were my tropliies from Woodland,
oncsunny October afternoon; and to the uninitiated
ihei' doubtiess ivould seem but random and com-
monplace mementos of an autumnal ramblc. But
listen, and | tell you how such branchecs,
seemingly uninteresting and aimlessly gathercd,
have been the scenes of great toil, brave decds,
faitliful, loving dcvotion, and also, alas ! of treach-
ery and tragedy. | will relate to you the history
revcaled by these broken boughs; a history to
(liscover which has rcquired many patient hours
and much close watching by eyes that loved the
«ork,

will

One stinshiny morning last May, had you bcen
watching, you might have seen n gay little insect,

not more than onc-fourth of an inch long,

flitting about among these branches, her

body mctaliic bluc, and with four gauzy wings

flashing in the sunlight. Had you noted

her then, you would have thought hcr created

only for the enjoyment of a bright spring

day. Little would you have drcamcd of the

strength of purposo and the powev of endur-

ance bound up in that wee body. You per-

haps would have scarcely detectcd that she

belongcd to a family noted for their por-

severance and industvy. Yet, in spitc of

her diminutivc size and metallic color, she

is as truly a bee as the clunisiest bumble-

bcc that ever hummed in the clover. She

bclongs especially, however, to the group

of carpenter-bces; and she has a pretty

scientific namc, Ceralina dupla, that seems

quite in keeping with her clainty appearance.

However, very little cares she by what

Latin namc mortal man has chosen to cali

hcr, forwcightier responsibilitles vcst upon

hcr active mind this bright May morning,

and so she hunts about until she finds some

broken twig of eider or of sumac whicb pcrmits

her to come into direct contact with ihc pith of

the plant. Then our little heroiiie, with the aid

of her mandibles, or jaws, goes to work to ex-

cdvate a tunnel in the branch by vemoving the

pith moiithful by mouthful. Very carefully is the

work clone, the pith being neatly cut so that the

walls of the tunnel are left straight and smootli.

To bring her undcrtaking within our comprehcn-

sion we might compare hcr to a man who should

attempt to dig a well thrcc or four feet wiUc and

two hundred fcct cleep, with no tools but his hands
with which to rcmove the earth.

The tunnel of the Ceratina is about onc-cighth
of an inch in diamcter, and often as much as cight
or ten inchcs in dcpfh. But when our little bee is
through cxcavating hcr tunnel, and has finished it
with all the nicety of her own fine scnsc of the lit-
ncss of things, she has really but begun her siim-
mcv’'s work. However, her next task combines
pleasure with duty, for it takes her into the (iclds
to gather poilen from the flowers. This she carrics
by loading it upon her hincl legs, which are fur-
nishcd wilh long hairs for holding it in place. But



(V|
1%

\ii

HIDDEN
606

i, . g.« man,nip.backand f,nh bejmec

sbe has packcd .he bc.o.n of tb. nc. pollcn

£0 thc dcpth of a quarter of an inch.
she deposits upon it a tmy n
builds a partition by glumg together

p

and othcr suitable n ‘"-S e

always keeps on hand (or rathei

purpose. This part.t.on >s firmly fastcned to thec
k s of thc tunnel and is
inch ir\ thicknc-ss ; it serves
cell, and as a floor for the next. Then the proc

is repeated; she \,e
egg, builds another partitmn, nnd

tunnel is filled to withm an inch or

opening; the last egg is thus necessany cposi

ToNire'thy MM
apartment-house, each in-
dividual occupying onc
entire flat. Then there
comes arest for thc indus-
trious little mother; for
her next duty is to rcmain
quiet and await futuro de-
velopments. But her fi-
dclity is wunfailing; the
inch or two of space left
at the top of the tunnel
serves as a vcstibule to her
dwclling, and there she
waits and watches over her
home.

W hile she is guarding
the door let us take a peep
into the first cell and see
what is taking place there;
forwhat we find true of onc
cell will pvove equally truc
of all thc others. The egg
soon hatches outa minute,
white, footless wovm or
larva which falls to work
immediately, cating with
all its might the pollen
provided liy its careful
mamma. On this food it
thrives and gvows, imtil it THE TUNNEL
isaquarterofaninch long;
by this time, usually, it
has consumecd all thc pollen in the cell; howevecr,
the mnther-bee’s instinct does not seem to be imal-

lible in Ibis particular-, for sometimcs she provides

more foocl than her child necds. Aftcr thc larva

has thus reached its full growth, it becomcs ngtd
eand tuvns darkcr in color, and qgiieer-looking seams
and exci-esccnces appear upon il;

cases in which its

these are the
legs and wings are developing.

HOME OF THE CEBATINA DITLA,

1JUKE,
ITOMES.

,nshoA m '~ rpapisS ..".“opctatdV M t

~nT i color, and rn c,c,
rcsoect resembling its mother; for, you know, bees

grow after they have their legs and wings,
y «ijle thc patient niother, who has

Sarcd OI; pivilegc

~

not

of peeping inte the cclls,
of what has happened, unlcss pev-
Hor

SSrTcnie T a novel one; her first-born ,s thc

i-icr nnc of the brood that she bcholds. Vou sec,

is taught to these creatures, as an eavly
fesson- for, ofcourse, the egg first laid is the car-
soonest reaches matunty. So
exoerience of the eldest of a Ceratina

youngest brothers and

ONE OF THE OKOVP OF

CARI'l-KreK PEES.
imagine that this idle waiting is rather hard «ork
for a little creature with bvand-ncw wings «InvH
it islonging to spread in the sunshine,

The next lesson that our Ceratina must Icarn is
industry. For when the youngest of thc broad
has reached maturity, each one m thc ncst bc,i
to work its way up and outward by tcarmg do""
the partition abovc it and pushing the particlcs
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waste material down toward tlie boltom of the
ncst.  This arrangement is a comfortable one for
the youngest, who has only one pariition between
itand its mother, but is not nearly so nice for the
eldest, who has had not only the longcst time to
wait, but has now the most work to do : for he must
piish his way up through the débris of all the par-
titions above him. It revedis a funny sight to open
a Ceratina nest after the material of the partitions
has been stowed awa>’in the bottom of the tunnel.
There are all the bees,— sometimes as many as
fourteen,— packed in as ci6se as possible, each
with its head toward the opening, and braced
against the “ heels,” so to speak, of his next
youngest brother; for nature teaches them to face
tou'ard the door that leads out into the world.
Finally, the sentinel mother, having bccome
satisfied that all are ready, leads the way and
chapcrons her children in their first fliglu out into
the sunshine.

Later, the remains of the partitions are removed
from the nest, which is thus made ready for an-
olher brood. Sometimes the whole grown-up
family are found in nests thus cleaned, which would
indicate that the young bees dutifully lend their
mother a helping mandible in house-cleaning and
making the home attractive. And they doubtiess
find it pleasant to linger about the oid homestead
and make k their abiding place until they feel
cap.ible of sctting up establishmenls of their own.
This is certainly true of the fall brood ; these cliil-
drcn of the autiimn, when the days bccome cool,
crawl into the clean ncst, head downward, one
aficr another, and tuck themselves in, wc might
say, as cosy as cosy can be, and just go to sleep,
and stay asleep, until the bright May sunshine
calis to them tlirough the opcn door and tells them
tn wake up and go to work. W c found one family
of eight thus housed for the winter; and the bcc
next the door was the faithfiil mother,— we rccog-
nized her because her rvings were frayed andworn
by her many flights and severe toil. 1 have often
«ondered if this long winter’s sleep were not bright-
cned l)y drcams of sun and flowers. How do wc
know that this is not a bcc’s way of spending the
"mainter in Florida ?

Thiis we have learnecl the raain facts in the life
of our little Ceratina supposing tliat her life is a
fnrtuiuue one from egg-hood to motherhood. But
in our studies of these hidden bornes we find rec-
ords of wars and tragedies, and thus iearn that our
hny friend lias many enemies always watching for
an opportunity to injure her. Among these foes
aresome ofher own lazy relatives, first and second
oousins, who ccriainly otiglk to have better man-
atts and morais. Othcr species of bees, and somc
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wasps which build their nests in the hollow stalks
of plants, take advantage of the tunnel excavatcd
by ihe Ceratina, drivc her away before her ncst is
finished, and take posscssion of her home. Wc¢c
may safely bclieve tiiat the plucky little bee would
not submit to such an outrage without vigoious rc-
monstrance; and doubtiess there are duels fouglit
wbich equal in bravery and ficrceness any that we
rcad about in stories ofthe Middle Ages.

There are still othcr enemies of tbe Ceratina, ion
cowardly to achieve their objects by a fair fight.
One of these, a light and airy inscct, with a scimi-
tar-shaped body, belongs to the Ickncumonidcf, a
family noted for deceitfuiness and immoral con-
duct, to say nothing of bioodthirstiness. This de-
signing creature loiters about and watches the
Ceratina building her nest. When the nest buildcr
has filled a cell with pollen and deposited an
egg, and has departed to seek material for a par-
tition, the ichneumon sneaks slyly in and lays one
of itseggs in the cell, too; so, when the bee comes
back, she unconsciously walls in with her child its
dcadliest foe. When the young bee lias ncarly
attained full size, tlie icbncumon egg hatches into
a voracious little gnib, which evidently looks upon
the fatbee-larva asa hungry child might look upon
a cholee bcefstcak. It at once falis to eating the
hclpless creature, which conveniently proves to be
sufficient food to nourish tbe little interloper until
the latter has completed its growth. When suf-
ficiently grown, the young ichneumon spins a beau-
tiful silkcn cocoon about itself, in the most iiinoccnt
nianner, and changos to a pupa. In this slate it
waits until the bees in tlie tunnel above it have
matuied and departed, and then issues fortli a
fully developed ichneumon, and flies into the world
to play its hcreditary tricks upon anyunwary insect
it may chance to meet. We found one of these
ichneumon cocoons in the middle cell of a Cera-
tina nest. Only one of the maturc bees was found
in tbe tiiiincl below the cocoon, and it liad its licad
pointed downward; thus telling, as plaiiily as words
could have told, that, disgusted with the creature
it found obstructiiig its upward pathway, it had
turned about with a firiii intention to dig out by way
of China, or die in the attempt! And, undoubt-
cdl)', many which escape bciiig caten by tbe para-
sitc, die thus from iraprisonmecnt.

This completes the record of svhat I know of tlic
life-histoiy of this little carpenter-bcc. 1 hopc,
however, that the boy and girl naturalists who read
this history will gather tlie dry twigs of eider and
of sumac at different seasons of the ycar, and then,
by paticntly stiidying them, they may be able to
supply for themselves many interesting particulars
which | have yet to learn.
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THE GOBLIN STORM: A LEGEND
OF BIGSTORIA,

By Benjamin Webster.

The Sergeant was homec
from Tonquin — sosaid all Uic
village— and was staying at
the Inn, “ too proud to speak
to any one so added those
who envied him the attention
excited by bis gorgeoiis uni-
form.

Bul Jules and Gaston, Jcan
and Emil, said bluntly that
they knew better, and to show
their faith in their oid comrade
invited him to take soup with
them as he used to do bcfore
he went into the army.

Behokl, then, the five friends
around the table. W hat have
they to talk of after their long

sepnration ? W ¢ will listen,
The Sergeant is speaking:
“ Indeed, | hardly know

how one lives at all in those
tropics. W ithout boasting, 1
myself bear things as well as
most of my neighbors, but—
I confess it, my friends, | have
been frightencd by tbe tropics,
Think of it, my boys, aFrench
officer afraid of the wcather !”

“ Of the weather?” asked
Emil.

“ 1 can not see thatl” said
Jules-

“ It is no more than the
truth,” resumed the Sergeant.
“ InTonquin wc have thunder
and lightning— for | can not
otherwisc namc them— but
not such as come to these vil-
lages; little gvoans of thunder
here, and sparks of lightning
tijgrc — but thundcrstorms to
terrify a bishop !”

“ How so?” asked Gaston,
curiously.

The Sergeant had enjoyed
bis soup and truly his tonguc
talked of itself

“ In Tonquin,” said he, rising to his feet— for so
one gestures more easily, “ the lightest of out
thunder cracks cannon-balls in two ; and onc peal
follows another so fast that there is never but one
— which, however, lasts as long as the stovra,”

“ Strange enough,” said Jules, with his mouth
open, his spoon in the air.

“ And the lightning? ” asked Jean, quickly.
“The lightning?’'" vcpeated the Sergc.int,
much the same sort. It is never seen, All tlic
world stays indoors and puts on grecn spcciacles
— one or two pairs!” L e

“ A curious custom!” remavkcd I-.mil, lookmg
sidcwise at the veteran.

“ As you say— curious indeed,” replied the Ser-
geant, smiling. “ You would enjoy the uddiiy
of it | have little doubt. But there is something
more worthy of notice. There is the rain. In
Tonquin the rain falls so fast that it does n't re.ich

“

the ground i” . . .
“ But, Sergeant,” cried Gaston, rising to protcsi,
“ your last statcment is hardly crediblc!”

“ Oh, you dcmand an explanation,” saiil ilic
Sergcaiit with some warmth, and pounding the
table with bis stiff fingers, “ it is because the vm-

drops fall so fast they ave dnecl up by tlie fnction
of the air— that is, of course, all but a httlc.
not mean to say tbat mué of the water falls to the
cround— that would be unreasonable.’

“ So | thought,” said Gastén, noddmg lus head
wisclv

“ You were right, Gastéon,” said the Sergeant,
irrandlv. “ Always tcll me if you find my sienes
incredible. | am a little irritable, but not prou e
And | know (sincc I, too, lived in this httlc v.lla,c
once-so long ago!) how scldom you heai sucti
adventiircs! ” ,

“ My word, but I have heard things as strange.

said Gaston, dryly. . -...ckmi

“ Then my stories do not surpnse you - aK
the soldier. with some disappointraent.

“ W hy should they ?" replied Gastoén, 1
ncver been in Tonquin. | have heard of quec
things, however ; yes, and in this very n

Such as ?” said the Sergeant, lookmgtew
at the other and twisting his moustache ends into
two needlc-poinls. .

“ Some people would say your Tonqun
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ivere not large,” Gastdén said, franidy. “ Butlam
not so foolish. Freely I admit that such storms
are rare in this village. But | do contend that we

have here the smallest storms that can well be.”
The Sergeant moved uneasily on his four-legged
stool, and gazed at
Gastén with his eye-

lids half closcd.

“ Did you never
hearof them?” said
Gaston, secming to
be much surprised.

“ Ncver,” said
the Sergeant, in a
peculiar voice.

“ It is said that
once at the Inn,

where you are stay-
ing, a man who had
been a sailor,— 1
think itwas a sailor,
— carne home from
Algeria, and told of
many wonderful ex-
periences. Sea-ser-
pents, land-slides,
unicorns, roes’eggs,
and merraaids,—
such was his stock
mtrade. Well, onc morning that soldicr— ~

‘“Sailor!” said thc Sergeant, frowning.

“ Sailor, of course,— that sailor carne to break-
fast telling of a terrible storm, a thunderstorm— a
truc Tonquin storm, if you will permit me, Ser-
geant.” The Sergeant bowed, still frowning.
‘ But, strangely enough,” G.aston went on, “ no
one clse had seen any signs of a storm, whatever.
It had seemed to every one clse a bright moon-
light night! Now 1 cali that worthy of remark !'”

“ Truly so,” said thc Sergeant, uneasily.

” And, strangely enough,"” went on the villager,
“ there is a legend that such storms are the work
of goblins, who thus punish tellers of big storics,
as, it seems, this sailor must have bccn !”

The Sergeant made no coinment, but drummed
a quickstep upon thc table, whistling a noisclcss
life accompaniment.

Emil, Jules, and Jean had been listening opcn-
mnouihed and ransacking thcir brains to find some
traceof thiswonderful legend. Butno one of them
Could recall it, and, u-hilc tliey were collccting
their «its to question Gastéon, the Sergeant asked:

“ Where was it you said this sailor lodgcd?”

‘At your Inn, in the front room on thc left—
your room, by the way, Sergeant, is it not ?”

That is where they have put me,” replied the
‘Cloran. Then rising, he shook hands all round,
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saying, “ Good-night, my lads, goocl-night. Rc-
maikable place, the tvopies.”

“ Remarkable, indeed !” they answered.

No sooncr was their gucst out of sight than the
others turned to Gaston, who was laughing to him-
self at thcir wondering faces.

After a short explanation, during which thc four
heads were very closc together, Julcs went in one
direction for a daik-laiuern, Gaston set foith in an-
other to borrowa clrum, Jean went in a third for the
big watering-pot,while Emilwas to fiila basket with
sand and gravel. When they carne back, later in
the evening, each had succeeded in his errancl.

“ We will give the Sergeant a Goblin Thunclcr-
storm,” Gastén said, with a smile. Then all four
laughcd aloud. They were sharp fellows, and
they comprehended his plan.

Although the moon shonc brightly that night,
the conspirators set forth for the Inn, walking in a
single file, and grinning with anticipation,

About midnight they were in front of Ilic window
of the “ front room 011 the left.” Emil ihrew thc
sand against the panes, Gastén beat a terrible roll
upon the drum, and Jules flashed thc light of his
lantcrn through the window, while Jean spattcrcd
water upon the glass.

The Sergeant ardse, carne to the window and
gazed curiously out. Apparently there was bright
moonlight and a
cloudlesssky; but
he had seen thc
lightning, hcard
the thunder, and
surely those were
ciropsofrain upon
the panes of the
window.

The four mis-
chief-makers had
crouched closcly
against thc wall,
and with diffi-
culty rcstraincd
themselves from
noisy mirth.

The steps re-
treated fi'om the
window.

After waiting a
moment, another
“ Goblin Storm”
was crcatecl, and
brought the puzzicd man again to the window; but
so closely flattcnecl against the Inn were the four
friends that thcrc was no cine to the mystery, and
thc Sergeant once more retired, too sleepy to make
any further invcstigation that night.

GASTON S£CUKI2S A ORTM,
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A tliird rcpctition of thcir tvick brought their
victim running to thedoor-as they had expccted.
Being ready for him, Jean deluged the poor

JEAN GETS THE WATEKINC-POT.

Sergeant ‘'vuh
water, Gaston
dcafened him
with the drum,
Jules blinded
his eyes with the
lantern, while
Emil peltedhim
with the gravel,
and he stagger-
ed back indoors
with his hands
over his eyes
and his breath
almost gone.

Next day the
Sergeant asked
the landlord at
breakfast - time
whether the ter-
rible storm had
not kept him
awake.

-plie Undlo rd

stared at him insilence foramoment, and then said;

“ Sergeant, are you crazy?”

“ Landlord, what do you mean?

replied the

soldier with much dignity, rising to his feet.

“ 1t was a calm,
any one will tell you.

bright raoonliglit night, as
W hy do you ask such a

foolish question?-To make me ridiculous?

“ Itwas but a poor
joke, wasn’tit. mine
host?” said the Scr-
gcant, with a twist
at his big miistaches
while his cheeks gi-ew
very red. “ Pray say
nothing aboutit, and
I will promisc not to
repeat so ill-tiincd
a plcasantvy," and
away he marched,
very ercct and very
proud indecd.

Strangely enough,
not only did the Ser-
geantseeknoexplana-

tionof hisremarkable
experiencc at the Inn,
but even bis won-
derful adventures in
Tonquin were no
more recallcd.

EMIL COILECTS SANU ANO
GRAVEL

As for Gastén, Jules, Emil, and Jean, they uever
met together without chuckimg and pokuig one

another, and this they continued to do until next

fair-time.

NAN'S CRITICISM.

By Cornelia Atwood Pratt.

I WROTF. somc bedtime verses once,

To scnd to Baby Nan,

W hen she was West and | was East,

This is the way they ran:

‘* Cood-night, dear eyes that clase to-night

A thousand miles away j

My Kkisses lie upon your luis

Toguard them till the day.

‘How did they get theref Oh, / threw

A scorc or so in air,

And some were caught as theyfew by
Your tangkd, silky hair |

Cood-night to two round rosy cheeks,
To dimples, curls, and chin,
I scnd a kissfor every onc

A kiss can nestle in.”

W hat do you think that baby said?
A captious critic, she,—

Mamma, | fink she ’'s said good-night
To ev'ryfin’ but me.”



STANLEY’'S MAGIC BOOK.*

By David Ker.

On tlie bank of an African river, upon a tiny
clearing which — scoopecl out of the vast black
forcst that bristlcd along both shores as far as the
eye can rcach — bctokcncd the neighborhood of a
nativc village, a man was standing alone, taking
rapid notes in a small book, while behind him lay
maored along the water’s edge a fleet of canoes,
crmvded with the dark-brown or black faces of
Ar.ibs and negroes, whose crooked swords and
long ivory-stocked giins glittcred in the morning
siiiishine.

The solitary figure on the bank seemed to be
the only white man of the whoie party, and even
he, lean and ragged as he ivas, with his face
burned almost black by the sun, and a matted
mane of grayish-black hair and bcard hanging
loosely around it, seemed quite as savage as any
of liis followers. But, small and thin though he
w.as, with plain, almost coarse, features, and a dress
ofwhich any respectable scarecrowwould have been
jshamed, he had in his sunken eyes that look of
poiverand command which stamps the born leader
of men. And such, indeed, he was, for this man
ivas lio other than Henry Morton Stanley.

So engrossed ivas Stanley with the notes which
he ivas making, that he never saw the black
scoivling face and fierce eyes which peered out at
him suddenly from the encircing thicket. Pres-
ently another head appeared, and another, and
another still; and then the matted boughs shook
and parted, and several men stole forth, with long
spcars in their hands.

llut Stanley’s quick ear had caught the rustle
of tlic leaves, and, taking several strings of beads
from his pouch, he advanccd to mcet them, utter-
ing the long, shrill, bleat-like salutation of the
country, “ Sen-nen-neh !” (peace.)

But there was little sign of peace among the
.idiaticmg savages, who darted thrcateniiig looks
at him, and kept miittering angrily among them-
selves. Then a huge scarrcd warrior, who scemed
to be their chicf, said, with a flourish of his spear:

“ If the ivhitc man wishes pcace, why does he
try to bewitch us?”

"How have | tried to bewitch you?” asked
Stanley in amazement. “ | come as your guest,
not as your enemy. You all see that my men
have laid down their guns and swords, and are
waiting to be friends with you.”

“ The strangcr’s words are not straight!” an-
swcred tho savage, ficrcely. “ Did wc not see him
making spells of witchcraft against us, and draw-
ing them 011 the iiiagic charm that he carrics witli
him?” A sudden light flashed upon Stanley —
it ivas his note-book Chat liad offended them ! *“ If
the white chicf means fairly by us, let him throw
his magic work into yonder fire, and then he shall
be our brotlicr, and shall eat with us; but if not,
our spears shall reacli his heart!”

A ferocious gvowl from the rest, and a significant
brandishiiig of spears and bows, added fvesh point
to this last remarle.

For one moment the bold traveler stood aghast.
I'o clcstvoy his valuable notes, gathered with so
much toil and siiffering, would be to fling away
the wholc fruit of his wcary and pcrilous journey !
Yet, to refusc might cost his life and the lives of all
his men, for ihc savages were evidently in earnest,
and all the thickets around him were already
swarming with ficrcc faces and levelcd weapons.
W hat was to be done?

All at once a bright idea carne to him. In his
pouch lay a small pocket Shaksperc (thecompanion
of all his wandcrings), which was sufficicntly like
the objectionablc note-book to have dcceived a
kccner obscrver than an African savage. Quick
as thought he drew it forth, and held it tip so that
cvery onc could see it.

“ Is this the charm that my brothcrs wish me to
burn ?” he asked, loud enough to be lieard by all
present.

“ It is! it is1” roared a hundred voices at once,
while half a dozcn bony, black hands were out-
stretched from the front nmk of the croivd as if to
clutch the formidable “ ivitch-book.”

“ And if | burn it,” said Stanley, “ will you be
friends with me, and give food to my men ?”

“ We will,” choruscd the black spearmen.

“ Behold, then!” cried the great leader, and
with one jerk of his hand he flung the Shaksperc
into the fire beside him. In a moment it flamcd
up, shiivelcd away, and was gone 1

Then broke forth a yell of delight from the
siipcrstitioiis savages, as they saw the drcadcd
“ magic” vanish into sinoke. A score of big,
bare-limbcd warriors, all smeared with paint and
grease. rushcd forward to overwhclm their “ ivhitc
brother” with sticky embraces, while othersbrought

*This story is pcrfcci)y iruc, and B<here given almost as Stanley hirnsclf told it.— D. K.
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5i2 stanley’'s
forward armfuls of fniit, fish, and potato-likc cas-
sava bread. Stanley’'s himgry men ate their fill,
und all went as merrily as a picnic.

Many a nigbt after, while struggling ivearLly
along the windings of the imknou'n river, the great

magic bouk.

explorer missed the book that had bccn his com-
panion in so many penis and suffenngs But tlic
precious notes were saved, and the narrat.ve wluch
they formed has since been ,-ead and applaudvd
from one side of the world to the other.



“BINGO WAS

HIS x\AME/

By Annie Howells l'réchette.

“liich he hcld ia his hand, * that R & {wif
be a great entertainment to the children, and a
protection as well. | don’t think they would ever
get lost again if they had a good, trusty dog to
fullow them about.”

“ Oh,there is no doubt thata dog would bea
pcrfect joy to them,” replied Mamma, at whom he
lud looked. “ But would n't a dog be a great
trouble to you ?”

No,— no very great trouble, and besides, even
If he were, 1 ivant the children to enjoy thcir visit
to fullness. I 'l speak to Randolph and have
litin hunt up a dog for mo.”

¢ Why no, Father, don’'t do that; there is Joey
\ale,— ifany onein Virginiacan find you just what

yuu want, Joey can. Randolph would be sure to

bringsomestarvcdhound(whatSistercallsa.rin«/y
dog), with a view to borrowingitto ‘ huntol bar'’
with,” said Aunt Sie.

'*Joey Vale’s collie has had pups jately, n-emight
p t one and train it,” remarked Aunt Lisha. She
hated dogs, but loved her small relatives to that
degrec that she was rcacl)’ to love their dog, if so
doing would add to thcir happiness.

Yes, | suppose Joey would be the right man
to cail upon,— can you girls nianage to see him?”

“ 1 might take the children and go over to-mor-
rou. assentecl Aunt Sie, who never found herself
at 1loss to “ manage ” to give others pleasure.

So it was sctticd.

* rhc children,” who were asleep up stairs, were
«Ulittiepeople whohadcomefrom their Northern
nome to spend several months with their grand-
ather on a lovely oid farm in Virginia. In the few

coks which had already passed theyhadsuccceded
m getting themselves lost for a whole day. with a
P e~alf.named Juno, as their companion. Thisad-
‘entiire liad thrown tlie household into a State of
alann which gave symptoms of becoming chronic,

d"inch made a sense of sccurity unknnwn.

A happier little couple it would have been hard
'<find anywhere - f,ivnf
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~ half longer than
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accepted by him as an authority on most subjeets
though she kindly allowed him to know the most
about blacksmithing, coopering, and similar indus-
tries which they had invcstigated in thc neigh-
borliood. ®

Each morning was a joyful awakening to them
but the morning which followed the foregoing
conversation was happy beyond any that had ever
dawned. At an early hour, Aunt Sie— dear Aunt
b.e, wl.o mude even a dull day bright-cam ¢ into
thcii room just as they were waking. But she
affccted to think them still asleep, and began at
once talking to Mamma:

“ 1'd like to go over to Mrs. Vale’s this morn-

in ' if 1 had some one to drive Charley for me
Charley for me.

Btftthel
? com-fields, and really
I clon t feel like going alone with that frlsky stecd.

I wonder if I could persuade one of the children—
or both— to go with rae. 1 'd feel perfectly safe
if I had Sister to drive, and Brothcr to look after
thc buggy m case any of the bolts carne loose or
some strap should unbucklc.”

* Sister! d’ you hear jhatf Wakeup — wakc
up,” whispcred Biother.

Mamma answered, doubtingly, “ Possibly yon
might persuade them to go.”

“ Of coMse we '11 go 1” carne in a choras, as the
two scrambled out of bed,

“ Why, ArtyoH awake? And how good of you
to be willmg to go j | was afraid you might want
to stay at home — and study, perhaps,” cried Aunt
bie, in great surpriso, catching them both in her
arms,

"*And what are we to go to Joey Vale’s for?”

“ Grandpiipa wams me to see Joey on business.
You can ask him when you go down stairs.”

I did not take long for them to dress and get
downstairs, where they called loudiy in search of
At last they spied him coming from

inT i

Grandpapa.
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ancl | thought if you two would go over and have
alook at them, it would save me a trip.”

They looked at Grandpapa ; then dropping his
hand, they seized each other’s, and bcgan what
they called a “ joyful dance,” which consistcd of-
lilting up and down and squealing. To have liad
the bare privilege of paying a visit to Joey Vale
would have seemed to them the acmé of happi-
ncss, for the admiration ivhich they felt for him
was unboundcd. He was thirteen years oid a
pcrfectly ¢--normous boy, lialf as tall as Papa,
accordiug to their description as given to their
mother after their firstsight of him. And besidcs
his weight of years, his acquirements were such as
to command an awed respect. He had found
Mistress Judy and her little pigs after all the men
and boys on the place had hunted for her in vain,
and they had heard Grandpapa say that he had
more sense than all the crew put together. And
long ago Aunt Sic had told them that a gumea-
hen that could hide her nest so that Joey could
not find it, would be sharp even for a guinea-hen.
And then the fluttcr-wheels and weather-cocks
that he could make 1 They felt much better ac-
quainted with him when he wasn’t around than
when he was, and they spoke familiarly of him in
his absence, as “ Joey,” while in bis presence they
usually just coughcd instead of addressmg him
diiectly: and they secretly marveled at the case
with which their grandfather and aunts carried
themselves toward him.

And to biiy a dog from a boy like that!

Just as they finished breakfast, Charley was
driven up to the door. Brother made a careful
examination of all the bolts and running-gear and
put a stout rope into the buggy ; for he and Sistcr
had dccidcd to tie the dog behind the vehiclc,
and let him trot home.

To the casual observcr Charley was not a bcast
to inspire fear in the most timid breast. But the
fcat of driving him was grcatly heightened by a
current belief of the small people, that it was only
superior horsemanshipwhich kcpt him from gallop-
ing off at break-ncck speed. He was twenty-four
years oid, but as his grassy pathway through life
had bcen plentifully strewn wilh oats and corn, he
was still sleek and fat, and shonc like a ripe chest-
nut. He knew bis own mind about the amoimt
of labor that should be rcquired of a horse of his
age, and it mattered little to him what others
thought, Nothing but a Ily could cause him to
altcr the pace which he usually adopted as in keep-
in™ with a dignificd demeaiior.

Aftcr much talk the expoclition set forth-  Sis-
ter held the reins, Brother the whip, and Aunt
Sie sat between the two, and received into eiiher
car a steady flow of conversation.

“ Now,” said Brother, “ I think as Sistcr gets
to drive, 1 ought to be the one to pick out the
road.”

“ | think that would be only a fair divisién,” an-
swered Aunt Sie, “ ifyou can find the way.”

“ To be sure | can find it,” and Brother stood
up and pointed with the whip. “ Aftcr you gct
through the woods you turn into another road,
and /hat takes you to the road that runs along tlic
top of the world — over there. D’ye see it?”

Sister nudged Aunt Sie with her sharp little cl-
bow and whispered, “ The top of the world 1 as if
all roads were n’t nn top of the world 1” Then aloiui
she asked, “ Brother, what shape is the world? ”

“ 1 know ; it 'sround.”

“ But does it seem round? Itdid n't use to, lo
me, when | was your age.” Sister always kept
Brother a good year and a half behind her in vis-
dom.

“ How did it use to scem to you, Sister.- "’
Brother asked meekly, not wishing to coimnit
himself.

“ Itseemed like ahigh, levcl bluff, thatyou could
have jumped off of, into the ocean.”

“ Yes, that ’'s the way it used to seem to me.—
only 1 used to think you could jump off into a
river. 7 did n’t used to know about oceans.”

“ Brother,” said Sister, with a sternness she was
occasionally obliged to employ toward him, “ you
have always known about oceans.”

“1 mean | did n’'t use to know when 1 was .
young chap, and wore long dresscs, and stayed m
my crib.”

“ Now, Aunt Sie, 1 don't like that habit Brc.thcr
has of getting out of things, and | wish you 'd for-
bid it. As if any one expccted him lo know about
the world when he was a goo-goo and stayed in liis
crib!”

“ Oh! but Brother knew a great many things,
even when he was only a goo-goo.”

A fruitful theme was thus started, and jioor
Aunt Sie was kept busy with stories of their infuncy
until they reachcd the Vale farm. The ficrce
barking of a collie brought Mre. Vale to the dow,
and Joey carne from behind the house, whcic he
was chopping wood.

Aunt Sie made thcir crrand known, aftcr a lituc
Chat with Mrs. Vale, and Joey was at once di®
patched to the kennel and speedily returned vim
threc squirming, big-headecl pups iii his anns, .and
jealously followed by their mother.

* How small they are !’ exclaimed Aunt .Sic.

* They ’'ll grow fast, and they ’'re just abou
weancd, now,” Joey assured her.

“ Oh ! I daré say they 'll grow. They ave n
just what I wanted,- still - W hat do you th>nk
of them, children?”



“ They 're just lovely !'" answered Sister, strok-
ing them.

“ Will they alwaysstand thatway,— like stools? ”
asked Brother uneasily, as Joey put one down upon
its wideiy spreading legs.

He felt thoroughly ashamcd when Joey laughed
and explained that the legs would soon stiffen into
glod shape. That wise young man also called
their attention to the “ twa ecn on cach side of the
head,” which showed them to be high-bred collies;
and told of so many accomplishments possesscd by
their mother, that Aunt Sie closed the bargain, and
received a promise that the pup should arrive at the
farm that evening.

As they turned homcward Brother cast a regret-
ful glance at the stout rope which lay useless iu
the buggy. He had pictured to himself the noble
animal— very like those he had seen in pictures
of Alpine snow-stonns — which was to have trotted
home at the end of it. He had intended to hold
the rope kindly but firmly — in a manner to let the
dog know that, while a mastcr's kindness might
ahvays be depended upon, a boy’s authority is
lomething to be recognizcd, too. Still, Brother
had the happy faculty of coming upon blessings,
no matter how events turned, and finally said with
a faint sigh ;

"1t’s much better for Joey to bring him
cxplain to the pup's mother, and besides, if wc had
ticj him to the buggy,”—.a pause in orcler to have
some good reason present itself,— “ Juno might
liai'c ehased after us, and hooked him.”

" 1 think we won’t let him associate much with
Jimo, shc 's so bad,” replied Sister. In her heart
she deariy loved Juno; still, since the day they were
lost, she had assumcd rather a condcmning tone in
speaking of her.

Certainly, the less he has to do with Juno the
better dog he will be,” Aunt Sie concurred.

Yes, but poor Juno is very young, you know,
fota cow,— of course, she is a rather oid calf,— 1
don tthink she really vieant to be bad that day ”
faithful Brother could not help saying.

he can

The afternoon was employed in fiiting up, for the
use of the new dog, sumptuous apartments in a
large box.

The Windows of the dining-room commanded a
view of the roaci, and during the evening meal two
pairsofeyes scanned it constantly. At last a glad
shoutof“ There he comes!” rose from Brother, and
n U'Mjourninent w'as made to the porch by al!.

He has n't got it!” wailed Sister,
Hu— has n't— got it!” echoed Brother,
* ‘Nalied Grandpapa,

“ne boy carne within speaking distance.

He ’s here, sir,” was the cheery answer.

“ He ’'s there, Sister. Oh, goody 1~

“ But /don’t see him.”

Joey patted an oblongbulge which showed itself
on onc sidc of his jackct. As he halted, the bulge
was seen toascend, and a moment latcr a siJky hcad
thrust itself out at the collar.

‘It 's a good way to carry a pup, and besides |
had to shp away from the mother,” said Joey, as he
unbuttoned hisjacket.

Grandpapa took the pup and held him up for

inspcction, ‘‘Thcrc isn’tmuch ofhim !'— isthere
Joey?”
* Not yet, sir. But he 's hcalthy and strong,”

and Joey enumcrated the various marks of canine
aristocracy which the small beast borc.

“ Well, well, you know more about that than I
do, and I ’il take your word for it all. Hcre, cliil-
dren, get Joey to show you how to feed him and
put him to bcd. He 's your dog, and you 'll have
to see that he ’'s properly brought up. Come,
Brother, take hold of him.” Brother took him
by the nape of the neck, which caused Sister to
dance frantically from one foot to the olhcr,
‘* Don’t carry him in that way — oh, yon cruel
boy ! See how meek it makes him look, with his
little paws curled down and his tail curlcd up oh
oh, put him into my apron !”

Here the late owner interfered, declaring that
dogs prefeiTcd to be carried in that way, and the
procession disappeared around the house.

Six wecks passed, and six wecks make a great
difference in thesize of a pup, and in his charactcr
too. During that time he had been named — and
* Bingo was his iame.” His lcgs had stiffened
up; and now, instcad of hanging on to a stcp by
his chin, and whining when he wished to rcach
a higher altitude, or rolling over and over with a
series of protesting yelps when he tried to reach a
lower plafie, he could thump up and down stairs at
a fine rate. He had tried various means by which
to ingratiate himself into an intimate friendship
with Aunt Lisha, the least succcssful of which was
to roiise her suddcnly from hcr morning dreams by
leaping upon her bed and frolicking over it until its
snowy wliitencss wasstarred with tracks of red clay.
He had chascd every turkey, chicken, and diick on
the place; and he liad insulted Pooley, the cat, over
and over again by barking at her and trying to drivc
hcr out of the library. At first she h.ad not thought
it worth while to notice him, she despised him so,
but one day he wenta little too far — he pawedher
tail, and squeaked around her, until shc, who had
bcen arespected member ofthe household for ycars,
felt that he might be mislaking her contempt for
fear. On that day she laid her eavs back until her
head looked quite round, made a straight lino of
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her mouth, and stared unblinkingly at him for sev-
eral secoiids | then with lightning swiftness dealt
him a stingingblowon one ear first, and then on the
otlicr, and forever settled the question of suprem-
acy- Bingo rctreated with loud howls, and never
halted until safely hidden under the sofa, from
which refuge he complained loudly to his sym-
pathizing young friends; and he allowed himself
invalid manners for somc time afterward.

But, while he was growing, his education was
not neglected. He was taught to carry Grand-
papa’s cafie, and although it usually took the
whole family to recovar it again, so thoroughly did
he enter into Che duty, still it was thought to look
well to sce a little dog so willing to makc himself
useful. Then he could play hidc-and-seek pvob-
ably more beautifully than any dog of his age
ever played it before. All that was necessary was
for Aunt Sie to sit down upon the grass, and cause
him to hide his eyes by holding him with all her
strength, until the children, snugly hidden behind
the great rose-bushes, would shout, “ Re-ad-y 1”
when, with the warning,

“ Ready or not,
You must be caught,”
she svould reiease him, and he would tear niadly
off in search of them. The sight would prove
too much for the small hidere, and they would
betray themselves by suppressed giggles, whereat
Bingo svould pounce upon them and chew them
joyously, until, panting and breathless, they svould
reach the safe goal of dear Aunt Sie’s arms.

In spite of intending so differently, Sister and
Brother had not been able to resist introducing
Bingo to Juno, and many a gay frolic the four
friends had together. There were, it is true, sham
bateles, in svhich Juno scemed on the point of hook-
ing Bingo, and Bingo seemed on the point of bit-
ingjuno’slegs; but these exciting little maneuvers
only served to raise the spirits of the four, and put
them into the humor for a dash dosvn the long
sloping pasture, at the lower end of which they
usually landed in something of a heap.

But it was after a trip to Richmond, svhcre they
sasv a goal-cart drasvn by tsvo goats, that the crosvn-
ing accoinplishment of Bingo’s life was attempted.

“ We TI train Bingo to drasv the Express,” said
Brother that night, as he and Sistcr were recall-
ing the glories of the day.

“ Do you think he is strong enough?”

* Dogs are very strong.”

If only Pooley was n't so crabbed with him,
wc might have a span,” said Sister, regretfully.

“ Or if Joey would lend us one of the pups !”

*0-h!”
“ We 'll ask Grandpapa to lend us Charley, to
morrow, and we ’'ll drive over and hire one of

Jocy’s pups, and we ’ll train them to trot togetlict.
Won't we zip !'”

And the little heads settled down upon their
pillows, full of beautiful plans, which, it is lo be
hopcd, were realized in dreamland, for the next day
dawned in a downpour of rain which put a trip
to Joey Valc’s beyond the limit of possibilitics.

But about ten o’clock, they disappcarcd in the <i-
rection of the bigbarn, undcra capacious limbrclk,
with Bingo demurely trotting at their bare little
heels. Aftcr much consultation they had decided
to take advantage of their enforced leisure lo make
a harness for Bingo. A rainy morning, and a big
clean barn, are not a bad combination, and the
little brother and sister were soon cosily ensconceil
in the backseat ofthe family carriagc, while Bingo
lay sleeping in the front, They were very busy
with thcir harness making, and their fingers and
tongues kept time. Now and then Bingo vas
disturbad while measurcments were taken, but
the steady rain on.the roof speedily lulled him to
sleep again.

Atthe furtherend ofthe bam, and connectcd witli
it, was an open shed under which the fowls cuuld
gather, out of the rain, and through the open door
the little workcrs could hcar the subdued remarks
that the poultry seemed to be making about the
weather. Promincnt in the group was the staiely
turkey-gobbler, “ Mr. Cornelius,” who, as usual,
was striviiig to impress his audience with his im-
portance, and was strutting and swelling to ihe
point of bursting.

* He ’'s a fine fellow,” remarked Brother, after
watching him in silcnt admiration.

“ He 'd be much nicer, if only he were a s'van,’
said Sister; “ then we could harness him toa small
boat and have him takc us around the carp pond.
W hat a lovcly swan he 'd make; only his reck
ought tobe longer and he ought to be snow-white.

* Sister 1” exclaimed Brother, standingup,” S=
ter, 1've gotit. | 've thought of somethingl R’s
much better that he ’s a turkey.”

At noon, theclouds broke away and thesun shone
out. Grandpapa, who had been hax-inga long quiet
morning in the library, looked up as the warm i-i)
fell across his booU.

“ Where are those blesscd children kvcping
themselves all this time?” he asked of hS
daughters, who sat near the porch door cnjoying
one of their never-ending talks.

“ Oh! they and the faithful Bingo are do'vii at
the barn. They have —"”

“ Excuse me, Miss Sie, fur comin’ m -
muddy feet, but I jes’ want to ask de boss it J
‘lowsdechillun to’buse Mr.Co’nelius! ” mterrup

Randolph, appearing cxcitcdly at the door.



“ Abuse Mr. Cornelius! Ofcourse | don't
What in the world are they doing to him? ” de-
nianded Grandpapa, rising hastiiy to his feet.

“ Dey 'sdun gone an’ hitched him to de spress-
ivagon, 'long with Bingo,” and Randolph’s severity
inelted into a broad gvin, which sho'vcd that deep
down in his heart there lurked some faint enjoy-
ment of the situation.

“ Cornelius and Bingo hitched into the express
wagén! The boy must be crazy,” and Grandpapa
strode across the porch. His daughters followed
and beheld a procession making its way toward the
iiouse.

*Surrounded by ducks, geese, and chickens, each
loudly adding to the confusién, carne the express-
wagon — the triumphal car. Beside it, with stately
deineanor, walked Sister, with flower-bcdecked
head and wand. Behind, giving a helping hand
th the wagén and holding the reins of his unruly
steeds, puffed Brother; while harnesscd to the
car, camc Dignity and Impudence — Mr, Cornelius
and Bingo. Poor Mr. Cornelius! Pegasus chained
to a plow must have been frivolous and jocular
toinpared to him. His legs were hobbled, the
better to regllate his specd, and his rotund body
was encased in an ingeniously-contrived harness.
That he felt the degradation of his position was
apparent in every feather. His breast bulged,
his wings sCrove to drag upon the ground, his
mnight-cap ” hung far over his bcak, and his wat-
tles shaded from a bluish white to a wratliful red.
lrom time to time he uttered ejacuiations which
must have been something terrible in tiirkey lan-
guage, and made sidewise leaps at the joyous
pup, who flopped and capered, and gave vent to

SOME APPLICATIONS OF

Bv M. H.

Although photography has now been undcr-
stiod for many years, it has only fairly ciitered upon
itsterinofservice. Pcrhapsitschiefimportance may
continué to lie in the reprnduction of the faces of
our friends, but it is rapidly coming to much wider

eids of usefuincss. The manufacture of cheap

hts pleasure by pawing him affcctionalcly with
his great muddy feet.

Brother was quite flushed with thc combinccl
exertion of pushing and urging, when he looked
up and saw his family coming to mect tlicm.

“ They 'll — go — better after— while— Grand-
papa, | have to boost— Mr. Cor— ncliiisa good
deal;— he doesn’t under— stand yet. Sister’s
the Fairy — Queen and — this is her Charioi,” he
explained betwcen puffs.

Sister waved her wand majestically.

Grandpapa had come out dctcrmincd to scold
them soundly, if he found them in mischicf, and
Mamma had intended to help him. But the ab-
sence of guiic— their perfeet good faith— com-
pleccly disarmecl both. They felt helplcss under
ihc circumstances, and looked about for something
to blame. Bingo, wiih his open countcnance, at
once suggested himself as a suitable scapc-goat.

“ 1 //iZi/hoped that Bingo would keep them out
of mischicf,” sighed Mamma, foilornly,

Aunt Sie bcgan in Chis same desoiate manner:
«1 thought he would bea protection to them — "’
“ And a comfort to father, in his oid age,

wcll,” added Aunt Lisha.

Grandpapa began in a rather high key through

as

suppresscd laughter: * Children, 1 am more
pained thaii 1 can say to sec you ill-treat a poor
bird.”

Sister’s wand dropped in perfeet amazement.

Have we been bad, Grandpapa ?’’ and Brother
stood up very straight, while his eyes and mouth
shaped themselves into a very large and solemn
“ 0,” before he said, contriteiy, “ Wc did not
know it was bad, Grandpapa !’

AMATF,UR PHOTOGRAPHY.

Ballahd.

apparatus has done much to hasten this extension
of photographic possibililies.

All boys and girls can now take thcir own pic-
turcs, and cach fincis some new object on which to
try the powers of the lens.

Jack must have photographs of his pony, at
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rest, and also at full gallop so he can see how the
liorse moves its legs. Jill must have her favoritc
kitten pictured in all its graceful altitudes. Then

the father of Jack and Jill, who loves all animals,
wild and t.rme. does not see why he should not
borrow the camera and try a flying shot at a rising

heron or a startlcd decr; and their mother, whose
tastos seck gx-atification in hcr garden, finds tlwt
shc can preserve the graceful forms of roses and
lilies in unwilting frcshness by the same magician’s
glass.

Onc grcat advantage of the camera for the lovci
ofnatuieisthat the youthful and untvained stucleiii
of nature is enabled by its aid to securc an exaci
rcproduction of whatever interesting plant, or in-
sect, or crystal he maydiscover — a representatioii
more cxact than ihe most skillful artist could pn -
duce without such help.

Suppose that you were visiting the sea-shorv,
and should find an exquisite shell or branch of
coral. Would it not afford you unusual pleasure
to be able to preserve in light and shade each
graceful curve and dclicate tone of the onc, and
the intricate structure,— nay, thevery texture and
roughness of the other? See how the camera,

in the hands of ayoung friendof mine, has brought
one or two sucbh specimcns before us ! So perfcci
is tbe rcproduction that it almost secms that wo
can liandle them 1

The young astronomcr may attach the camcia
ti his tclescopc and make the moon herself dui'v
her own picturc for him. The young miciuscoliist
can so comljinc microscoj3e and camera as to pm-
ducc clcar photographs of objects too small to he
seen by the iinaided eye. More wandorful btill,
the piale is so sensillve that it catcbcs and pre-
serves imprcssions too faint for the unaided c\..
The astronomcr finds more stars on bis negdme
than were visible in the sky; the physician pci-
ceives symptoms iu the photograph whicli le
failed to discern from the skin of his patient, <n



the lens arrests and pictures the whirring wing of
the insect, the flying bullet, the very flash oflight-
ning, showing, in the latter, tliousands of delicate
fovkings of light, which escape the sight biinded

by the cxeessive light. A writer in the IVest

American Scientist says;

“ Aifriking illustralion of the valte of the camera to
a-tronoiny is furrished hy the recent discovery of a new
nelmia near tlie .star ‘ Maia’ in lhc I'leiades. Until
I'liologr.aphcd at the Paris Observalory, this nehula had
never hecn soca by the best glasses, although it has
since hecn detected with ilie great telescope of the Pul-
hnva Oljservatory. Tlie Emperor of Brazii now an-
Janeiro Observatory, in lhe general projeci of photo-
gr.iphing the entire heavens, already begun at Paris with
such unexpected success.”

Before closing this paper, I wish to suggest lo
dic ingenious young men wlio rcad St.Nicholas.
aiiil wlio are amateur pliolographers, a new device,
"liicU they can easily make and apply; it will, 1
diiak, furnish many intercsting resulis. It may
be called an “ automatic sliutter.” Lct a clisk
wiili regular opcnings be causcd to revolve by
cloek-wotk in such a way as, at statcd intcivals
{say, oficn miniites), to expose thc sensitice papcr
Ibr a fraction of a second, The scnsitive paper
should be on rollers, as it is nnw in some cameras,
and these rollers also should be opcrated by the

dock, An apparatus constructed on this princi-
pie could be used m many ways; only a few need
be mentioncd. Let the instrumcnt be set in front
ofa rosc-bush, and carefully fociisscd upon a rose.
Set the clock-
work in motion
and leave the
camera to itself
during a long
periid. Upon
examining the
paper, by and
by, we should
find a series of
instantaneo US
photographs,
taken at inter-
vals of ten min-
utes, showing
whatever inscct
visitnr.s may
have been at-
tracted to the
flower.
Set thc cam-
erain rangc for
a wild bird’s
nest, and you
should secure a
series of pic-
tures of bird-
life, as it flows
on undisturbed by the prescncc of man. Who
knows what pretty domestic scenes of mothcrly
care and fathcvly proviclencc might lae revealed ?
Many woodland and meadow creatures are so

shy as to be obscrved with difficiilty. Would
not this detective-camera give us the grace-
ful attitudcs of the squirrel, the rabbit, and thc

woodchuck in their frce gambolings or daily labors ?
Set the dock lo strike off pictures at longer
intci'vals, and you will sccurc a record of tlie
sprouting of sccds, the growth of plants, possibly
evcn the developmeceni of embryonic life.

W hile our young invcntors are considering thc
practicability of making an instrumcnt that will
“ wink ” USpictures ofitsown accord, let me hint to
such owners of ihe lens as may be by the sca-sidc,
that a little care and patience will cnablc them to
esccure what, so far as I know, has never yet been
seen — a photograph of a tide-pool, whcrcin may
be seen the waving tcntacles of the sea-anemone,
thc curling arms of thc starfish, the plumos of thc
barnaclc, and thc flash of the minnow, together
with the exquisite fornis of sea-weed and sunken
rock; all in their natural condition, bathcd by
crystal water, and, alive under the golden sun.
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BREAD AND JAM.

By Henrv Bacon,

IT happened in France.

Two little girls were on their way to school one
morning in the summer-time. These little girls
lived with their mother on the boiindary of the
village, and their school was in the village, so they
had along walk along a solitary road between their
homc and the “ Sister’s” school, as it was called,
for the teacher was a Sister of Charity.

Each of these little girls had a basket on her
ann, and in each basket were large slices of white
bread, stuck together with phnn-jam.

They were very fond of white bread made of
wheat fiour, for the principal food at theirhome was
black-bread, which was made of buckwhcat; and
they considered white bread a luxury.

Later in the year, each would have had a big
rosy apple to eat with the bread, instcad of jam,
but the apples were not ripe — as yet they were
hardly largcr than cherrics. These little children
were not sorry, however, for they liked plum-jam
much better than an applc, even the ripest, rosiest
apple. There was no danger the jam would soil
their school-books, for they had nonc,— their les-
sons were written by the Sister with chalk on a
blackboard, and they had no need of books.

Hand in hand, these little girls were trudging
along the solitary road, when, turning a coérner,
they saw before them a man sitting on a log, with
his head buricd in his hands. The children were
not much frightencd; why should they be, by a
man resting upon the side of IThc road? No onc
had ever harraed them. They could not see the
man’s face, but, thinking he must be some one they
knew, they went on fearlessly, stopping when they
were opposite the stranger- ,

The man did not stir, and they looked at him in
silence for some seconds.

* W hat is the matter ?” asked Marie, the eider.

The man raised his head slightly, and looked at
the childrcn. They could see his eyes shining
through the long hair that hung about his face.

* Hungry,” he answered in a voice betwecn a
whine and a grow).

Louise, the little sister, was frightcnecl; the
man's eyes reminded hcr of the wolf,— the wolf
that she had heard about, that met Litlle Rcd-
Ridinghood on the road as she was going to see
hcr grandmothcr,— and so she was frightencd.
Away she ran, scampering dowh the road toward

the village as fast as she could. Marie also was
frightened; not so much as hcr little sister, but
she did not like being left alone with the stranger,
and so she followed the youngcr sister, not looking
behind her until they were again hand in baml.
Then both looked back ; the man had not stirred
from his seat on the log.

“ He is hungry,” said Marie.

‘* Yes, he is hungry,” repeated Louise.

“ He must be very hungry,” said Marie.

“ Yes, he must be very hungry,” repeated liirle
Louise.

‘It must be terrible to be so hungry,” said
Marie, standing raotionless in the road, and still
lookmg back.

“ Yes, it must be terrible,” Louise repeated
again, pulling hard at her sister to prcvent hcr
standing still.

“ Suppose wc give him some of our luncheoii,”
said Marie.

“ And whatwouldwe do at noon ?” asked Louise,
opening her basket and looking in, to assurc bcr-
sclf that hcr bread and jam were safe.

“ Don’'t you remember, the Sister told us if «e
helped others, wc would be provicled for? Lci us
give the man some of our bread.”

“ But the plum-jam ?” cjueslioned Louise.

“ Perhaps he likes jam,” said hcr sister.

“ So do I,” halfwhimpcred Louise.

“ And then, the good Sister told us, the other
day, about Saint Elizabcth. Don’t you rcmeraber
how, when she gave hcr best cloak to a beggar,
she found another— a better one — hanging up
in her room ?”

“ But the beggar did not eat up hcr cloak; it
was not like bread and jam .”

* No, but if wec give our luncheon to the beggir,
perhaps,— perhaps at noon we shall find a better
luncheon in our basket, just as Saint Elizabcth
found a better cloak when hcr husband sent for her
to come down and see tbe kings who liad come to
make them a visit.”

“ Are you rure, Marie?”

“ No, not sure, butperhaps. Let us try.”

* 1 wish you would say ii/zr.”

* Sure 1”7 said Marie.

Say it again !” exclaiinccl Louise.
Sure !” repeated her sister.
He shall have my luncheon, then; but must



we go back? Let us put it down here, and then
run. He will find it, like the birds.”

Marie was not willing to leave the luncheon on
tlic ground and then run, as her sister wished.
.She had listened to many wonderful stories, and
uished that something wonderful might happen
through licr. Then, she thought, perhaps there
mightsome day be another Saint Marie, and othcr
little children would be told the story of this saint,
andofher charitics when a child. Butitwas not all
v.inity with this peasant child, for Marie's nature

* TFIRV SAW DRFiliU TIIBM A MAN SiTnXG ON

"AS kind and charitable. So, cHnging to one an-
oihcr, back they went to fced the hungry.

” Did you say you were hungry ?” asked Marie,
«lien they had come ncarer, butwere still at a safe
distance from the stranger.

“ He is asleep,” whispered Louise, for tlic man
took no notice of the question.

” Here is something to eat,” pcreisted Marie,
thrusting her lunch almost into the man’s face.

T'iic man suddenly startled the children. With
mow cry, he snatchcd the food, which he instantlv
bogan to devour like a wild animal. The chii-
dren stood watching the hungry man, and as he
stuffed the last morsel of Marie's bread and jam

intohismouth, Louiseheld out her portion:
mine.”

The man, whose hungcr wassomewhatappeascd,
and whose mouth was too full to speak. shook
bis head.

“ Now, mino,” insisted Louise,
pointed at the refusal.

“ No,” said the man, as soon as he could, still
refusing, for now he was no longcrterribiy hungry,
he was someivliat ashamed of having taken tho
child’s luncheon-

‘Non-,

looking disap-

IHUAD IIUKIKD IN HIS IIANUS.

LOU, WITH 1IIS

“ Now, mine,” insisted Louise, tlirusling her
offering into the man’s hands, and, as onc child’s
luncheon was not much for a lumgry traiiip, and
she would not be dcnicd, he took a large bitc
through both slices of the bread and jam. It al-
most brought the teais to the oyes of Louise as she
saw them going,— still, Marie had said “ Sure/ ”
But suppose Marie should be inistakcn?

When recess carne, the Sistcr told her piipils
they could get their baskets and eat their luncheon
in the school-yard, under ihe trees. Standing al
the school-rooni door, the teachcr watched over
the children. Soon slic noticed Marie and Louise
sitting at the foot of one of the trees, their heads
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dose together, Marie looking very sad, and Louiso
crjing. They had mtide themselves comfortalHe
on thc ground before opening their baskets, confi-
dent they should find a good lunchcon — and both
baskets were empty !

“ Saint Elizabcth has forgotten us!” exclaimed
Marie.

“ Butyon said ‘sure, Uvicc,” ivliimpeied Louisc,
and bcgan to C17 and say she was hungry.

“ Why do you not eat your lundieon ?” asked
thc Sister.

“ Saint Elizabcth has forgotten us,” answered
Marie.

“ And Marie said ‘sure,’ twice !”

It was with much difficulty that the Sister led
the children to give an intelligiljle accotmt of their
attempt at charity. When at last she understood,
she said:

“ W ait; | will see. Perhaps you are not for-
gotten, after all,” and she went into the house,
leaving the children wondering.

Soon, the tcachcr returncd, holding in her hand
a large piecc of bread which she brokc into halvcs,
"miving a piece to each of thc sisters.

“ Thcre, children, you see you have been re-
memberecl,” and so saying, she left them to enjoy
their lunch.

“ But Saint Elizabcth has forgotten the jam !'”
exclaimed Louise, after taking a bite and finding
it was only dry bread.

“ Perhaps she did not know there was jam on
our bread.”

“ The good Sister ought to have told her.”

“ She could not,” cxplained Marie, adding, “ j
never tasted such nice bread before.”

But little Louise dici not echo as usual, for, to
her, dry bread without jam was simply dry bread,
and it may have been Marie’s imagination that
hclpcd her to enjoy her criist.

The adventure was told over again to the motliir
si'hen the children went home from school.

“ Was it not kind of Saint Elizabcth to have
remembcred us, after al!, Mother?” asked Marie,
when she had finished.

“ She forgot the plum-jam,” said Louisc.

“ But suppose Saint Elizabcth was obligcd to go
hungry i” exclaimed thc pi-actical pcasant mother.

“ Surely not Saint Elizabcth, mother?”

“ Some one must have gone hungry; piobably
thc Sister gave you what she had intended to eat
herself.”

“ And was it not Saint Elizabcth ?” asked Marie.
“ | w.as so surc it carne from her.”

“ Not imicss the good Sister is so namccl. Xn.
my dear, when the Sister saw you were hungr;-,
she gave to you out of her frugal store. My dears,
it was very sweet of you, to wish to feed thc hun-
gryinan. But remember, when yomgive, that \uu
must not do so in the hope of being rcwardcd.
That is not charity. Neither is it charity to give
bread to one and take from the mouth of anotlier.
Probably the good Sister went hungry.”

“ 1 am so soiry,” Marie said, disappointed and
repentant, bursting into tcars.

Louise only pouted and muttercd lo herself:

“ But she forgot the jam !”



A RIPE SCIIOLAR.

Bv WILLIAM Ludwei.l Siieppard.

Aunt Clemmy was ivorking away at hci-knit-
ting. For several months shc liad been working
and nodding over the same stocking.

“'T ain’t wuth while to hurry over de heel,
cliilc, 'causc you might spile it; and den — dali!”
she would say to Elsie, who made inquiries from
time to time as to the progresa of oid Aunty’s
work.

Elsie was curled up in the okl-fashioncd sofa
that afternoon. Her chin was sunk deep into the
frilled yoke of her apron, and her hair hung in
bronzc-colored tresscs about her cheeks as shc bent
over the book in hcr lap. The light was begin-
ning to fade, and the brown shadows to lurk in the
corners of tiie ofd wainscoted room.

Aunt Ciemmy, just awake from a refreshing
ilap, was quite ready for conversation. She had
made to her companion several remarks that
remained.unnoticed ; so, in alouder tone, she tried
a general observation:

“ 1 always he-ared dat 't was perlite to answer
folks’s perlite questions.”

Elsie had ceased reading at that moment, as the
words were becoming illegibic in tbe waning light,
and she heard Aunty Clemmy’s voice, but did not
distinguisli the words.

“ What did you say, Aunty?” she asked as she
icgrctfully laid her book aside. Aunt Clemmy
repeated her remark.

“ But, Aunty,” apologized Elsie, “ | was so in-
terested that | did n’t understand you.”
“ Dat’s what I say. | ain’so suttin 'bout all dis

readin’, ef it 's goin’ to draw folkses oif from dere
inahners an’ ev'thing.”

Elsie saw that there was danger of exciting a
discussion, so she obseived that she would go and
find Mamma. The discussion which scemed likely
to arise — at least Aunty’s tone of voice was that
"liich generaliy preceded debate — was an okl one
between Elsie and herself AsAuntClemmy stated
't, it was: “ Whether folkses was better wid book-
larnin’, or ’clout none,” Elsie, of course, always
stoiitly maintaining the affirmative, Aunty was
not alone in doubting the advantagcs of learning.
Many of hcr race who had been slavcs and ncvcer
Icariicd to read, wcrc neverthelcss prospering, so
far as mere necessaries wcrc conccrned, and conse-
quently considered cducation superfluous. Several

days clapscd,- and although Elsie spent a part
of every afternoon in the oid sitting-rooni with
Aunt Clemmy, the favoritc topic was not started
by the oid woman.

One afternoon, however, Elsie got up to draw
her chair closer to a small fire which Aunty had
lighted because it was growing cbilly. Her stir-
ring wakcd Aunt Clemmy, who immcdiately fell
to knitting as fast as shc could for a few momecnts.

(The okier servants used lo say that Aunt
Clemmy, when a “ h'i’ gal,” used to knit by the
side of hcr oid mistress, who would give hcr a tap
on the head with lierthimbled finger whenevcr she
fell aslccp, so that “ the gal,” on waking, would
begin knitting as fast as she could, to pretend that
she had notbeen napping,— and that AuntClemmy
had retained this habit in htr oid age.)

“ Honey,” said Aunt Clemmy, after a vigorous
spell of a few seconds at her stocking, to Elsie,
who was blinking at the fire.

Elsie looked up, smiling, for the long clelayed
struggle “ 'bout dat 'vantages of edication.”

“ Honey,” repeated Aunt Clemmy, “ we'’s bccn
'scussin’ an’ 'sputifyin’ mightily 'bout I'arnin’— but
| 's done change my min’.”

“Why, Aunty!” cxclaimed Elsie, startied into
rapt attention by Aunty’s unhoped-for surrcnder.

“ Yes, honey. Yo' knows dat raskii gran’son
of mine, Beyouregard, who 's done got a prize at
school. Well, las’ night when | wuz 'bukin’ him
'bout de 'lasscs — which it wuz mos’ all gone oiiten
the jug, an’ dey wa’ n’t nobody to cat it but him,
‘causc de catdon’like it— and which 1’bukcd him
outen de word o’ Scripter, he ups an’ sez, sez he,
‘Folkses better know how to sarch de Scripter, 'fo’
dey alway’ bringin’of itup ag’inst dcrc neighbors.’
'Fo’ I could git the broom, dat boy got outcn de
door ; but he shut it to so quick, it done mash his
fingers,—'i— yi! Dat settlc inel1 1 gwine l'arn
how to read; dat what | gwine do.”

“ Why, of coursc, Aunty; and | 'm so glad
of it. But how are you going to learn? Wiil
Bcauregard — ?”

“ Him! No, not cf I Tarn. Who
but you, honey? You ’'s de r-ery onc. Ain’'t |
bcen 'sputin’ 'g’inst you all de time 'bout de 'van-
tages, an’ you been talkin’ so bc’utiful 'bout 'cm,
dat | hated to wi'stan’yo’? But I didn’ mean nitt'n’;



yo' ole Aunty did n’ mean nut'n’, crowdin’ uv yo’ I done 'scuss with you? An’don’1kno’how smart

so clus in de d.xgymeut, sometimes.” yo' is, teachin’me uv multrication table — an’ five
- ’ " R R il il H . il il H 7n
She drew the shapely head of her little girl an fo_meks nine an’ all (?em rethmet_lcs.
against her knee and stroked the heavy tresses, So it was agreed that Elsie should begin as soon

She could not sce the laughing eyes — laughing as as the ofd primer could be found.

mH SIE SACIUPICES 1IKR PLAY VO THE CAVSF. DI' epibanon.

well at the cause of Aunty’s sudden conversién as Aunty _Clcn_1my knew her lIctters, but not in t_l_'e
at her ingenious pica for forgivencss. ?rder Wh'fh Ibs ge(;\erally ok:serv"ecls.h Her favorl_lz
“ Well, Aunty, I will try. 1 'm only a scholar, ormwas-a,b,c,d, q,r.,s,t,v. € ncverwoul

” admit that there was any use in knowing the suc-
mysclf, you know.

“ 'Tain'wuth while fo’ yo' to talk dat way. Ain’ cession of the lettcrs. “ |1 knows 'em by sight, clulc,



an’ | knows 'cm byname, so it don’ mek no differ-
cnce how dey comes arter one 'n’er.”

The primer was duly found, and Elsie one after-
noon sacrificed her play to the cause of education.
Aunty was shown the raysteries of a-b, ab, and
b-a, ba, etc. She was to learn the list for two days,
and then to say it without che book.

Elsie sat up straight on the oid hair-cloth Chip-
pendalc sofa and began.

“ A, b, Aunty ; what does that spell ?”

“ A, b, aby.”

“Oh! Aunty — itA Nowb.a.” She could not
help making the little word on her lips, but Aunty
answered confidcntly, “ Becyea.” In like manner
c, a, became “ Seeyea.” Elsie feltlike bothlaugh-
mg and crying. The resiiltwas vei™ mortifyingto
her as a teacher; but it was difficult to keep from
laughing at Aunty’s serene confidence in herself.

Several tridis developcd no symptoms of further
ativaiice, and Elsie began to lose hope of success.
Slie prevailed upon hcr brother Tom, who gen-
erally carne in from play cvery evening too sleepy
to study his own lessons, to try his hand at hearing
Aunty. Aunty gave very nearly the same answers
to Tom, but when she answered that a, g, speit

Tom rolled over on the fioor and roared
with laughter, until Aunty threatened to rcport
Ininto“ he paw soon’she come fum de Co’'t Housc.”
Eisie took the book from his hand and went crying
to her mother.

But Elsie had much determination in her chai-
acter, and would not abandon Aunty as a hope-
less scholar, She consulted Mamma about the
matter. Mamma proposed to hcr to try the oid
rhyining mcthocl, and gave her several rhymcs con-
nected wilh the speliing of words of one syllable.
I'-Isic’'s hopes revived, and shc renewecl her lessons
to Aunt Clemmy. The jingles amused the okl
woman prodigiotisly, and frcqucntly during the
day Elsic’s Mamma would hear the oid scholar
ninning over,

"A-b, ab, I cotch a crab,
N-o, no, I lethim go,
1-11, in, I cotcli liiin ag’iii.”

The whole family became intcrested, and, as the
oid rhyines did not hold out very long, they began
to devise new ones for Aunty’s education. Every
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advantage, too, was takcn ofthe association ofideas
in aiding the mcmory, as vat and cat, house and
mouse, etc.
Onejingle ran in this way;
" C and a and t, spell cal.
Uand a and t, spcil rat.”

Aunty would fiequcntly say make instcad of
spell, from the “ 'rethmetics ” coming into her
hcad. Sometimes she twisted the first line into
“ C and a and cat, make tea,” and when her
attention was callcd to the changc she never failed
to laugh until the tears rollcd over her “ specs.”

Unfortunately, the anangement of the rhymcs
in couplets, being once fixcd in Aunty’s mind,
became unchangeable. Conscquently, in speliing
a sentence the outcome was rather bewildering.
In reading a little sentence like this onc (she knew
is and in and the, by sight), “ The ratisin the pig-
pen,” the cffect of the mixture of rhymed syllablcs
in her mind would appear thus; “ The r-a-t rat,
and the c-a-t cat, is in the p-i-g pig, and j-i-g jig,
p-c-n pen, and h-c-n hen.” When Aunt Clemmy
finished reading this, or some similar sentence,
and Elsie would ask what it all spelled, shc would
get this for an answer:

“ H:!ain’ | jes' done read it all over to yon,
lovely? an’ you wan’ me say it all over again?___
Yo’ ain’ got no meyn'ry/’’

Aftcr some weeks’ trial the lessons became fewcv
and fewer. Elsie saw that they were fruitless,
though she never hinted as much to Aunty;
and Aunty was so satisfied that hcr education
was completed at two syllablcs, that she did not
complain when the lessons stopped thcrc. But
the youngcr servants who could read wcrc disposed
to amusc themselves over Aiinty’s prctcnsions to
“ edication.” “ It 's hard to teach ole dog ncw
tricks,” some would say, And Bcauregard, in spitc
of his relation to the okl woman, was as bad as
any of them, and so aggravatcd AuntClemmy that
onc morning she said to Elsie: “ Honey, | been
s’archin’ ele Scripters an’ done scc heap o' words
I knows; ’spcciallin’ a’s and the's, but 1's gcttin’
'long slow, and would be glad if you could fin’ me
some good tex’ fur bad boys, cz dat Beyouregard
's gittin’ wiiss an wiiss! | ain’ got no time to I'arn
no mo’ o’ dish ycr readin'.”
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Then | hcard her laiighing
Gayly in the sun,

1 thought tlio summer over ;
W hv, it’s only just begun !”

By O. Herford.

“ Oh, dear! is summer over? ”
I heard a rosebud moan,
W hen first her eyes she opened,
And found she was alone.

‘Oh, why did summer leave me,
Little me, belated ?

W here are the other roses?
I think they might have waited !'”

Soon the little rosebud
Saw to her surprise
Other roses opening.
So she clried her eyes.



MY PETRIFIED

By Hartan

40ME months ago, a man whowas workingfor
alady m one of the larger towns of Pennsylvania

Sw hic evi"
(41

h« ,0Jd ,e,rr,t, L ddt

.r e

The lecipient of this iiiiusual gift liad not before
noticed that it was, indeed, hard and licavy, and to

all appearances completely petrified, or, at least,

mciiisted w.th a white calcareous dcposit. The
corare? W|th ti
anXr’ Dere vas
? monvf;ftlo ?2ND -7‘ V T r)
on hv | r’ “'~pelled to thbe con-
| idal T "' fr.~N'1S/en”eience, “ bud
ogue id ais geddin down from d’ gliff,
Irew

, almost oveicome by the gracious words of

ARN SA7th?“"
; (te, 519 I'lad gone there was an opportunlty !for
All ti? » "‘onderfiil spccimen.
I' ,—— 5 -4/ heautiful natural cuviosity
they had ever seen.
“ Sce, Mamma," cried little Mary, “ it looks

exactly as if it were made of moss.”

‘Undoubtedly it was,” replicd her mother; “ do
you not rcmembcr tliat piece of petrified moss
bucle Professor used to show voii ?”

“Ves inrlA»™ ~r - AV
likek onlv??’ DT
wiiat I-mH  f7 ? j AU tied
be’ll kno? '? comes W ill!
Will come i everything about birds.

Ji I, come here, and sce tlus beautiful petrified

creek found it on a ledge over by tlic
‘ePetrlfiAH 1 s .
biitashke fi12'
the ncs in ? I-
“MitiiE: hiir wJ ‘""S and
n ’ "m mmhistled,

attd exclaimef] '»
exclaimed in a.i cntiiely different tone, “ By
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BIRD’'S-NEST.

H. Ballard.

gracious, where in time did you ffct that> 1, m
— a— dandy" “
‘he ncst an cxam-
Enfilrf
oLt r¢“ e d 'z , i X r ' f
“ Well sir what ir ir>" RNI? c

few minuiel haipass d
“ It ’s a pctrified phebe’s nest " said tlie voumr

ornitliologist. “ Pliebes makc thcir nests of -reen

Wi, ow

o

s

and grass just like this, and they lay little wliifc
‘hey nlways build on a

beam or iedge ofrock, and nearly always very near
a creek, See there,"” he added, pointing to the end
of onc tiny stem inside the nest, which liad been

“ 'h~' piece is hollmv; it must have

been a bit of grass ’

noti ns

our usyal
él place

o? bird intelligence that a plic%e shou
nest where it should be in danger of so disLtroiis a
I odastg Mlttlcstrcamofllme |vaterli1 r2e?>"

ugge ias prm ect.

“ Birds often do tliat sort of thing,” said W ili;
“ 1 've knoivn wrens to build in tlie slecve of a coat
hanging in tlie shed, and they have been known
to build even in the mouth of a cannon.”

When W ill's father carne lioiiic to diiiner the
ncst was showii to h.i.ng), and hg was as FHHEH

He took

it down lo his office and placed it in the wiii-
dow, where for many weeks it attractcd ihc attcn-
tion and aroused the admiration of all ivho passed
thnt way.

Such was substaiitially the history of my peiri-

fied bird’s-nest, prior to last January, At that time
7 i» passing the window wlicre it

">e "ANtity, and, knowing that

I was intcrested in all such things, kindiy tried to

buy it for me. His proposkion was rejccted, for
no pricc would be set upon the uniqgt.e curiority.
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PETRIPIEI)

He wrotc me a description of it, howevcr, and «pon
mv exorcssin- a strong desire to sce it, succeeded
in inducing its owners to lend » to him m order
that my wish might be gratified.

Ravelyhavc | experienced greater
when 1 carefully opened the box m which it had

safely traveleci from Pennsylvania to Massachusetts,
and with nervous fmgcrs removed the cotton which
protected the delicate treasurc. | have had a
photograph made of the ncst as | then saw it,

looking down iipon it from above, showing the

eggs It corresponded perfectly with the descnp-
tion | had received, but ivas tenfold more tacaulifu
than | had imagined. | wrote littk noticcs of i
for our local papers, and invited all mtcicsted 1
thc wondcrful works of nature to visit our Athe-
nasum, where it was on cxhibition, and ~spect it.
For a weck it was thc great attraction.

Collectors
camc and saw and-envied;

teachcrs brougU
thcir pupils, and mothers and fathcre

thcir children to see the wonderful pctnhcd bird s-
nest. All were equally cnthnsiastic. | began to
wonder whether the spccimen were not really

unique. Encycloptedlas were consulted. No men-

1IJVKE,
bird s-nest.

don of petrificd birds’-nests was found save m
Rees’s okl volumcs, whcre | found fossils divided,
according to the Linnsean system, into eight Geno;,,
of which the third, Ornitholithns, indudcs ‘-the
body or parts of a bird changing into a fossil sul,-

stance.” Under this head is the remark; “ llw

fossil rcmains of birds are very raiely met 'u
although, as Mv, Parkinson

qucntly mentioned, and even described, b

ent aulhors. Several of those ~pecnen "h.ch
have been spoken of as petrifactions o 'viok NrL

and of thcir nests, have been mevely calcamou
incriistations of very modcrn date.

Butevcn these were only nests, nests
egg. At this jnncture | wrote to
Pennsylvania to try to .1, ,...buv
“ Offcr ten dollars,” | " rote ; if that" m
it,try fifteen; if that is rcfuscd, try twem>-n-
and if that does n’t sccure it, writc me, .
be willmg to go higher still.”

About this time | was plcascd to scc
thckading ornithological mnga~ne ha
coveryin one cf the Southern States
bivd’s-egg was made ihe subjcct of .



tion bcfore one of our learned societies. W hat was
one egg to a nest with three ?

| rather wish that my story could end right here,
but truth compeis me reluctantly to continué,
Among those who carne to see the nestwhile it was
on exhibition was one lady, whose manner of look-
ing at it caused me a little annoyance. She did
not appear to feel that rcstraint in its pvesence
uhich I had remarkcd in others. She tookitin her
liands, and turned it upside down to see the bottom
ofit. 1 was afraid she would break an egg, and
ventured to caution her as to the frague nature of
hirds’-eggs in general and pctrified birds’-eggs in
particular. She smiled and returned the nest to
me with the remark that she had one at home
of which this one reminded her. The next clay
slic sent hers for my inspection. Judge of my
surprise when 1 found it to be idcuticalin form,
structure, material, size, and number of eggs. It
diffcrcd only in color, and shc informcd me that
slic had liad liers waslied bcfore bringing it over!
Shc further informcd me that she had procured
it some years before from a traveling pcddlcr, and
had always supposcd it to be the product of ait,
and man’'s device. The same day a small boy on
scdng my nest remarked, “ It ’s very pretty. My
auiu in Saratoga has one just like it.”

By S.

Isadore

This was enough. Whcther the same “ bird”
liad made all thrcc or not, one thing was evident__
the specimen was ikiunique.

W ithin five minutes a telegram was journeying
westward to this effect; “ Withdraw all offers for
the nest.”

Fortunately the message reached iis dcslinaiion
in time to prevent the joke on me from becoming
too painful. The advantage of a little experience
was illustrated by the remark of a distinguished
Professor of Natural History when the specimen
ivas mcntioiied to him. “ It is a fraiid,” said he,
“ There is a place in Italy where thc>' make these
things. They put the nests in water impregnatcd
with mineral salts, and leavc them thcrc until they
bccome incrusted, and then scll them to travelers
and — fools 1”

The most puzzling thing about the nest is, what
induced that workman to palm off bis nest as lie
did with no attempt to profit by it? Until this
problem is solved thcrc remains a barc possibiliiy
that nature has done unaided in America what she
frequently does in Italy under the direction of dis-
ingenuous pcasants.

But, after all, isnotareal “ live” bird’s-nest more
beautiful and wonderful than any mere dead pet-
rifaction ever could be i

Miner.

OuTSIDE the iiursery window,
Bcfore the spring «as oid,
I found one movn, as | chanccd to pass,
Standing straight and tall ji1 the dewy grass,
A little young man in gold.

He was a saucy feilow,
His look «as bright and bold ;
Yet his nod was so lilitile when he caught my eye,
That 1 noddcd again as | badc good-bye
To the little young man in gold.

Next time | crossed tlie tenace,
I turned me from my way,
To visit the spvitc ; but a marvelous change
.Some fairy liad wrought, and there stood,— oh strange !-
A little oid man in gray 1



CHaRLIE was twelve years
his brother Johnny was two
years younger. Johnny was a sturdy
little felloiv, and Charlic was not always
mindful of the two years’ cliffcrence in their ages.

Onc morning in the early fall, the little boys
were wanning their hands over thc stove, when
their mother said; “ Johnny, | wish you would go
to the bavn and see if ‘ olcl Spcckle ' is on her ncst
again. | do not wish her to set this fall, for the
little chickens would freezc to dcath. If she is on
her nest, I wish you would lift her off, and dnve
her out into the barn-yard.”

Johnny went to the barn and found oid Spcckle
on lier nest in the hay-mow. He climbcd up thc
ladder and put out his hand to take her from
her ncst. 0id Speckle did not like this. She said,
“ Cluck ! cluck 1" and riiffled up her fcathcrs and
tried to pcck Johnny’s hands.

Then Johnny took off his hat and wavcd it at
her, and said, “ Shoo! shoo | shoo I” but okl
Speckle would not Icnve her warm ncst for Johnny;
so Johnny went into thc house and tokl liis mothov
he could not drive oid Spcckle off, and he was
afraid to take her up in his hands.

“Oho!” said his brother Charlie, laughing at
him. ‘Before | 'cl be afraid of a lien!”

‘W ell,” said Johnny, “ I don’t deny it, and

HARLIE AND THE MEN.

15v SVLVIA A. MOSF-

if you are not afraid of olcl Spcckle, 1 should
like to see you take her off yourself.”
“ You will sec oid Speckle in thc harn-
yard in less than five minutes,”
said Chavlie, as he took liis
hat and wcnt out.
Before long, thc people
in the house heard a

loud cackling like
that of a very aii-
gry hen.

“ That must be
Speckle,"said
Johniiy’s

niotlier.

“ 1 suppose Charlie has taken licr off Uie ncst.
He is a brave boy. Olcl Speckle is a f.ercc hcii.

Then Charlic carne in. s

“ Do you hear that hen ?" said Chailic.
told you I could take licr off from her ncst. 1
not afraid of a hen.”

Then Johnny, who had bccn out, too, spukc u]
and said:

* "Most anybody could rake a hen off a iieA.

* Rakc a hen off a ncst?” repeated Ui.irlic.
laughing, but looking shcepish.
know 1 did ?”

Then Johnny told how he knew.

The barn had both a back door and mi
door. The back door was kept open, aml lu
front door was kept closcd.
bad left thc house,
house door and

“ How do

As soon as Li-
Johnny slipped out oi

in at the back door of tlic . ~
He hid in the hay before Charlie had

front door of thc barn. He saw Charlie climb

r0



ladder, and saw him wave his hat at oid Speckle,
and say, “ Shoo, Spcckie. shoo !” He saw Cliarlié
try to take oid Speckle off, but she pccked at him
so defiantly that Cliarlie was afraid to touch her.
So he took a long-handied rake, and reached over
to oid Speckle and raked her away from her nest,
as if she liad been a bimdle of hay. Oid Speckle
still fought pluckily for tho possession of the nest,
and thrust her liead between the prongs of the
rake in her efforts to reach the eggs. It seemed
almost cruel in Cliarlie to drag her farther away
irom tlieiii, but as he only pulicd stcadiiy it did
not hurt her in the least. But she was soon con-

vinced that it was useless to struggie, and so she flew
down on the bam floor, and ran out at the door,
cackhng an indignant “ Cut! Cut! Curdar-cut!”
as loudly as she could. Charlie went out after her,
and, while lie stopped to fastcn the door, Johnny
ran out at tlie back door and into the house.

After this, when Charlie would accusc Johnny
ofbeing afraid ofanything, Johnny would aiiswecr,
“ Let me see; 1believe | remember yon. Are n't
you the boy who raked the hcn off her nest?” But
when Jolinny’s mother hcard this taunt, she quietly
remarked, “ It is not every boy who would think
ofas good a plan as Charlie’s.”

GOOD-MORNING AND GOOD-NIGHT.

By Rosa Evangeline Angel.

Good-Morning peepcd over her eastern gate,
To see if the children were up;
And laughed at a bumblebee coming borne late,
Who was caught in a hollyhock cup,
(iood-Morniiig has eyes like the glint ofthe skies
When they 're bright as the sun and the stars
mixed together.
And her lips are so sweet, and her steps are so
flcet,
She can dance like a tliisticdown, flv like a
feather.
You “ never have seen lier?” Oh, me ! Oh, me!
What a dull little sleepy-liead you must be !

Good-Morning can sing like a brook or a bird;
She knows where the fairies all hide;
Some folk, hard of licaring, say they ncver have
hcard
_Her sing, though they often have tried.
(jOod-Morningbas hair made ofsunsbinc so rare,
ITie elves tried to steal it to weave in the
weather;
Which made lier afraid, the bonny wee maid,
~fo swing on the gate many minutes together.
You “ ncver have seen her?” Ah, me! Ah, me!
hat a cross, lazy lic-a-bed you must be !

Good-Night is her neiglibor, a dear little soul,
W ho swings ina hammock, and not Olla gate,
She half shuts lier eyes with a great yawii, so

droli,
It would makc an owl taugh, | will ventare to
State.
Good-Night always brings the most wonderful
things,
To hide in the children’s bcds, glitteiing and
gleaming!

Such tales she can tell, and she tells them so well,
You could listen all night, and believe you
were drcaming!
Yoti“ nevcrhaveheard lier?” Oh, me! Oh,me!
\Vhat a small naughty wideawakc you must be!

Good-Night has a hotisc full of beautiful toys,
That slie kccps for the children,— no grown-
folks are there;
And she cairies them off, the wcc girlies and
boys,
To hermagicai palace, and, oh, how they starc!
Good-Night never frowns when she sees lhe
white gowns
Come trooping to beg for more stories,— the
dear!—

But with kisses and smiics, the time she beguilcs.
And bids them to come again soon,— do you

liear ?

You “ never have been there?” Ah, me! Ah, me!
W hat a very sad, grown-up young chick you

must be j

n
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
632

T jack-in-th e -pulpit

GOOD-MORROW, inv youiig Summerers, ancl a
fair June to you! Soon my young country-folk
will be having the rosicsl kind of a time, and thou-
sands upon thousands of young cituens will be
scampering througb fields, rolling down hillsides,
Ol- splashing into Ihc “ shmmg tumult of the
breakers. , - n

Now, suppose we take up the subject 01

TALKINC DOLLS.

W hat is this 1 bear? Ave the dolls of this
nincteenlh century now to talk in earnest, laugh
in earnest, cry in earnest, and, for aught I Rn""'-
cough and sneezein earnest «Tren they catch coUl.

And they are not to do all this with little squeak-
ing sounds, such as liave disgraced intelligenl dol s
up to the presentdate, but with real, human c/iM
voices, cvery shade of sound complete?

This is wonderful, and very hard to believe;
yet it is tri/e, 1 am told, Now, who can explain
this matter ?

THE RUSSIAN ALPHABET.

IT appcars, my hearcrs, that the “ learned and
sprightly correspondcnt,” whom 1 quotcd for you
in Geccmlicr last, made a gcnerous error m regard
10 the Russian alphabet. [ITc gave it forty-one
kttcrSy when in triUh it has but thivty-four, aitei

This 1 "ivc you on the excellent authority of
Nathan HaskcU Dole, known to my dear Little
School-ma’am and the rest of the world as the
translator of Count Tolstoi’'s works, Tolstoi, the
little lady says, is a great Russian nnvclist. Mr.
Dole writcs to this Pulpit: “ The Ecdcsiastical
Slavonic, from which the Russian alphabet was
dcrived, had forty-twolctters, and litevary Russian
has thirty-four, strictly speaking, though it is com-

monly enough representcd as having thirty-six,
one letter being a form of i (ee) used only m a
few church ivords, and the other still aiiotlKi
form of the ninth letter, which is also i (called
Kratkoi)." . AN ,

Besides Mr. Dole’'s message from Boston, tlie
Little School-ina’am has received this from a mili-
tai-y fricnd stationed somewhere on the outskiits
of civilization :

“You might tell your fnends (and mine), Jack-
in-the-Pulpit,” he says, “ tliat there is a little buy
here only forty-two ycars oid, who takes exceptum
to a’statemeiu in the Deccmbcr number of Sr.
NICHOLAS about the number of lettcrs in tliv
Russian alphabet. My recollcction of ihe same,
le-enforccd by asly glance at my Russian Lexicén,
is that ihirt\-six Ictters only are found in tlial
alphabet This includcs all doublc lettere, and tlic
three forros of the letter ‘i.” Possibly the al])li.i-
bet may have grown sincc i studicd the languugc,
That wasin 1867, and twenty j-ears may have raudo
chances in alphabets as well as in those who raiikc
use of them, but an addition of five lettcrs is a large

Now, my chicks, >ou who are big may take in
these facts with the dignity that so well bccomes the
ncw generation; but you who are little ncecl not
alter your dailv life one jot, imlcss it be to sigli aow
and then for tbe poor little Russians who have liad
to learn eiglit or ten inore lettcrs than you ditl.

A NINE" YEAR AGAIN

Trentox, K. J.

DkaR TaCK; Although the open-air roses are agiln
ready to blooin, which proves tliat this year is nearlv haif
gone, it is not too late to mention the faci that the figure
nine is again on top of the calendar. It has not hcen
there for ten ycars, but now it has come 10 stay. or
our diildreii, or their children's children. shall secit cvery
vear umil its grand disapi>earance for mne yeais at he
close of lhe Christmas fiolidays in 1999.
<|ueeresl figure in numbers, anyway, and "11 ng
especial attention to itself nowadays in every lellei
is written in all parts of the Christian

Yours, vespecik 11y, A bcHfai.va.

THOSE ICE-TANKS.

HERE js Prof. Starr’s reply to Ruth Hnrtzell's
inquiry, which \our Jack read to you last month

I have bcen asked why the metal tanks in

tory (see “ A Roso in a Queer 1llace, 1 ..
NAaiOLAS)dono!burstfrom the expansionoftheficrzig

water within. The tanks are of galvanized non suall;.

and though strong would yit ¢ soniewliat to the i

from within. More than

laid on, and the tanks may nol be absolutely fdk

water. This would ailow of expansion "/"J3"";,, -«

course, the ice expaiids only «tvhiU frcezinp,

is ciolca much helow frcezing point, shnnhs. *

the shrunkenblock svould have no ‘b’ of

out of the lank. even if it had fonned 1,"e

the Unk bulged out by prcssiire.

of ihcse cakes still easicr, the lank is “™" >

largcr at the top thanal the bottom, and ihc siilecsg

slanl downward- w«forirv to iy
I hope tbat this answer 9.YRR,

queslioner. ‘- '

N Mt
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*PANSIES ARE FOR THOUGHTS.”

OIL ¢ ity, Pa.
Dear Jack : | am a lilfle girl ten years oid. 1 amiii
the Third Reader inschool. In my reader tliere is a piece
oipoctry. 1 tvill tell you some ofit:

Jack-in-the-Piilpit
Preaches to-day,

Under tlie green trees,
Just over thc way.

Squirrel and -song-sparrow,
Higli on their perdi,

Hear ihc sweet lily-bells
Ringiiig to chuvdi.

llow do you like that, Jack ? It is all about you.

Youv friend, P.avsy Coopeu,
1 like it very much, little Pansy, It is an oid
song, but, like the lily-bclls, always new. It carne

str.aight from thc hcart of a true poet. Whenevcr
yon see anything in your Third Reader or any-
«liere else as pretty as this poem about Jack-in-
tlie-Pulpit, just you read it, Pansy. It wi 1 make
you groiv.

THE «STHETIC WASPS.

W hat keen eyes .they have! these busy little
workers, flying liither and thithcr, over hil! and val-
Icy, in the early spring days. Housc-hunting, that
is what they are doing. In at your window, under
the caves of tlie bavn, gctting in thc most in-
cimccivablc and, sometimes, unwelcorae places.
Nothing is beneath their notice ; no, not even an
oid, discarded curtain-tasscl, as a friend tells me
«ho has seen the tassel.

Perhaps it was once one of the rauch-prized
trcasurcs of some small girl, rambling through the

loose hay, with her arms so full of toys that the
treasure dropped, and was lost forever to the foncl
eyes of its owner. There it lay, unsecn and usc-
less, until, one day, a busy wasp carne biizzing
around the barn-yard, and, bcing a wasp of high
ffisthetic taste, this odd-looking, prctiy-coloied
object in the long grass attracted its attention and
gave it a most brilliant idea.

First taking a peep in at the top, it disappearcd
from view, only to leappcar at the other cncl; ihen,
the inspcciion rcvcaling all that its cultivated tasto
demanded, flying off, with a satisficd buzz, to rcturn
with a whole colony ofiis fellow-workeis, ready to
begin 011 the new home.

So the «asp and its family worked day after day,
from eaiiy morn until dusk, fl)'ing back and forth
to their tasseled homc, first making the cclls for
thcir eggs and food, then, all being snug and tight,
hurrying off again to have the store-rooms wcll
filled with provisions for the few who would livc
until another spring,

All through thc summer months soundcd their
cnergetic, busy hum, telling a tale of lots of svork
to he done and six short monthsto doitin! Buzz,
buzz, buss!

Long since the little occupants descrted their
iESthetic home, while the tassci, with the house still
complete, reposes in tlie South Kensington Mu-
seum of Natural History, a lasting relie of the
indiistiw of those testhetic wasps.

All this true and pretty story has been writtcn
out for you by M. B. Dickman, and your Jack has
simply repeated it so that all the congrcgation may
have it at the same time.

@isl
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How DID THEY COME THERE?

By Anne Bicfxuw Day.

T he Maiicly family always keep a box full of caterpillars and woims.
Is ii't that funny? But, you know, the.se crcatures turn into queer thmys

fot



called cocoons, like the one in thepictiire. Inthisform they live for many
days until their little houses open andtheycomeoutbutterflies or moths.

This year the Maudy family expected moths of the kind called Polyphe-
mus. One morning Peter and Phcebe Maudy went out to the box, which
they kept in the garden, and in it they found four of the beautiful brownish
moths just out of their cocoons. There they were, fluttering their wings for
joy because they felt the warm sunshine for the first time, and troubled only
because the thin muslin over the top of the box kept them from flying out to
the flowers near by.

The children stood looking at their new pets, and suddenly they noticed

a very strange thing— a number of moths’ wings, like the wings of the new-
comers in the box, lay scattered
about. They counted six 011 the
bench and ten on the ground.
How did the wings come there ?
The new moths were quite per-
fect, every one having its two
pairs of wings.

Outside there were no bodies
to be seen, only wings, wings,
‘vings!

What had happened ?

“ Chirrup! chirrup !” said a saucy-looking robin on a neighboring tree.
Another of the brown moths flew past, almost bru.shing Peter’s nose. The
new-comer flew to the box, scttled on the muslin, and seemed to be saying

good-morning to the prisoners.

il
ill
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Peter and Phtebe stood still, watching.

Robin.

Whir-r-r-r!' Down carne Mr.

In a second he had snatched up the kind moth in the middie of the

cali, gobbled up his body, and left one morepair of brown wings to explain

how all the other brown wings carne there.
Peter and Phcebe told the robin how naughty he was, but he only looked

saucier than ever.

The children let the new moths fly away, and tucked in

around their looking-glass the wings of the loving and unfortunate callers.

THE KJLYPHRtkU'S MOI'H

(By pirniissioii, ftoin Flini's ediiion of * Harris en Insccis Injurioiis 10 Vcgeiation.")

THE LETTER-BOX.

C..ST,,,8I'TOns are nrspec.f,Hy i.iformea that, beovncn tl.e .s. of Juno and .he .5.1. of Septooiber,
oxamined ai Ihe office of St. Nici.olas. Conscquen.ly, those who Jes.ro to favor ihe niagar.no niih conlnbu..(m
wiU please postpone scntUiig their MSS. until afict the lasl-named date.

Xm.ll Tal, India.
My Dkar St. NICirnL.AS . | am a little boy nine ycars
olil living in tlie lliinalaya rnouniains. My father is a

niissionaiy- 1 like vour stories very much, ospccially
" luan aml Juaiiita,” “ Sarah Crewc," “ Two l.iltlc Con-
futlerates,” and “ Litlle Lord Launtleroy.” Wc always
read "The Brownies,” and like them very much. “ Wu '
means my sister Nora, eleven years oUl, _and uiysclf.
We go lo IUe high-RChooU here jn Xaini Tal, It r>a
beautiful lown up iu the mountains. We go doivii lo
tlie plaius ucar ihe viver Ganges, in the winter, as il is
luueli 'vanncr dowii there ; and then ive come up hei-e
when it gets very liot below. Our Cliristmas bohdays
are now nearly over.

When most of tho English people and many natives
went down, last winlcr, a lot of liears carne through the

station; they were seen around everywlicrc, in penple-
cardens, and near their houses ; a number of them wcro
shot, though some were only wonnded. One big lilacK
fellow swam right across ihc labe, nearly half a niv
wide. Sometimes leoiiards come about our housc- an
take away our dogs; two of our dogs were takcn aivai
l.v them. Thev aie very fond of dggs! Oiie oi licw,
le'opards gohl.léd up our little dog ~ Ihidge onc I'J
last summer. My mamma just heard one liUle
I’udee slopned harldng, and she never barked any mure.
The leopard got her. Hcr father was a nater-spau ¢ m
and her mother was a poodle ; she had long hair,

miss her very much. We have tno wliitc micc,

run about the housc and Uve in boles in the stone «

This is my first letter to St. Nicholas,
K aki, m



Fort Du Chesne, Utah.

Dear St. Nicholas: | have lived at this post for
more tlian six tnonths, bul «ol until the other Oay did 1
have an opportunity lo go to the Uintali Indian agency,
although it is only tnirtecii miles north from this place.

lam sure a great many readcrs of St. Nicholas never
saw a real Indian, and for tliat reason | will try and tell
tliein what | saw at the agency.

Uintah is the «ame of one of the three tiihes of Ute
Indians thal live about us. | have not he.ard what UU
ineans, but suppose it lo be ihe Indian fiame for some
animal.

This is the lime of year for the Bear dance, which is
quite an important event among the Utes, | thinl;, as
the (lance lasis from seven to eight days, and is held
ciery year. The Indians reckon lime by the moon.

The Bear dance is the only dance in which thc squaws
are allowed to take pan. The Indians were very oddly
dressed ; some wore buckskin suits, which were very
handsomely embroidered svilh beads, others wore clolli
of all colors.

The chief had his face painted with red and bluc, and
his liair was braided and tied at the end with a long fox
tail. ile liad a long switch witti which he swilclied the
Indians if they did not dance.

T'lie music was made by a lot of bucks (warriors)
seated on llie ground by a sort of woodeii r.ilile. Kaih
buck had a stick which was noiclicd an inch or so
ap.irt. Tliey were all cut differently so as to make dif-
ferciu souiuls ; they had a piece of wood made round
wliich they kept rubbing up and down over lhe other
piece of w'ood which restecl on lhe lable. They kept
singing, a low, monotonous ehant without any music.

lhe Indians had their faces painted. | noticed one
Cspecially; bis face was painled brightyellow, and he had
awreath of fox fur around his head.

The cliief's son lias been at an academy for six years,
I was told; but lie now refnses to speak a word of
I"'ngUsh, which makes one wonder if liulians ever will be
civiliied. Hopiiig this is not too long to be priiited,

I temaiii your loving reader, Kate G. C -

N kw H.vven, Co-NN

Dear St. Nicholas; | have taken yon for nearly
live ycars, and have gainet! much ainusement and in-
flruclion from your pages.

I live on the banks of a river, and in the .summer we
have great fun swiniming. lioating. and fisliing-

lii our front yard is a large maple-Irec, ana one nigln
laH fall we had .avery heavy slioiver. In the morning
forty-one dead spavrows sverc picked u]) under thc tree.
L'iider a clusier uf trees across the river one liundred
and seventy.five were fouiid. Thn! slorm creatcd great
liavoc among lhe birds.

lloping to see this in the < Lelter-box,” | am still

Vour loving reader, Fkaxk 1). C

W hite Sui.phur .Sprixgs, .Moxtaxa T ek.

, Dear Ht. Nicholas; | live in a little frontier town
in Montana, where | was born eight years ago. My
lopa has a rancb and lots of shccp, horscs, .and catlle.
I like best to livc at thc ranch and go fishing and play
at hiinting. Sometimes we see dccr and anleiope there,
and nfteii piairie-wnives (coyotes) come around and Kkill
'ileep and lambs. Once my papa shnl a bear there. In
117 summer ihe ground-squirrols are running in and out
“1 ihcir burrows nearly all of ihe lime, and they eat
vverylhiiig green in the garden. So, when 1 go there, |
llanas many as | ean with a small sieel Irap.

It is great fun lo waich the little lainbs in ihe spring;
‘m«nelimes there are two tliousand in one fioek, and they

run around in a circle and jiimp iip and roll over in tlie
jolliest way,

There were twin calves at lhe ranch iasl summer, and
| tried to iasso them and ride on their backs, bul did not
succeed very well, ihough il was fun for me and seemed
to be, for them.

Some Indians carne into town, a few weeks ago, to sell
skins of beavers and wolves ihat they liad killed. They
woi-e bright-colored biankels and rodé Indian ponies.
A geiitleman here bought the beaver .skins and had an
overcoat made. It took twenty to make one coat.

Vour loving reader, Morkill.

W k take pleasure in showing thc following delighlful
letter from two liltle French friends. We |irint llie ieller
just as we received it;

St. l.ouis, Mo.

Dear St. Nicholas— We are two little girls who
have ihirleen years. We are come from France ihc
seventeen seplembre, aiid visit our aunt, who teaches
English lo US. We like il much in America. When
we are at home we live just outside of Nice and haie
very many of pets. Wc have fawns who run in the
park around our house and 3 ponies, who have for
fiames, liayard, Emiieror, Rénee, we have also onc large
dog of St. Ucrnnrd iiamed Fidéle, we liked very much
the story of Aimée as we have been oflen lo Nice.
We were cbarmcd with l.iltle Ford Fauntleroy, which
our English governess aided us in reading. ~Ve fear
this letler is too long, so liid you good-bye; and hope lo
see i3iir lelter in print, as it is thc first we have ever
writlen to you. \our admiring friends,

Ei.oisF. and Eucikxxe de V

Piia-xix, A. T,

Dear St. Nicholas: | expect yon wil! be surprised
lo get a lelter from “ far-away Arizona” j but my cou.sin
has been seiidingyou lo mo as a present for the lasi tsvo
years, and, for about five ycars before that, ray aunt had
peen .sending you to me. So 1 thought it was about
lime to 1* wriling you a lelter and telling you how much
I like you.

| snppose that yon think it must be very hot hcre, bnt
it isnot so hot as it is reprcsented 10 be. We never
have snow ai I’hrenix, but Ihe mouiilains east and norlh
are covered with snow. All around tlie vicinily of
I’hcenix the earth is apottcd with inouiids varying in
height and size. Excavalions have bccn made near
Tempe (nine miles from Thccnix) by Lieulenant Cush-
ing of the Smithsonian Inslitulion, and human .skelelons
and many oiher interesling relies were unearihed. |
visited the place, and it was very interesling. They
were almost all iyingwiili their heads loward the easi,
and near llieir liaiids w.as a lillle ollaof corn and another
olla supposed to have conlaincd water. These were the
provisions (1 suspeci) ihat they were going to e.at when
tliey were Ol their way lo the Spirit l.and.

All theskcictons were laid ina mold of hard subslance
like brick, and some of lliem liad thcir moullis open.

There was also an altar with a .skeletcn of a litllc child
on it, Wliereall ilicsc were unearihed is supposed to
ha\'c been a burial ground.

There were many more interesling relies, etc., but IL
takes too inucli s|)ace to tell about ihem.

It is supposed lhat this race exisicd before ihe Aztecs,
and it is not kninvh where lhey went, c.ime from, or
anylliing ebse about Thcm. I conld wiite lots more
eabout ihem, but | know your space is prccious.

1 hopo | have not already made iny Iciler loo long.
Bul I tnoughl you might be inlerestcd lo hear soincthing
about thc mound-buiiders near Plicenix. Yoiir truc
friend and admirer, Fax.xie il. B------ ,

‘thl
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SiVAS, T urkey in Asia.

Dear St. Nicholas: Sivas is a city of fifty thousand
inhabitants, coinposed of Turks, Greeks, and Armeiiians.
There are only two American families and one Knglish.
Il1'is nearly five thousand feet above the sea. There are
someruined gatewaysand lowers over five hundied years
oid The oid houses all liave flat roofs, and they are
made of dirt and stones. The govei nmcnt now forbids
citizens to build flat roofs, because sometimes the roofs
eave in and bury the people inside, so now they must
build their roofs of liles. Very many of the customs
of the neoplo here are jiist conlrary to ihc customs of
America. They leave llieir shoes at the door and keep
their fezes on in the house, In church or in school they
sit on the carnets on the floor. When you meet a person
in the Street you turn lo the left. When they shoe an gx
or a donkey, they tie up his feet and make liim he on his
back. A bride is the servant of Ihe family, and she can
not talk until her mother-in-laiv gives her pernnssion. 1
have three bouiid voluines of the St. Nicuoi.as, and 1
like the storie.s very much. | am a boy, deven yeavs
oid. Your loving veader, Duke Crescens Il

St. Mary’'s Hai-i-, Burungton, N. J.
My Dear Sr. NiCHCUas : We have taken your maga-
zine ever since it was published, and we are very fond

°?t, Mary's Hall is a large boarding-school for girls;
there are sixty pupils, counting the daypcholars.

ICvery afternoon the girls walk out 111 twos, and Ollc
day when we were walking through the country, a bull,
whicli was feediiig in a field near by, lore after tho girls,
who ran screaming in every diiection.

The school is siluated Ol1 the banks of the Dclawaie,
and on summer ei-enings each girl is allowed lo walk
oul with her favorile mate, There is a beautiful chapel
joining the school, and 011 Sundays the service sung by
Ihc gim is largcly ntlended.

\Ve hopc you wil! piint this letter as wc have iievev
seen any letlers from girls at a boarding-scbool.

We are very busy here and do not have much time lor
reading, but the Sr. NiciiolaSis always welcome.

Your loving friends,

L ouise McA and Daisv G

Je.ANSVILLE, Pa.

Dear St. Nichoeas: We have taken you since
18S0, through the kindncss of our unele.

We live in the coal regions, and | do not like it very
much. .

1 have hcen down in the mines scvetal times, and it
is very interesting.

If I had space 1 would tell you about the stable m tI|c
mines. However, 1 will just give you a short descri)).
tionofit.

Imagine going down into the earlii about lialf a milc,
with your hair standing on end from fright, and at last
coming to a leve! tunnel which is called the rangway.
About a hundred yards in, you come lo the stable, winch
is just a large opening at one side, cut out of the soliil
earth. It is full of mules at night, and also rats,-— hun-
dreds of them. Sometimes ihe poor mules stay all their
life in the mines and become pcrfectly blind to light.

I remain your loving reader, Rov i

Canajoharie, N. y.

Dear Si'. Nichoi.aS; 1am ten years oki, and have
taken you for six years. 1 like all your stories, the
ludian ones especialiy, because my grandfather h.is
lived for annmber of years in the Black Hills of Dakoia,
near an Iridian Reservation, and has seen severa) of ihe
chiefs mentioned in Bi'. Nichoi.as,— Red Cloud, S|>olled
Tail, Man-Afraid-of-his. Horse, and many others.

I have a real Indian blanket in which an Indian was
killed; also a red pipe-stone batlle.ax. My grandfaihvi
lives very near the place where General Custer was
Izilled. 1 have just been reading “ Boots and Saddles, "
an interesting book by Mrs. Custer.

Affectionately yours, Plinv S. H-——-

[IORDENTOWN, K. J.
Dear St. Niciiol-AS; | am eight and a half yeavs
oid 1 like you very much, and especialiy the Biinny
Stories ” and the children’s Ictters. 1 send tliis poetrr,
which 1 wrote myself.
Your little friend,

The rain was on the window pane,
The sun was in a fright

Because he could not find his house,
That rainy, rainy night.

The moon was just about lo riso,
But the stars put down their heads
In their little beds,
Until the moon said, “
The sun is in a fright
Because lie can not find his house,
This rainy, rainy night.” GraNT R

Grant K

Stars, gct up,

W e thank tlic young friends wliosc iiames here follow
for pleasant letters received from tliem ; Nin.a J. Simlli,
Lolta n. Smith, Nathalic C. Wilson, llaltie Spenccr,
Chester, Fannie Il. K-, L.nlu A. L.,L.

E. B-, Mattie \Y. N., Willis 1, lloyt, May K, S. UM
Stahl, Floreiice Osborn, EmilyClary, Dora S-, Jcssiv ..
and Lizzic S-, Belle Cady, S. W. 1-., C. R- H-, 1; J-
Klorence Thayer, Edilh N. lones, Rlizabcth 1.
Grace Oakes. A. M. G,, Tlarrict B. MacR, Kallilteii
H. Lovell, I'ercival Delaficid, Ida C. J., Sam Uial.in.
luliajackson Chapin, .Y K. J.,Terecilaand Juanita,-Naii.
ihe W. Collen, I-illian A. Sturlcvanl, Bessie Smitli, M
Crane (i. K. 1'., llelcn Poner, Mabel E. Dihblc, Mahvl
antl Jessie Henderson. Laura May lindley, Daisy I,
Brown, Lulu P. Manniiig. Mary C,, Bcalrice, (nace
EUer. lI'ayTurncr, llcrberl G., llelen C.W aw. I'- " '
B B. W., Ruberl Bond. Edilh Whilinorc, I'nul ' <
IToyd R. Mncy, Ellen 0. Barbour, Clevclaml SmUi.
Katc .Alexauder, Emma L. Campbell, Ju>n D. (m
Kdith Leslie, Gerlrude Alien, A. T. Trouty, Clifford U
lialkam, Orvillc A.lloward, G. Hver, hlaric IGR., - w
George, Elsie Blcecker, Florence B ,, Judith C. \ f [>'a'"
and fearie B., E. Downs, Olive M.. Francés IL. Ma>

S, n, F. Holmes, Wm. MacRcnzic, F.tklie A- .
Beatrix D., Maude J. and Alice S, Paul

H. and Amanda G., Bertha Chase, JI'T

F Hale, I!'. R- Edear Alfrcd A, Bell, Rale Gordon,
I.loyd R. Colcman, Jr.. Bc-ssie M. Cqgper, D'

Edith Edw.ards. I.. Thorn, Jennie Boics, KatE Uc-
Euia Ixie D.ividson, Nell M- T., Haltic A. J.Ed«ar<i
F. Johnson, and Luther J. llamilton.



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE MAY NUMBER.

Anagrams i. OrangGs. 2. Watermelon,3, N«ciarinc. 4. Pomec- D oudi.e DiaC/Onals. Diagonals from )cfi lo righi, Memorial
granatc. 5. Apricots. 6. Pincnpple. 7, Cherrics. 8. Fcachecs. Day; from righl to Icfi, Kmanclpaied. CnossAVORDs: 1, MU-
p. Strawb«rrits.  lo, Critnberrlcs. construc. 2. Meccrschaiims. 3. Uomonsirate. 4. I)iforgaiG?.c.

\Vokii*sQUARBS I. i. I>Inah. 2. Irene, 3. Nervc. 4. Anvil 5. Superscribc. 6. Consululcd. 7. Roappearing. 8. Disannnllecl,
5. Heels. 1l. 1, Hagftr. 2. Agilc. 3.Uibes. 4, Alert. 5. Kests. 9. Intcrmcddlc. 10 Decndritiual. 11. Deaterogamy,

11 1. Ktliel, 2, Tiara. 3. Haws. 4. Ercct, 5. Lasts. IV. A Pentacon. 1. s, '‘Jar. 3. Tacii. 4. Laco6nic. 5. Rin-
1 Jeasc. 7. Kllen. 3. Slanl. 4. Scnsc. $. linter. V. i. Comus. dlc. 6. Tllecl- 7, Cede,

; Ozone. 3 Mopsa. 4. Unscu 5. Scais. SiNCi.B AcROSTIC, Primais, Hans Cbristlan Andersen, C jioss*

A BoOK PwzzLB, words: i. Handy. 2. .Andre, 3. Natal, 4. Sngar. 5, CHinc-

6. Humor. 7, Rumor, 8, Idicr, 9. Sagas. 10, Tiins. 11, Irene.
i2. AUer. i3 Novel. 14. Adanis. 15. Nicot. 16. Deinon, 17. Ember.
i8. Rtible. 19. Scope. 20, Eporb. 21. Noose.

C)tAKAL)E Dynainiie,

NusiEKicAL [iINiCMA. Pridc only hclps iis to be gcnerous: jt
never makes us so, any more than vanuy will help us tu be wilty."
Pi. Thou pulse of joy, whi<tc ihrob beais lime

For datsied field, for blossoniln” spray |
Tu dance ofleaf and song-bird’s chime
Sel all ihc prese oDIfe to rhynie.
Ring in the May |
MAHY ELI2ADBT)! RLAKK,

Diamond, i. M. Rot. 3. Redan. 4. Modlcum. 5. 'J*acit.

Do1OLE AcROSTic. Primais, Dccoradon Day; finais, Decoi-a- C. Niu. 7. M.

llon Ude. CKOsvwimns: i. DeplumcD, a. EscaladE. 3. Chol- F.ASV Gneek Cross, 1. T.Crab. 2. Roll. 3. Aloe. 4. I5lew.
cnC. 4. OrisianO. 5. RebiitteR. C, AnaphorA. 7.Thicksc'l. 8, 1111- IL 1. Isaib. 2- Anil. 3. Rile. 4. Blcw. II1l. 1. PJcw, 2. Lovc.
manl. 9. OraioriO. 10. NatalioN. jj. DolorosO. 12. AstcnfiU. 3. Ever, 4. Were. D* Wirc, 9. Ebon. Road. 4. Knds.
13. VokematE V, 1. Were. 2. Kven. 3. Rcnd- 4. End>>.

WoKUS Within W ords. i. S-hake*r. 2. P.rover*i. 3. P*ledge*s. SVNCOPATIOKS. Inauguraiion, x, pla.l.rtl. 2, po*N*c. 3. m-A-ud,
4. P-aster-n. 5. S*tag»e. 6. M-Iser-y. 7 F.oregon-e. 8. K-odd-y. 4, d-U-o. 5. lod-Ci-e, 6. la-U-d 7, p-R-ig- 8. p-A*In. 9, s*T*oUd.
9, (i-rue-l. 10. P*rice*s. 12. L-otter-y, 12, I7oiirs*e. xo0. la-lI-rd, 11. m-()-iise. 12. la-N-C*

*'(» ot'R P FZZLERS : Answers. lo be acknowledgcd 111 ihe magazinc, must be received not later ihan ihe tsth of each niontli, .and
should be addresscd to St. NicnOL.AS “ Klddle-box, care of T he Centl rv Co.. 33 F/ist Scventeemh Si., New York City,
\XSWERS TO ALL TUIl Pi zzLus iN THE M arch Nu.mier wcrc rccctvced, bcforc Maroh i5th, from Maud E. Palmer— Paul Reese —

Ruv-cll Davis— Mary E Gerrish — “ Infaniry K. G.S,— M.D. M.— .Vunt Kaic, Tamie and Mamma — Pearl P. Sicvens— “ Mammn,
Aunt >fartha and Sharley W jlloiighby — Jo and I— Emily and AmGe Dembiiz— J. L. C. and L. H, M.

m\nswers to Puzzles in thb March NI™InER tvcre received. bcfore March igili, from Margaret Lachenotir. 2— Fihclind, 4 —

.AshKiirit, | — C. Densniore Ciirlis, i — Annte R. F., 1— May Mariin, i — Dolly Chandicr. i — Honry (>>u||f0r<i, 8— Clara 0., 7—
Mavie and jackspar, rg— Plmina V. Flsh, i — Eklhli Watt, s— Ida C. Thallon, 10— May Hebbard, i — A, L. Dabbltt, i — Paul P.
Lynn.1—“ Nlgand Mig,” 10— J, R. S)iarj>, 2— Jennic, Mina and lIsabel, 5—“ R. M. A.,” 4— Hay Swain ani \S'ildiick Lentz, 3—
Erfie K. Talboys, 7 — Arihiir 11, l.awrence. 5— Fdward Hilch, i — E. de F. and M. E. Tlcald, i — Anna O. Gilpin, 2 — W. N. S., 5*—
Clartand Emma, 2 — Horace H, Francinc, ? — I/tsicr and (fertic, 1 — ICdlih J. Sanford, 8 — Eva Kcnnahan, a— “ Nodgc,” 8— .Angic
C. Lyon, 4— May and 79," 5— Charles C. Norrls. 3— Edwin W. Fullam, 3—*“ A, Filske and Co.,” 10— Juslyn Z, ani Jullau C.
Sftiiih, 4— NelUe L. Mowes, 6 — L, H, F. and “ MisiieJ' 7— Mathilde, Ida and Allce, 8— Mabcl C, lird, i —'*Tom, Dick and H arrie,”

9-'S1I \i., 6— P, F., 6.

CIIAUADE. verse; from 7 to X5, tho litio of a pocra by Keai.«: from 8 to té,
divisiéns.

OV'itR myyirs¢ iho schooUboy inoaning tolls, From r lo 8, a poet wlio dicd «m June xsih, x?44 ; from 9 lo x6,
Puzzling in vain hj? weary aching liead; the namc of onc of the aposiks whose fesiival occurs on Juiic ixih.
My seeoua hid the fcarcd Armada’«.spols Il. From 1 lo 9, a large bird: from 2 lo xo, a nni&kal drama;
(Bul 't isin Fretich lis iame must now be saldl. from 3 10 IX, pulverized sugar ctndy; from 4 10 12, .nninsect: from
When comes my vjhole, radiant wiih sun and showecr, 510 13, an anima! valued for Its fnr: from 6 10 14, common; from 7

The boy forcéis myfirsf in happy play : 10 15, to probibit; from 8 to t6, in cali out.
My Siicond, alflinconscious of Its powcr, Frotn Xto 8, au American baule fought on June 281b, 1778 ; from

litl glc.acns and sparklcs throngh the sluggish day. 9 10 id, a Eiiropean balilc fought on June x8ib, 181%$.
“ HAD." CYSIL DEAKE.

K13ILESS WIIEELS, OOTAGONS.

I, A vchicic. Cnvcemcd. 3. Oue who has ihe supcrliucmlI*

cncc of a iniiseum. 4 Onc t»f ihe United Staies. 5. Recnptnrvd.
6, Cupolas. 7, Moved .ewlfdy
Il. 1. A vulgar fellow. 2. A namc by wfhich a pago<la Is some.
liinrscallcd. 3, A picco of furniturc. 4. To excite, 5, Presented.
C. To jircventljy fear. 7. Tu spreai), as ncw-inown hay.
N, s. I.

(CONNECATIVE 1w oRI)e TARES.

I, Across: t. A sprite. 2. \ rlver, 3, An Insect. liownward:
X. A fcmininc liame. 2. Mankind. 2. Tocaros».

1. AciNis.s: X An animal. 2. To iook. 3. Ai>propriale. 1)own-
ward : 1. A scrpent. 2. A body ofwnicr. 3. Preciso.

ni. Across: x. fhc naiuc ofa tragedy. 2, A poriion of time
3. A verb. Downward: 1. A fcminine naine, e. An jmpicmcnl
u<eful to sailnrs. 3, An KngUsh iheologlcal writer.

B IV. ,)VtKoss: |, Devoured, ? Galued. 3- Enticed. ]3t>wn-
I Fraji x o 9, a small, spicy berry; fa»m 2 to 10, a great aricry ward; » An linplemeut. «. Pan ofihcbody. 5, I'lnis.
prncecdiiig from ihe heart: frotn 3 fo 11, having power lo giind ; When the four first word.s dcscril>cd jn each of ihc four word*

squares ate read Inconnection. ihy will form a singlo word ofiwclvc

i“m 4 to X2, .Tciiy nPPnissla; from 5 to 13, nkind of tea: from 6
CVfIL DBANK.

>. a namc found iu the first chaptcr'uf Numbers, the ninth leilers which mcan.s atrongly affectcd,”




1h the accompanying jHustratlon oacli of ihc
len small plctures saggcsis the lame ofa rose.
W hat are the len nanics ?

A vocLR pnrcslpa hct nocr;

Hcc wedmoa bari locras elh norm;
Kth wcd tDselisg rove
Ket sag.sr don leh rolvec

Sit eujn — liad het riimsem si nobr!

Het laindar sohur nodar
Tihw giniiiscret wesriofhet hotrn:
Ein tosfzeBrebc vohre
sagri; dan teh vecrol;
Ist ncju — nad hct musrem sj robu |
MPS. H. c.

IIOUR-GI.ASvVS.

T hb central Ictiers, reading downward, will
sspeU the nameof a famous general. ~
Cross-woRDs: i. Complaining, i. Conunaing
for a long time. 3. One of ihe planets. 4> A short
sleep. 5. In Apple. 6- A vctncle, 7. A weapon.
8. A large shalbw dish, 9. A walk for amusement.
“ DAb KINZER."

UllY-MED DOUnIi"E ACROSTU"

Mv a blossom whitc os snow
W ith pisiil all of guid:
My nextan overcoot will show,
For kccpiog o«c ihc coid;
My third. if you are In a fright.
W ill ovcrNpread your check;
The lanndress kccps \Ww™Joto th in sight
riie firsiofevery wcek;
My lasta bird you siirely know,—
A near tclaifon to Ihc crow.

My inUiah, unless I 'm mistakcn,
Wiill show you a iricksy wighl
W kj always is plolling «xomc mlschicf;
Myjinu/s, his wcapon ofmiglu.
"ioVo X

DIAMOND.

I. 1Is piitlern. -2 A word osixl in oid mcords niconing a kind >
cii~torior)' payinent by a tunanl. 3. Shcrry, 4. (Jcciipanis.

THE DE VINNL:

A specie.* of spider. 6. A period of a hundred years, 7-
Seo«ish flame fur a young ox. 8, Cunniug. 9. inpattern.
i, i.cjsm.M.
A RIIOMBOII).
A certain order of architecture.
Periaining to a foot. 4. A firni, hard snUtancc.

chair. X
Downward, i.

* A short noiicc,
A note in music.

Across: j. 2. Surfelted. 3,

5- A pcftaUc

incii/c.
?> A small bu 8

2, Abone. 3.
Epoch,
India.

A leticr from Russia-
5, Kcsigns. f
9. A Ictier from

A IIEXAGON.

I Ti< incite.
infer.

2. T.angiiishod. 3.

Idle. 4- Rcmnnni. = I
6. Pertainingloadukt. 7.

B'ishcs nfa conain knid ~ ~

FI,LOKAIL, 1>1'7/.1,E.

Is each of the ninc following soiilences there i*
nameofa fiowec; the meaning,
i,i iialics in Ihe s.ome scmence.
sciccted

noncenlcO. ihs

When the mne A'™™ * .
and placed one below the oiher, in tbe order her. ti""”
Ihe iniiial leiccts will spell a tille oficn bestowed upon June.
1 yon hcar ns hunibly bcseecll ihc go.emor 10 i.ation ir=
prisoner; and did he not Unten 10 iis with greni rfocv./rT'
s Inihc play of " Gnmlei” I a.stnne the jule tée;

antl I na *

will pei-forni «'Opliolla.” W e shall tndenvor to ¢eitvr;. ol
“"Tacharles was affconlcd «dieii i hcgge.l him not t<i dtink : hn'l
ercess is tinufrrnus®” . s Y
4. Whmi | have hcard Caleb, nn yeorlv nusMor.?, p'C«c” s
bcauty nf charily, and then know how oficii he rcfnses u
iYoor/l think thcro is much hyf~cnsy in him, , t\f
5. 1 luld Wilkiam othet wnrthy pcrsnns had Imd their >

Thnintevcer usedeccpilnn, Carlos. 1, eretl:i«. havv
i h a i i s always 1k;si- s V. J, 1hot
7,'S-ime nf ilic kulghts had cndeavorcd lo dixtnver int
inith C(»ncerniiic some ruinar»;.
. | bate a «cifish person, and do not like to seo onc g

to share Delle’'s burdcns and to assuage her ~
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