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“KEEP UP"

Bv Marv Hallock Foote,

U ntil Jack Gilmour was seven years okl, his
home had been at his grandfathcr’s house, in a
muntry “ 'vcll-wooded and watered,” as, nodoubt,
ilie Diitch captain who discovered it clescribed ir
'u his king.

There was water in the river; thcre was water
in the poids, which lay linked togcther bv fadllimff
streams among the hiils above the mili- there
"as water in the spring-lot; there was water in the
lirook that ran through the meadow across the
road ; there was water in the fountain that plashcd
quietly all through the dark closc summer nights
‘'vhen not a leaf stirred, oven of the rvccping-ash

and the children lay tossing in thcir beds, with
only their nightgowns covcring them. And be-
flowing waters, there was

sides all these living,
"ater m the cistcrn that lay concealed under the
loundations of the housc. Not one of the grand-
chidren knew who had dug it, or ccmented it, or
sealed n up, for children and children’s children
to reccive their first bath from its waters The
good grandfather’s care had placed it there- but
oven that fact the little oncs took for granted, as
hoy took the grandfather himself,— as thcy took
tl'c fact that the ground was under thcir feet, w-hen
they ran about in the sunshine.

In an outer room, which had been a kitchen
once (before Jack’'s mother w.as born), there was a
oortam place in the floor which gave out a hollow
sotnid, liko that from the planking of a covered
otidge, whencver Jack stamped upon it. Somec-
hocly found him, one day, trying the echoes on this

Copyrlghi,
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queer spot m the floor, and advised him to keep
It was the trap-door which lcd doirn into

and although it was solidly made and
it had

OH u.
le cistern ;
rcsted upon a broad lodgc of wood — well,
gﬁs&eﬁ rthere on lr;at same ledge for many years
C o j-dit. ) . «ttl" hoy
in kiits should be prancing about with only a few
ancestral planks between him and a hidden pit of
water.

Once, when the trap-door had been raised for
the purpose of measuring the depth of the water
m the cistern, Jack had lookcd down nnd had
watched a single spot oflight wavcringover the face
ofthe dark still pool. It gave him a strange, un-
comfonable feeling, as if this water were something
quite unhke the outdoor waters which reflected the
~ty instead of the under side of a board floor
This water was imprisoned, alone and silent; and
if ever a sunbeain reached it, jt was only a stray
gleam wandering w-here it could not have felt at
home, and must have been glad to leap out again
when the sunbcam moved away from the crack in
the floor which had Ict it in.

That same night a tluinder-storm descended-
the chimneys bcllowcd and the rain made a loud
trampling upon the roof. Jack woke and felt for
his mother’'s hand. As he iay still, listening tn the
rain, Icssening toa steady, quiet chip, drip, he heard
another sound, very mystcrious in the slceping
housc ; a sound as ofa small stream of water fall-
into an echoing vault His

ing from a height
rain-water pouring

mother told him it was the
All righis rcservcci.



from all the roofs and gutters into the cistern, and
that the echoing sound was because the cistern was
“low.” Next morning the bath water was dcli-
ciously fresh and sweet; and Jack had no more
unpleasant thoughts about the silent, sliiggish oid
cistern.

Now, there are parts of our country where the
praycr, “ Give us this day our daily water,” might
be addcd to the prayer, “ Give us this day our
daily bread ” ; unlcss wc take tlic word bread to
mean all that mon and women rcquire to preserve
lifc to thcmselves and their children. That sad
pcople of the East to whom this praycr was given
so long ago, could ncvcr have forgotten the cost
and valué of water.

If you turn the pages of a Biblc concordancc to
the word “ water,” you will find it repeated Inm-
drcds of times, in the language of supplication, of
longing, of prophecy, of awful warning, of beauti-
ful imagery, of love and aspiration. The history
of tho Jcwish people in their wandcrings, thcir wars
and temptations, to their final occupation of the
promised land, might be traced through the dilTer-
ent meanings and applications of this one word.
It was bargained, bcggcd, and fought for, and was
apportioned from gencration to generation. Wc
Tcad, among the many stories of thosc thirsty
hinds, how Achsah, daughter of Calcb the Kcniz-
zite, not conteni with hcr dowry, asked of her
father yct another gift, withoutwhich the first were
valueless. “ For thou hast given me a southland;
give me also springs of water” ; and Calcb gave
hcr the upper springs and the nether springs.

Now, our little boy Jack was seven ycars oid,
and had to be taken more than half-way across the
continent bcfore he learned that water is a precious
thing.

He was taken to the engincer’s camp that has
been spoken of before in the pagcs of St. Nich-
OLAS, in a canén of a little, wild rivcr, which is
within the bordevs of that regién of the far West
known as the “ Arid belt.”

Well, there was water in this river; but after
the placcr-mining began in the month of May,
and Miuior’'s Crcok brought down the “ tailings”
from the mines and minglcd them with the cur-
rent of the river, its waters became as jellow as
those of the famous Tiber, as it “ rolls by the
towers of Romc” ;— yellow with silt, which is not
injurious; but it is not pleasant to drinkessence of
granito rock, fior yet to wash one’s face in it.
They made a filter and filtered it; but evcry pail-
ful had to be “ packed,” as they say in the West,
by the Chinese cook and the cook’s assistant.
Economy in the use of water became no more than
a mattcr of common consideration for luiman
beings.

« See *An ldaho Pieme,"

In addition to the river there was a stream which
carne down the gulch cidse beside the camp. This
little stream was a spendthrift in the spring, and
wasted its sinall patrimony of water; by the mid-
dle of summer it had begun to economize, and
by Scptember it was a niggard,— letting only u
small dribble come down for those at its moutii
to cherish in pools, or pots, or pails, or in what-
ever it could be gathered. This water of thv
gulch was frcquently fouled by the range catti m
that carne crowding down to drink, mornings aml
evenings; dcad leavcs and vegctation lay soakiiv;
in it, as summer wancd. It vvas therefore coii-
demncd for drinking, but served for bathing, .r
for washing the camp clothing, and was excecd-
ingly precious by reason of its small and steadiiy
decreasing quantity.

One morning, late in July, Jack was fast asieq)
and dreaming. The sun was hot on the gic.i
hills toward the cast; hills that had been fainily
grcen for .afew weeks in the spring, but wci-c mw
given up to the raingled colors of the gray-gri\n
sagc-brush and the dun-yellow soil.

They would have been hills of paradise could
rain have fallen upon them as often as it falls upan
the ccdar-crowncd knolls ofthe Hudson. For tin w
hills are noble in form and of great size, a fainily
of giants as they match skyward, arm in arm and
shoulder to shoulder ; and the sky above thcm is
the sky we cali “ Italian.” The “ down-cafian
wind” that all night long had swept the gukli,
from its sourcc in the hills to its moulh in the ri\w,
had fainted dead away in the heat of the sim.
Presently the counter wind from the great,
plains would begin to blow,
breathlcss pause bctween.

The flies wecrc tickling Jrck’s bare lcgs, .nnd
crecping into the neck of his night-gown, where tlic
button was off, as it iisually is off of a seven-ye.ir-
old night-gown. He was restless, “ like a dog tiiat
hunts in clreams,” for he was taking the oid pailis
again that once he had known so well.

From the castern hills carne the mingled, far-
off blcating, tho uUilation of a miiltiludc of driven
shcep. The sound had reacliecl Jack’s dreaming
ear; suddenly his dream took shape, and for an
instant he was a happy boy.

He was “ at home ” in the East. It was shvep-
washing time, the last week in May; the aiiple
orchards were a mass of bloom, and tho dccp, oid,
winding lafies wore swcct with their perfume.
Jack was hurrying up tho lafie by the Long Pond.
to the sheep-washing place, where the water came
down from the pond in a dark, oid, leaky, woadcn
flumc, and was hcld in a pool into which the
sheep werc plungedby twnsandby threes, squcczc
and tumbled about, and lifted out to stagger away

liot
but this was ilic
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under the uppic-trecs nnd dry their heavy fleeces
in the sun. Jack was kicking in his sleep, when
his flame was called, by a voice outside the window
and he woke. Nothing was left of the dream,
with ail its swcets of sight and sound and smcll,
but Che noise of the river’s continuous wrestle witli
the rocks ofthe upper bend, and that far-off multi-
tudmous clamor from ovcr the sun-baked liills.

“ Jack, come out'" said the voice of Jack’s big
cousin. “ They are going to ‘sheep’us. Thecre’s
a band ofeight thousand coming! ”

Thcre was a grcat scatcering of flies and of bed-
clothes, as Jack Icaped out. He wasted no regrets
upon the past,— onc isn’t so foolish as that at seven
years oid,— but was ready for the joys ofthe pres-
ent. Eight thousand sheep, or half that number
(allowmg for a big cousin's liberal computacién),
were a sight worth seeing. As tobcing “ sheeped,”
what was there in an engineer’s eamp to “ sheep,”
uiiless the eight thousand woolly rangc-trotteis
ihould trot over tents and house-roofs and stove-
pipcs and all, like Santa Claus’s team ofreindeer !

Jack was out of bed and into his clothcs in a
Inirry, and off over the hill with his cousin, but-

loning the buttons of his “ star” shirt-waist on
the way.
The “ band” was pouring ovcr the hill-slopes

in all directions, making at full speed for the river.
ihe hills thcmselves seemed to be dizzily moving.
The masses of distant small gray objects swarmed,
thcy drifted, they swnm, with a curious motion-
iess motion. They iooked like nothing more ani-
niated than a crop of gray stones, nearly of a sizo
~Dlecadmg broadly over the hiils and descending
toward the river with an impulse which seemed
bcarceiy more than the forcé of gi-avitation.

The dogs were barking, the shepherds were
racmg and shouting, to head thcm off and check
iheir speed, lest the luindreds behind should press
upon the hundreds in front and forcé them out
mto deep water. The hot air throlsbed with the
iiiinult.

When the thirst of every panting throat had
been slakcd and the band began to seatter along
tbe hill-slopes, the boys went forward to speak
'vith the shcep-men.

fcw moments afterward thcy were returning
to the camp on a run, to ask permission to accept
I'om the shepherds the gift ofa lainb thatcould n’t
ekeep up ” with the band. It had run beside its
mother as far as its strength would carry it, and
then 1t had fallen and been trampled; and there
It must lie unless hclp could revive it. A night on
Ihe hilis, with the coyotes about, would finish it.

Permission was given, and breakfast was a per-
imctory meal for the children bv reason of tlie
Imnb, lying on tbe strip of shadc'outsidc. After

breakfast they sopped its mouth with wann milk,
they spongcd it with coid water, they tried to forcé
a spoonful of miid stimulant between its teeth
They hovercd and watchcd for signs of returniné
hfe. The lamb lay with its eycs closed ; its sides!
which were beginning to sweil, rose and sank in
long heavy gasps. Once it moved an ear, and the
children thought it must be “ coming to.” Upon
this hopeful sign they began atonce to make plans
for’ghe lamb’s future life and joys with them in the
cafion.

It should be led down to the river,
morning, to drink ; it should have bran soakcd in
milk; itshould nibble the grass on the green strip
they would build 1t a house, for fear the coyoteé
should come prowling about at night; it should
follow them up the gulch and over the bilis, and
race with them in the cvcnings on the river bcach,
as “ Daisy,” the pet fawn, had done — until some-
thmg happened to hcr (the children never knew
what), and the lovely creature disappeared from
the cafion and out of their iives forever.

When the strip of morning shadow was gone,
they lifted the lamb tenderly and carried it to the
strip of aftcrnoon shadow on the other side of the
house ; and still it took no notice of the water or
the milk, or of all the chiidren’s care, fior seemed
to hear that they were planning a happy life for it,
ifonly it would get well.

W hcn twilight carne, and still it had not moved,
rile children held anxious consultation on the siib-
ject of their neighbors, the coyotes; but their
father assured them there would be 110 danger, 50
near to the house ; and it seemed a pity to disiurb
the poor lamb.

When the cool night wind began to blow down
the canon again, and the children were aslccp, the
lamb made its last effort, It is the instiiict of all
dumb creatures to keep upon their feet as long as
they can stand; for whcn thcy have fallen, "the
herd has no compassion,— or it may be that its
comradesprcssaround the suffercrout of curiosity,
or mistakcn sympathy, and so tramplc it out of
existence without mcaning the least harm. The
little nm-sifng of the rangc obeycd this instinct in
its last moments— strugglcd to its fect and fell, a
fcw steps farthcr on; and the lamb that could 6't
kccp up was at rest.

No more toiling ovcr hills and mountains, and
across hot valleys, packcd in the miclst of the band
breathing the dust, stunned with the noise, alway6
hungry, almost always athirst, bakcd by the sun,
chilled by the snow, driven by the wind — drifi-
ing Oli, from mountain to river, from river to plain.

This one, out of eight thousand, could rest at
last, on cool grass, with the pcacc and the silence
and the room ofa summer night around it.

night and
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The band slept upon the hils that night; tbc
next morning thcy crossed tlie gulch above tbc
camp, and drank up by the way all tlie ivater of
the little stveain. Not another drop was seen for
days. At length it gathered strength enough to
trickle down again, but it was necessary to dip it
up and let it stand in casks to settlc before it was
(it for use ; and the Chinamen carriers meanwhile
did double duty.

Those eastern hills in spring liad been covered
with wild flowers,— the moss-pink, liipincs both
white and blue, wild phlox, the small yellow crocus,
beds of tiny swcet-scented wild pansies, the camas
flower, and a tall-stemmed, palé libe lily,— the

MY DEER-HUNTS IK

By Treadw

I HAVE two or threc stories of deer-hunting
to tell, which may prove cntertaining to boys.

They were chiefly remarkable because | went a-
luinting before I learned to shoot, and yct to me,
who had never handled a rifle, carne very nearly
the whole luck of the party. That is the way the
world goes, sometimes. The luckiest are, now and
then (happily, not always), those who have n't
learned to talic a stcady aim at anything. They
blunderinto opportunities and make a hit without
knowing how.

1 can afford to laugh at mysclf, for it was many
years ago that | so oddly turned out to be the
master-Inmtcr during that threc-weeks raid in the
woods.

The Adirondacks thcn were very different from
the Adirondacks of to-day. The wilderness was
less known, and more rarely visited. There were
no hotels, and no summer boardcrs. Any one
who went into it, went to rough it, and expected to
go hungry if he did n't catch fish or shoot dcer.
You all know what a wild tract it is— a region
of many miles across, in the heart of the State of
New York, covered with dense forests, filled with
mountains, and gleaming svith countlcss streams
and beautiful lakcs.

The captain of the party was a ccrtain big
doctor of Philadelphia, with a voice as big as him-
self, a voice which went off in volleys that kept

you astir frotn morning till night. He was an ex-

ei.

queen of the hill-garden. But when spring carne
again, the oid pathways were like an asb-hcap.
The beautiful hill-garden was a dcsert.

W hen these great sheep bands pass over the
country, from range to range, from tcrritory to ter-
ritory, thcy devour not only the vegetation of one
year, but the secds. Che roots, and, with these, the
proniise of the next.

It is the migration of the Hungry and the
Thirsty ; and acry goes out against them, like the
cry of Moab, when the children of Israel campeil
within its borders:

“ Surely this multitude will lick up all that i
round about us."

THE AUIRONDACKS.

i. Walden.

pevienced woodsman. The crack of his rifle aml
the jolly thunder of his lungs h.ad becn heard many
a time “ under the greenwood tree.” Both wecrc
equally loud in their way, and went off at a touch ;
but how dumb the doctor would become if he sus-
pected that deer were within a mile of him !— fur
they have wondeifully quick ears.

Arriving on tlic edge of the tract, we “ went
in,”” as they cxpressively cali itup there. Itwa-a
heavy, lumbering drive— or, rather, drag — for
many miles, over a forest-road full of little moun-
tains’ and valleys of its own. Finally, however, «e
reached the shore of one of the many lakes which
are strimg and crowded together all tlirough 'he
regién, making the highwaysby which the hunicr
finds his way into the wild home ofthe deer. i it
were all woods, none but a trapper could. or
would, care to go there.

No more heavy bunips and bangs now, as «c
shot out in boats, as light as canocs, on the bosora
ofthe lakc. In one of them was oid Sebaltis, an
Indian guide famous in those parts, paddling 'he
doctor and the doctor’s son, a bright little fellow
of fifteen. In another boat was Sebaltis's "oll-
grown, kcen-eycd, half-brecd son, making fast
time abrcast of him, with me — Innocencc, In-
cxpcrience, and Hope — at the prow.

W e svere savagcly equipped as became the octa-
sion : each of us in a blue shirt with the worst liait
of trousers that he owned and each surmountod hy



aiotvermg felt hat. To each of us, also, belonged
a rifle, a fishing-rod, a comb, a blanket, and a
tooth-brush. Some hard-tack, ivith coffee and
silgar, in a rubber bag; some tin plates and cups,
with a saiicepan, made up the rest of the outfit.
We were going to wrestle with tliis rough world for
a living, till we came through on the other side.
The two necessary things were to find dcer, and to
prevent being lost ourselves. For both these
things Sebaltis was our man.

Then came sevcral days of trial to our faith, but
of boating as beautiful as one could have wishcd.
From sunrisc to sunset we sped over a highway
that shone like a mirror of molten silver all the
way. So clear and jjlacid was the water that the
vault of blue sky and cloiid was perfeetly reflecled
below the keel, as if we were winding between two
hemisphercs; and the trees and rocks of the ir-
regular shores on both sides were duplicated into
acontinuous image of beauty all along. But there
was not a sign of animatcd nalure anywhcre,
excepting such small game as the mosquitoes or
midges, at the going down of tlie sun.

“ No deer! Oh, dsar." sighed the doctor’s
boy.

“ Yes, where are your deer,
“ 1 don’t belicve there are any.”

“ We 'll be lucky if we see one, in a week,” he
roared back.

Sebaltis kept grim silence.

By this time ive had taken some upwavd steps in
the witéerness; that is, from one lake to another
on a higher level, around the connecting rapids of
which we had to “ carry.” At last came a series
known as “ Long Slim Ponds." On the shorc of
one of them was to be our camp for a while.

Asccnding the right bank, on a little plateau
fifteen or twenty feet above the ivater, nell embou'-
ered by trees, we found cvidences that mankind
had becn there— a ruincd bark shed, open in
front and running down to the ground behind,
with signs ofa last ycar’s canip-flre before it. The
Imt would just hold ourselves and our guides, lying
lieads inward. Soon «e liad a bed of hemlock
feathers prcparcd. A pile of logs was gathered
on the oid ashcs for a blazing fire, to be lighted as
‘non as the chill of the night set in. Sebaltis and
lus boy then set about making coffee.

It was a diowsy moment, We were tired .and
sieepy, and so seemed the dcclining day. The
sfiver of the lake, which we could sce bclun’,
through the trces, was just taking a ddicate
tinge of gold from the retreating light, Nature
seemed to be holding its breatli,— it was so deathly
still. The wind had even stopped whispcring to
the leaves, when, suddenly, the doctor, whom
«c had missed for a moment, came bounding

Doctor?" said I

hke mad up the bank, his big figure— arms,
legs, eyes, beard— all going at once, and yet not
a sound escaped him, not a twig snapped as he
rushcd in this promiscuoiis way cidése up to us, his
eyes startmg out of his flushed face, and evcry line
of his figure denoting excitcment. He looked as
if he wished to shout, and did not daré do so. He
carne as if about to brcak ever) braiich in his way,
but alightcd among us as noiselessly as a fairy.

“ Hist1 hist!” he whispered excitedly, his face
by this time purple with unutterable tidings.

“ W hat ’s the matter ? "’

“ Deer! deer!” he gasped. “ Don’'t speak.
Go softly. Don”~t step on anything, whatever
you do.”

W e crept to the edge of the bank, and parted
the brush carefully, to see bettcr. There they
were, true enough, but at least a thousand feet off.
I never saw a more exquisite picture. On the
opposite shore of the lake there was a hule open
space or recess among the trees, carpeted by grecn-
sward; a tiny glade, over which the branches of
the trces arched themselves; a sort of leafy grotto,
and in the very center, as if an artist had posed
them, stood ci6se together a young biick and a
doe, nibbling the grass. In the slender legs which
moved so daiiuilyover the turfwas a power which
could move them as if on the wings of the wind
Their neat little heads were lifted occasionally as
with a sense of perfect securit)-. These \scre no
tame deer in a city park, fior even such as are to
be scen in private grounds abroad. These tvere
the wild children of the soil, instinct with flight at
the slightest alarm,

Sebaltis did not encourage any attcinpt to get
at them, where thcy wcrc, and at that hour. But
little did I know what luck was at hand.

The ncxt day the rest of the party went away
somewhere, possibly on a sly expedition wherein
thckeen Indian and the big surgcon were to try their
hands on these pretty babes of the wood. The boy
Sebaltis was left with me, and toward sundown we
thought wc would take the boat and go fishing,
| had scarccly stepped aboard whcn he said, “ j
see deer ! ” and pointed to a dim brown spot, ncar
awoody point to the right, on the other side of the
lakc, at least a mile off. Away went my rod into
the bushes, and | sought my gun. It wasa doublc-
barreled iniizzle-loader, a rifle and fowling-piecc
mountcd on the same stock, a very fine piece of
workmanship, but delicate enough to be dangcr-
ous, as | was to find out rathcr startlingly before |
was out of the woods.

Obeying dircctions, | sat in the bow, with the
gun ready for instant use. The boy behind me,
with a stroke of his paddie, shot out into the opcifi
water, and made directly for the spot where the deer



were. He kept this course till they were clistinctly

in view, whispering to me not to change my posi-
tion fior make a sound. It was not without trcpi-
dation that I found him propelling the boat nearcv
and ncarcr — so near that soon 1 could rccognize

YIHE UIER WaR U TU Lailk KSFIi' IN TIB LAKE ANU «BKE MAILNU A QC5Y
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myv pretty friends of the cvening before ; this time
upto their knccs in the lakc and making a cosy
little suppcr ofiily-pads. Onc instant’s alarm and
thcy woukl be gone. To my relief, «hile we spccl
on toward thcm, | saw the boat was also sidling
into the shadow of the opposite shore, and we were

approaching thcm nearly from the rear. What-
ever breeze there was, blcw from them; otherwise
they would have scented us long ago. Wc had

not made a sound, for thcir hearing is as acute as
their scent. Our only hope was in their impcr-
fcet vision — for dccr are
said to be near-sighted.
By this lime 1 was
wroiight up to a high
pitch of nervous cxcitc-
mcnt, for at any mo-
ment, like a I'rincc Rup-
crt’sdrop — tick !'— the\-
mightvanish, and my ex-
traordinary opportunit)’
for glory and venison be
lost. The buck raised
his head and took a lone
look at US. The paddlc
ceased. W e were asstil!
and motionlcss asa lioai-
ing trce,— which he cvi-
dently decidcd that wv
were, and so resumed liis
meal of lily-pads.  Thi.
doe, after a whilc, wadeii
round the point, out of
sight. 1 could refrnin nu
longer, and
too soon.

I was noiiv
But oh, ho«'
the rifle wabbled aboiu
in My qiiivering hands!
The “ buck fever”
on me. It is an aguo
which often scizes even
an expcrienccd hiintcr.
The instant | raised tle
gun, he sprang for tlw
shore. The dischargc
made a prodigious rcver-
beration. The cchoes
rolled from one cnd e!
the lake to the othei.
The biillet must haw
grazed his back, for he
bent it under like 1
drawn bow as he leaped.
but he was off liko nii
arrow.

lwas in dcspair.
had cscapcd me !

wih

liolh
H"-
dropped my left arm, which nmv
held the gun, unconscious of what 1 was cou
for 1 was looking at blank vacancy.

“ Take the bavrcl of your rifle out of the watc,
whispered the boy. ‘* Kccp still and wa.t

Did be expcctto sce more of the dcci, afte

appointcd, 1



a hubbub and fright? | little dreainedwhat femi-
ninc curiosity was cqual to. In two or thrce seconds,
10 my complete astonisliment, the doe rushed back
into the l.ake, faced about toward us, threw up her
beautiful little head, with her cars all pricked and
fluttering, her e)'es shining,— the very picture of
curiosity and surprise,— as much as to say, “ What
is this noise, lo make my mate run away like that ?”

It was hard to do it, but 1 was hungry. |1
raised ihy gun. The motion told her more than
she cared to know, and, like her companion, she
was mstantly in full leap for tlic shore. But my
wabbling gun sent true this time. With a loud
shout from tlic boy, and a strokc from the paddle,
the boat went like a bullet for the same spot.
There lay the little doe iu the water, quivering in
her last agony.

W e hauled her into the boat, and went back to
the camp. No one was there. But in a trice the
boy had the carcass hanging on a limb as if it were
a slaughtcred sheep. Then he stripped off its hide
and drcsscd it, making it ready for breakfast next
morning.

Not knowing what to do with myself after all
this excitement, in the absence of the others the
guiele proposed a “ jack-hunt." It was not very
dark, but my blood was up. W as there another
ivorld to coiiquer ?

He rigged a semicircular lantcrn of birch-bark
on a short polc at the prow, Inside was a bit of
candle. When it was lighted the open side wasto
be turned to the front. The beautiful eyes of the
deer were countccl on to play him false in a new
way. The light, suddenly flashing out, woukl ar-
rest his gaze, and the crouching hunter bchind
would take aim at the dazed orbs. It was a fell
deed of darkncss we wcrc about to commiit.

*All the beasts of the forcst might keep up tlieir
nocturnal cries; the owls their hooting, the wild-
cats their crying, the bcars— if there were any —
their growling, yet the deer would fec! no al.arm.
But the voice of man was full of danger. So his
human encmy must make no sound.

To a deer of any experience, what a monstcr
must have scenicd this dark, shadowy cventurc,
cl.trting suddenly and noisclessly on him over the
still water, scnding out one flash of fascinating
light, and then a terrible thundering crack, a
streak of fire right in his face, and a whistiing ball
tcaring its way above his head, just failing in its
errand of death !

| fancy that it was some sueh expcricnccd deer
that | met that night. Many a tcdious hour h.ad
we floated, closc to the known haunts of the
creature, ivhcrcver the lily-]iads grciv. It was
densely, fearfully dark. Wcdged in tho prow,
aching and stiff, with cycs and ears intensely alcrt,

suddenly | heard closc to me “ slump, slump.”
W e coukl have touchcd the deer with an oar. But
he discovcrcd us as quickly as we discovcred him.
Before 1 could take out a match, he gave a trc-
mendous plunge and a loud snort of terror. He
must have becn a raoiistrous fellow. He coukl
not have made more noise if he had bcen as largo
as a moose. For severa! minutes we coukl hear
his decp, hoarse, terrified “ champ, champ,” as lie
sped away into the depths of the mountain.

It was now long past midnight, the hunt was
up, and the camp a mile away. The other party
liad returned. After a wonderingconsultation over
the venison thcy luid found so neatly prepared for
breakfast, they had committed themselvcs to their
hemlock repose. The uproar made by my fright-
encd deer had awakcncd them. When we ap-
peared, the doctor, starting up, burst out with hys-
terical attempts at questions, to which 1 gave as
many disjointcd answers.

“ When — ? Wherc — ? That deer — !
Who — ?” spluttered he, between his gasps.

“ Yes,” quavered I, out of breath aftcr my cx-
citing day, “ 1— I— I— was going out fishing—
saw deer — fired — missed — shot— ”

Then we both gave it up with a heart)' iaugli.
I crawled into the dark shed soon to fall asleep
bcside him, and so restore my nerves for a calmer
story in the morning.

The next time | went 0OI11 a “jack-hunt,” the
tables were turned. It was | who was scared,
and | made as much noise about it, in my w.ay, as
my floundeving, flying, siiorting friend of that
night. It was the hkieous darkness and stilincss
that did it in both cases. As the buck then heard
something and jumped, so now did I.

For sevcval hours | had bcen having an alto-
gether mclancholy time. | was somewhere in the

iniddle of the long, narrow lake,— | coukl not tell
wherc — and it was somewhere in tlic middle of
the ovcrcast night,— 1 couid not tell when.

The olhcr mcmbers of the party had taken
thcmselves off again, and | was alone wilh the In-
dian boy. Something or other had pliinged me
into a most pensive mood. W hat was the mattcr
with me? My glory was not on the decline. My
luck was still in the ascendant. The envious
doctor had dcclared that the dcer camc out to
laugh at me. That was his way of saying that
they were always putting thcmselves in the range
of my rifle and not in line with his.

To confcss the truth, I must have bcen gctting
homesick. It was a kind of collapse on the in-
side. The first excitement was over, and as the
novelty of the trip was gelting furthcr and fur-
ther bchind, so | was gctting deepcr and deepcr



into this wilderncss of woods and waters. The
feeling carne most vividly upon me as | found my-
self alone and dumb on this loncly lakc.
steeped in gloom. So was the lake.

I was
So were the

woods. We were all being gloomy together. It
was as still as it was dark. Hour after hour
passed. | sat wedged in and facing the prow,

gazing at the black water below and the black sky
above, with iny rifle across my knees. The only
sound | expected to hear was the splash of some
wading deer, when a noiseless match must be
struck and the jack lighted.

I might as well have been alone so far as con-
cerned any sense of companionship with the boy
behind me. 1 had not heard anything of him for
half the night. Not a drop had fallen from his
ever-moving paddie, not even the sound of a rip-
ple. It was a moment to hear one’s own heart-
beat, and I could just catch the heart-beat also of
the terrible, trackless forcst: the low stir of the
night, the trees sighing as in their sleep, the winds
softly breathing; now and then the far-off hoot of
an owl. My spirits had gone down into my boots,
and lay at the bottom of the boat, when suddenly
the boy spoke out in a startling tone :

“ | think there 's somebody lost in the woods !'”

“ Why?"

“ I heard a man calling.”

Tlic huntiras up now, and so was I. Our voices
would have cleaved the lake in an instant if any
deer had been lurking under its shores.

lhitthe boy’s exclamation had stirredme dceply.
My heart leaped into my mouth and my blood ran
coid. “ Somebody/izx? in the woods !’ My mind
had been on the precipice of that thought all
along, without knowing it, and now over it went,
into a horror of sympathy. 1 had already been
enough lost, myself, in imagination, to feel what it
must be to be lost in rcality. And this person was
noton the lake, butin these dense dark woods, these
gloomy masses hemming me in ou every side 1

“ Shall I fire my rifle? ” said I.

“ W ait,” said he.

He listened a while with his quick Indian ear.
I could hear nothing but the hooting of that dis-
tant owl. The boy was still sure that he heard,
beyond, the human voice of one in distress.

“ You 'd better fire.”

Off went my rifle as it lay across my knees. It
spurtcd fire in zigzags ciése to the surface, tearing
apart the davkness and lighting up the water, and
its sharp crack broke through the silcnce and rose
into roar after roar among the hills, loud enough,
it seemed, to awaken the whole svilderness.

There was no answer. No othcr gun went off.
The phantom cry in the woods did not repcat
itsclf. Again | touched the trigger, bringing an-

other scene of thunder and lightning around the
boat. But all was still. We shoutcd; but only
echo answered.

W e listened silently for a while, the boy mcan-
time whispering low a story of three or four per-
sons who had been lost, not long before, and who,
when found, had reached a lake, ragged and all
but starved. Then we went ashore, and gladly
lighted the carap-firc.

After this there followed a monotonous interval
of some days. There was a dearth, a faminc of
deer. We were reduced to fish. But fish were
too raild a game. Our three weeks were nearly
up, and were we to go out in this ignominioiis
way? Something energetic must be done. Sebal-
tis then rose to tho occasion. He would take us lu
another group of lakes.

We broke up our camp for the third or lourili
time, and worked our way still farthev into tho
wilderness. At one point we struck into the woods
on a “ carry” of sevcral miles. The men, as was
their custom at such times, turned over the broad-
bottomed boats and lifted them, keel upward, on
their heads, looking like long gray-backed turtles.
as they went on in procession beforc us. These
odd-looking monstcrs, twisting and turning among
the tree trimks for three or four miles, led our
stumbling feet over soft beds of moss, treach-
crous masses of dead leaves, and big, fallen trees,
till another lake came in sight. Then our turtles
lay over again on thcir backs and we wcnt out iii
their shells. We had, just beforc this, fallen in
with another party, who had joincd us, half-starvcd
likc ourselves on a diet of lakc-trout, and cqtially
eager for the prey.

As wc went along, \ie passed an island owncd
by a New York gcntlcman. He and his adven-
turous family werc spending the summer there, in
a house made of pine boarcls.
a desperare

Thev, too, were in
State — nothing lo cat but fish and
pilot-bread. Now we cast anxioiis looks on o<
Sebaltis. But his grim, bcaten, coppery faccwn.
undisturbed and unrespoiisive; he made no sign
to show he heard our complaints.

By some hocus-pocus, he proeured two or threc
dogs, and before long we were out on the bosom
of the largest lake we had yet sccn. Our httlc
flotilla was soon far away on the other side. Tin-
dogs were put ashore, and so kecn ivas the okl
trapper’s calculation, that it turned out that he had
dropped them in the tiny footsteps of our floct
and wary friends of the woody mountain that rose
up just before us. We pulled away in opposite
dircctions and were soon scveval miles apart, but
closc undcr the shore. The three othcr boats kept
in a biinch together, Sebaltis playing admiral ol



the flcet, while his boy took me off to the other
station. W e were a privateer.

The dogs were alrcady baying deep and loud-
But it was to be many a weary hour before we
should hear any more than this from them. The
mountain roads of friglitened decr are not very
precisely laid out, and are as long as they choosc

"AS HS OAVK ONE MORE DESPERATB IliOUNU, 1 PJKBD.”

to make them. What a tanglc those dogs were in,
and \s-liat miles and hours thcy ran “ howling and
yelling all the way,” as the doctor exprcssed
Jt afterward, and what fun the deer had in the
chase they led thcm ! They knew ver)' well how
to shake the dogs off ivlicn they chose. All they
had to do was to get out of sight and then brcak
the scent by wacling through somc sheet of water.

As to ourselves, wc were oppressed by the heat.
The middn)- sun, whilc it watchcd tlie dogs and
the deer, kept also a powerful and searching eye
on USall the afternoon. Stupefiedaiul halfaslcep,
I lay in the stern, tired, bored, disgusted.

W ake up, Something is about lo
happcn.

privateer!

— “ The deer is in the lake.
Don’'t move,” said Sebaltis, Juanior,
quictly. To turn my head would make
no noise,— and there, within a hundred
yards, was themagnificent creature wilh uplifted
head and branching horns, alrcady knce-dccp and
wading daintiiy. Thcre svas no fright, no flurry,
no hurry abouthim / He tossed his anticrs jaunt-
ily. “ 1'll cool my legs a little,” said he to him-
self, “ and then step over to yonder bank. Those
yelping bruies must want a drink by this time.
Let thcm run their noscs in here, whilc 1 trot asvay
out ofsight and scent,”
All the timo he was enjoying thcse triumphnnt
meditations, unexpected enemies were stealing
noiselcssly behind him, between him and both



shores of the little bay we were in. The ripples
must llave reached him and caught his eye. He
turnee! his head and saw us. Oh, what a jump
and plunge he made! He was in the decp water
in an instant, swimming desporately away from
us. cvery now and then turning back an agomzed
liok, and then, losing his presencc of mind. leap-
mg half out of the water. But the merciless boat
piusued. He «as up to his neck now, and lus
antlcrs were like a floating bush on the water,
I levcled my rifle just as he turncd broadside to
US,— and how 1 regrettecl that I must shoot the
poor follow. | could not have done so if it had
been only a qucstion of sport. But the
necded venison, and | fclt justified.

So the cruel deed must be done. Just as he
gave one more despcratc boimd to regain the dis-
tancc he had losl. I fired. It was all over in the
tuliikling of an eye. Yes. all ovcr,-or under.
W hcrc was he? The cloud of srooke did not hide
the spot; but too plainly he was notthcrc.
a total, instantaneous disappearance.
looked blank.

“ Wec have lost him.” said he.

“ How? Wherc?” I cried out, bewildered.

“ He ’'s at the bottom of the lake.”

YVonderful sportsman was 1! | had come so
near niissing him that | had nicked his spinal
marrow, and dying instanily, he sank like a stone,
scarccly disturbing the water.

Just at that moment a tumult in another bay
of tho lake attvacted our attention.

lardcr

It was
The boy

Our fnends
ivere having a lively time about two miles away.
It looked and sounded like a miniatiirc sea-fight.
‘“Puff” wenttbe smoke; “bang!” uenta gun from
one boat. *“ Puff, bang !” followed from another
boat. “ PufF,bang!” wentthcthird. Athickcloud
of smoke envelopcd them. Three or four more
“ bangs’” were heard. It turncd out that a deer
had come plunging in at that pomt also, but
Sebaltis had not kept bis forccs in hand; lus
fleet airead"” exeited by m>'firing, was thrown mto
confésion. 'lint what could stand sueh a conccn-
traled fire, even ifsome shots wcnt wild ? The poor
bcast succumbecd, and the boats set out toward us.

All in good time my own dcer camc to the sur-
face, and with difficulty we got him into the boat.
lsaved his antlcrs, and kept them many a long year.

My closing adventure with deer was a picce of
shameful impertinence on their part. What the
doctor had dcrisively said, did actually como to
pass. They camc out and laughed at me. | was
poking about somewhere, with no particular par-
p6se, When 1 carne suddenly upon fouv or fivc ol

them. They were young and inexperienced, or

they woukl have known better, and at least shown
1110 proper respect. 1 had invaded their play-
ground, while they were having a game among
themsclves. It must have bcen because 1 was in-
different about making game of them, or was
astonished at their stopping to make game of me,
but I fired among them without ainungatanyone.
W hat did thcy do? Run? Nota bit ofit. lhey
turned about with a wriggle, — if thcy liad been
human it would have becn a giggle,— then kicked
up their hind legs in a rollicking way, shook thciv
little stumpy tails aloft like so many sportivo
sheep, and went in among the trees.

That was mortif)'ing.

I could not get over it until I did another most
astonishing bit of shootiiig with my complicated
gun, which put it out of my mind. | carne witlim
an ace ofending the hunt by bringing down myself,

As wc were appvoaching the Saranacs, on the
way out, a trcmcndous storm caiiie up which lastcd
scveral days. We were bundled up in our boats,
under blankets and tarpaiilins. As we wcrc wind-
ing our tortuous way on one of tho connecting
streams, we reached a good landing-placc and
proposed to go ashore. The doctor had moimted
the bank and looked down upon me. 1 was m
the boat. 1 made a slight motion to imcoil myself,
when “ bang” went my rifle. Its miizilc was closc
to my hip, as it lay Icngthwise in the side of the
boat The delicate hammer must have bcen so
caught in a crease of the rubber cloth that the
movement was enough to let it down on the cap.

Then the famous Demonslrator of Anatoniy
bcgan to dance on the bank in fearful excitement,

“ Ave you hurt? Are you liurt?”

“ No,” said i, “ | believc not.” But 1took care
10 get quickly out of the way of the other barre!.

After this, the rifle, thovoughly disgusted at niy
carelessness, refusecl to go off at al!, or even to be
loadcd. The storm had clcared, and we wcrc
making good time along one of the Saranacs,
when i cspied an eagle — tho American eagle -
sitting on the dead limb of a tree, within hit>
vards apparently, looking down composedly ai
rae. The national bird did not give himself the
slifoucst concern ovcr my presencc. He saw me
tugging at tlic ramvod, but he kncw as soon as
did that it would not come out, Dampncss had
swolicn it, and | had to pass on below his aqui-
line nose as beneath his contempt. | had had my
stars, and now had come my stripes !

Thcse thrce discomfiturcs made a sad ending
to an otherwise glorious carcer.



A LITTLE FLORENTINE LADY.

By Eleanor C. Lewis.
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in the year 1365, was born the lady Beati'ice were both loved with a rcvcrent
He could be passion the echocs of which still vibrate.

The children lived near cach olher, and first
met at an entertaininent given by the little girl’s

I\ ITorcnce,
true patriot and mighty poct Dante.
mediocre in nothing, neither in thought, feeling,

fior action; therefore his city of Florence and his



father, to which Dante, with his parents, was in-
vited. How he looked at this time may be seen in

Beatrice toward whom his rapt gazc is directed.
She is not there, alas! But how shc would look if

the exquisite statue by Civiletti, a Palermitan she 'li’ere there, we learn from Dante Irimself.

THE YOITIIfUL UAXTI!L

sculptor.

(FROM A PIIOTDUBAI‘IlI)F THE STATI'E UV CIVILETTIL.)

“ She appearccl to me,” he
says, “ about the bcginning of
hcr ninth year, and | bchcld
her about the end of mine.
Hcr apparcl was of most nol)le
color — a subdued and beconi-
ing crimson; and she wore a
cincture and ornaments befit-
ting her chiklish years.” So
elegant was hcr al3pcarance,
indeed, and so great hcr youtli-
ful charm, that he could find
no words to address hcr,— he
could onl)- follow hcr with his
eyes.

“ Shc was a prett>- little
thing in her girlish way,” says
an Italian wrifcr,” very laclylikc
and pleasing in her actioiis, and
much more scdate in hcr man-
iters and modest in hcr words
than hcr years promised. Be-
sides this, shc had ver)' dclicatc
featurcs, admiralily propor-
tioned, and full — in acldition to
their beauty — of such dignity
and charm that shc was looked
uponby manyas a little angel.”
Such as shc was, she filled,
then and forevcr. the gvcat
heart of Dante.

His second glimpse of “ this
youngest of the angels” was
one day wlicn he met hcr upon
the street “ arrayed in purcst
white,” walking with two oidor
ladies. She bowed to him, and
this tokcn of vccognition was
enough to make him ver;
happy. -After she had passed.
he separated from his friends
and hurried home,— to livc
over the scene in tho solitudc
of his room.

When Beatrice was about
twenty, she married Simont
de’ Barcli, and not long after
this event hcr fathcr- the
kindly Folco--dicd. Dante
did not sec her at tho time,
but in one of his wvitings he

Beautiful in the illiistration, it is even de_plcts her _great g_rlcf. as it was dcscrl_bcd b;
. - . . L . friends to him,— his own sympathy with her
moro so in the original; and we involuiitarily lift

bereavemcnt,
our eyes from the young lover to gaze also at the

the sudden, picrcing terror



wrought upon him hy the thought,— “ Bea-
trice herself may dic!'"

And even so— all too soon— it hap-
pened- One day he sat writing a poem to
her, a poem full of her praise, and of wonder
at her perfection. But all at once, says Mrs.
Oliphant, “ the strain breaks off like a
snapped thread, and a solemn line of Latin,
abrupt and sorrowful, strikes across the
fantastic sweetness of the mood, hushing
alike the love and the song: *‘Ouomodo
sedet sola civitas plena populo! Facta est
quasi vidua, domina gcntium !’ (‘ How doth
the city sit solitary that was full of people!
How is she become a widow,— she that was
great among the nations1’)”

On the gth of June, 1290, when onlv
twenty-four years oid, Beatrice “ was made
of the citizens of etemal life” ; while for
more than thirty years hei- poet worshiper
survived,— to honor her in deed and word,
and to illuminate with her memory the stern
pages ofhis “ Divina Commedia.”

There are various portraits of Dante, but
the plcasantcst is the youthful likeness
paintecl by Giotto on the chapcl wall of the
palace now called the Bargello, in Florence.
Just so, we may fancy, he looked to Beatrice.
For many years this painting was lost to
sight, hiddcn under a coating of whitewash ;
and when, finally, the lattcr was removed,
a break appearcd where the eye should
have beamed. Probably the same vandals who de-
faced the painted wall, in this place had driven
a nail. For a few wceks the rcdiscovered treas-
ure remained as it had been found. Thcn, im-
fonunately, another vandal, in the shapc of a

rcstorer,” took it in hand; and under his trans-
forming fingei-s, the severely beautiful youth of

Giotto became a rigid young Florcntine, as the
picture here represents him.
Therc are later busts and portraits, and also a

cast of his dead face ; but they are sad and grim,—
a whole life's journey removed from the enthu-
siastic boyhoocl of Beatricc’s lover.

(FROM TH6 TRACtSO OY SEVMOtR KIRKtI",

CIOTTO'S BORTRAIT OF PASTE.
ESQ,
ARL'XOEL SOCIBTV.)

BY PERMISSION
OF THi&

A's to Beatrice,— can this prim, precocious little
miss, shown in the portrait on page 813, who has
the air of saying diligently, “ pruncs and prisms,”
be the halfangelic maiden of Dantc’s adoration ?
it be that little Dante never saw her as she
It certainly scems more likely that
the Flemish artist has invested her portrait with
some of his own national stiffness. If we imagine
the lips curved upwai-d, instead of so sourly droop-
ing, the expression softly serious, instead of cross,
why thcn, I think, w'e shall have no unfair idea
of the niiie-yeav-old Beatrice,— the radiant little
“ Bice ” whom Dante loved.

Can
really looked ?



®yTudor ienks.

(GuM-anteed sinct-jy Untrae)

“ Mamma, please tcll us a story!” cricd all the
eyoung dragons. .

“ Children, do be less noisy ! ” said their father,
the Honorable Samuel P. Dragén. He had slam
a knight that very evening and was perhaps a little
irritable. Young dragons should Ise tlioughtful,
and should nevcr disturb their parents after the
nighfs fighting is over.

“ Hush, children !'” said Mrs. Dragén. b our
father has to fight hard all night, and m the day be
necds his rest, | will tell you one nice story, if
you will promise to go quictly to bed afterward.’

The youngsters coiled down into comfortable
hollows in the rock, and Mrs. Dragdén prepared to
begin her story.

“ 1 suppose you would prcfer a man-story ?

“ Please, Mamma. Wo are so tired of ‘When
1 was a little dragén.” Tell us a real man-story ;
but be sure not to have the dragén hurt. Wc like
it to cnd happily, Mamma.”

“ Very wcll. Listen quietly, now.
your wings for flop your tails —
blowing flamcs
ment !

Don't rustle
Sammy’
into your sister’s face,
or not a word sliall you hear.
“ Thcre was once a most dclightful

stop
this mo-

land, full
of bon-s and moist-smelling marshes, of dark rocky
caves, all damp and cokl, The lakes were covered
ivith beautifui green mold, no flowers grcw m the
ficlds — nothing but cool Frushes,feins, and mosscs

In short, it was a land in which any dragén migi
be glad o crawl; no sunshine to crinklc the scales

Z'ry up the wings, no bright glarmg fielcls to das-

slimy banks and nei’cr catch a blink of a sunbeani

on the water.”

“ Oh, how nice! Rcally and irul), Mamma =

asked the srnall dragons, laugbing with so mucli
delight that the flames from their prett>- scavUi
throats lightcd up the cave until Mr. Dragén
stirred uneasily in his drcams; for he had fallci.
aslecp.

“ Really and truly,”
a lower tone.
father and

their mother went on, in
“ In this charming country, your
I began our cave-keepmg. We were
very happy for a time, for not too far from us was
your father’s estadte,— a fertile vallcy well stockeu
with plump and wcll-flavorcd inhabitants.
have never seen any whole men, bave you?

“ No,” thcy rcplied eagerly. “ What are tho
like?”

“ Oh, so ugly.

\ou

To begin with, they have no
scalcs, no wings, no claws— "~

“ No wings and no claws? How frightful tho

must be !'” exclaimed young Samuel Dragén, ]i *
proudly expanding his green pinions.

“Notawing!” rcplied Mrs. Dragén. “ Au-i
they walk, whecn maturc, exchisively on thcir buui
legs.”

“ Why is that?” asked the children.

‘e 1 can not tcll. It docs secm absurd. Whm

. r: sensible animals.

pull'and persuade, teach and coax,

«fior little things rear up on their hind
1 rnolish oid oncs secm satisfied-
legs, and lhcn the ° ou



world. But thcy are a stupicl and restless kind of
creatui-es, and soon began to tear pieces out of the
workl to makc caves to suit tliemselves. Now they
slaughter trccs, slice and split thcm, fastcn the
pieces together, and stalk in and out of giiccr
little holcs callecl *doors.” But | can not sparc
time to tell you any more about their curious in-
stincts — you must rcad it for yourselves some day
in tho ‘Dragon’s Ecouoinical Cave-kccper,' the
marketing manual. Look in the indcx under ‘An-
imal Foods: Apcs, Men, and various Bipeds.’
You will find it interesting— and iiseful too.

“ As | said, we werc happy for a time. Wc
usccl to stroll out qtiietly in the evening, and oftcn
managed to secure a nice chubby man or two, in an
hour's flight, But al length came an age when
thosc mean creaturcs decided lo rcvolt, That is,
thcy kcpt in their little caves at night, and com-
pellcd us to go out so frcquently in tho iinhcalth-
ful, glaring daylight, that our scalcs werc hardly
fit to be seen. Even with all this exposurc, we
would succecd in catching only some of the little
ones— indeed during a whole month 1 caught
nothing but two ihin miserable spccimens. Think
how your poor mother stifferecl! | was almost
starved. | became so thin that I rattied !”

Mrs. Dragén looked at the young audiencc, and
saw that the eyes of the two smallest were rcally

shcdding sparks. She was touchcd by their sym-
pathy, but, fcaring the story was becoming too sad,
hastened to brighten it.

“ Well, dcars, it did not last long. Your father
was young, rash, anclbrave, in thosc nights. One
dawn he said, ‘ Really, Scalena, this will not do.
I can stand this foulishness no longer 1’ 1 asked
what he intended, but he waved his tail in a threat-
cning way, and smiled knowingly as he whettcd
his claws on a ncw piece of sandstone. The ncxt
night, bidding me not to be anxious, he left me.
| looked after him as long as | could sce the flames
in the sky, and then rcturned
wearily to our cave to pick
the last bonc.

“ The ncxt morning, just
at dawn, he rcturned with a
delicious marketing,— he said
it was a butcher, | think,
though it may havc been a
judgc, the flavor is much
the same. Then, when we
had rctired into the darkest,
dainpest, cosicst corner of tho cave, he told me
very modestly the story of his great achievement.

“ Your brave father, children, had becn down lo
where tho whole swarm of men lived, and aetiially
had beatén to pieces one of the woodcn caves!
He made light of his cxploit, and only rejoicecl in
it because, as he said, he had no fear now of famine
or even of scarcity, We sat up late that happy
morning, cnjoyed a delicious supper, and sicpt
soundly until nightfall.

“ e arése with the moon, and after a liasiy
but effectivc toilet on his new sandstone, your
fathcr advanced glidingly tow.ard the mouth ofthe
cave, when suddenly there presented itsclf a dark
objcct with a shiny coat, much like that of a
dragén. Indeed, we thought for a moment it was
some ncighbor who had dropped in to breakfast.
But in a few seconds we saw that it was what

is callcd a knight. A knight, chil-
dren, is an aniinnl which, though
edible, is noxious, and sometimes
dnngerous to young or carelcss
dragons. 1 havc heard of such being
cven killed by this spitefui little pest.
They are found among men — in
fact, thcy are a species of men that
has a hard shell. You know thcrc
are hard-shell crabs and soft-shell
crabs, and so, likcwise, there are
hard and soft shclled incn. Our
visitor w.as a hard-shcll who had,
while prowling about, found our cave
either by accidcnt or willftilly.

“ 1 do not deny that I w.as a trille
anxious; but your fathcr was merely angry. (living
a great roar, he blcsvout a mass of dark smnke and
scarlct flames at the unfortunate little knight.
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“ Hut, though small, the knight was plucky and
showed fight. As your father carelessly leaped to-
ward him, the knight scratchcd dear Papa slighily
with a long, hard stick, on the end of which was a
bit of very hard shell. Then tbc knight rodé out

for he had enslavcd an unfortunate horse, as
these cruel men do, my pets, and by means of a

“ THEKR WAS NO D-)UBT OP THE RESOLT

contrivancc in its mouth, he made it carry him
about wherever he chose.

“ Your father eagcrly followed, though I sought
in vain to rcstraiii him. ‘No, Scalcna,’ said he.
‘ This is a question of principie ! As atrucdragén
and your loving mate, it is my duty to destroythis
dangerous little fellow. Do not be foolish;

bring you the body of the ficrce creature.
-iri' fYrellent eatin”™)

I will
They
But vou must sharpen your
kaws, mydear, for"the shells are cxceedingly hard
to remove and most difficult of digestion.’

“ 1 obeycd him, for your father is always right,
and out he flew with a rush of smoke and flame.”
“ Oh, Mother, and was Father killed?”
one ofthe youngest— little Tommy Dragoén.

“ Of course not!” replied his eider brother,
scornfully. “ Don’'t you see him sleeping over
therc, all safe and sound? Don’'tbe so silly !”

“ You must not speak
so sharply to your little

asked

brother!” said Mrs.
Dragén, “ or | shall end
the story at once 1”

“ Oh, picase go on,”
exclaimed all the young
dragons; “ it is just the

most interesting part!”

Pleased with their eager-
ness, she resumed;

“ Idid not see thehunt,
but your father has often
described it to me. The
knight carne wickedly al
him, hoping to scratch him
with the sharp stick; but
with one whisk of his long
grcen  tail, your father
broke the thing into small
pieces! Soyousee, Sam,”
said this thoughtful par-
en!, turning slyiy to her
eldest son, “ it is most im-
poriant to practicc your
tail-whisking — and | hope
you will not forget it when
you go to your nextlesson.”

Sammy Dragén turned
saffron with confusion, but
it was evident that he re-
solved to profit by the lit-
tle moral so ingcnlously
woven, by careful Mrs.
Dragon, into a mere man-
story.

“ After the stick was
broken,” she went on,
“ the vicious little knight
snatchedoutanother, made cntirely of the hard
Shell withwhich the first was only tipped. With
this he tried his worstto brcak some of )'Our fatherk
lovely scalcs. Think what a ferocious animal this
knight must have been I 1 can not scc what thcy
are"made for; but then, itis instinct, perhaps, we
must not judge him too havshly.

This new weapon met ihc fatc of the other.

It was crunched uy:; by your father'’s strong tcetb,
n, was RO - - FoA nL

and then he descended n
man with a grcat swoop - and that cndcd the



tle ! Your father is a moclest dragén, but he was
really proud of the swiftness with which he cnded
that conflict. After he once had a fair oppor-
tunily to use his newly sharpened claws, there was
no doubt of the result!

“ We ate the knight at our next meal.
glad to welcome your father; but he said, ‘ Pooh !
nonsense! ' and made light of the whole matter.”

The young dragons were delightcd, and evcn
thought of asking for another story; but their
mother, for the first time, noticed that it was
almost broad daylight.

“ But goodness, children, 1 hear the horrid
little birds singing!” said she. “ Run away to
bed with you. Wrap yourselves up tight in your
moist wings, and be surc to sleep on damp rocks
in a draught where you will keep good and coid.”

The youngsters crawled away to rest, while Mrs.
Dragén went to rouse the Honorable Samuel P.

I was

THE SOUTH WIND.

By Charles

Over the fields, wherc the dew was wet,
Over a meadow with daisies set,
Shaking the pearls in the spider’s net,
The soft south wind carne stcaling.
It was full of the scent of the swcct wild rose;
And it lingered along, where the strcainlet flows,
Till it made the forget-me-nots’ eyes uncidse,
And started the blue-bells pealing.

Undcr the measurcless blue of the sky,

Drifting the silvery cloudlets by,

Drinking the dew-briratned flower-cups dry,
The warm south wind was blowing.

It was sweet with the brcath ofa thousand springs;

And it sang to the grasses, as cvcr it sings,

W ith a sound like the moving of myriad wings,
Or che whisper of wild flowcrs growing.

Dragén. To her surprise she saw his great grecn
eyes glowing with a sulphurous satisfactioii,
“ There are no times like the oid times!” said
he, drowsily. “ That was really a splendid hunt!”
“ Yes, dcar,” rcplied his mate, wilh a proud and
happy smile; “ but | had no idcajwz were listen-
ing to my foolish stories, W ¢ must now go to rest,
or you won't be up till midnight— and then there .
won’'t be a single man about. Remcmber, ‘it is I
the late di-agon that catches the knight.””
1 he Honorable Samuel P. Dragén rubbcd his
claws gently together as he selected a nice cosy
place for the day. He was hiimming to himself.
and faithful Mrs. Dragén smiled fondly as she

recognized the tune. It was: Sill
“ | fear no foe in shining armor!”
“ Ah !” said she to herself, “ the oid people like
man-stories as wcll as the little ones !”
- 9V
Jvie

B. Going.

Over the fields, in the evening glow,
Stirring the trees, as Che sun sank low,
Swaying the meadow-grass to and fro,

A breeze from the south carne creeping.
It rocked the birds in tlieir drowsy nest;
It cradled the blue-eyed grass to rest;

And its good-night kisscs were softly pressed
On palé wild roses slceping.

ji:

And only the stars and the fircfiies kncw
How the south wind murmurcd, the whole night
through, i.
In scented ficlds, where the clover grew
And soft white mists were wreathing.
For it stole away, when the night was spent,
And none could follow the way it went;
But the wild flowers know what the wincl's song
meant,
As thcy waked to its last low breathing.



A DAY AMONG THE BLACKBERRIES.

Bv Fannie W, Marshall.

Jim'S grandmother was a firra bcliever in the
somewhat old-fashioned notion that everyboy was in
the world for the solé and cxpress purpose of being
made useful; and so, when Jim mcntioncd at the
supper-tablc that he had seen that afternoon a
field “ crain full of blackberries,” about two miles
distant, bis grandmother saw in the fact a provi-
dential opening for replcnishing her stock of black-
berry-jam, which was almost cxhausted, and at the
same time for keepiiig her active grandson out of
mischief for an cntire day. She promptly scized
tho opportimity, and siiggcsted that Jim should
start carly the next morning, carrying his dinner.
and spcnd the day in the berry pasture. Jim'’s face
bcgan to lengthcn at tbc beginning of his grancl-
mother’s rcmarks, but at the mention of “ dinnev”
it was shortencd again by a very broad grin
which oversprcad his face, for he knew by experi-
ence that a coid dinner prcpared by his grand-
mother was a thing to delight the heart ofa hungry
boy. The cxpedition at once assumecl the air of a
picnic, and supper was scarcely ovcr when he was
out of the house in search of his two special chums,
Sammy Clark and Tom Perkins, to engagc them
to become his companions.

The bright July morning of ihc following day
found the thrce boys trudging along the country
road while the dew still sparkicd on the grass and
clover by the wayside. Across the fields carne the
frcsh scents of early day, and, though brf)'s are not
gcner.-illy supposed to be p.m-ticularly susceptible
to the charms of nature, a feeling of the beauty
about them seemed to filter into their little beings
in some way, for Jim said, taking a long draught
of tho sweet air, “ 1 say, fellows, is n’t this fine?”
Jim was eleven and his companions ten and twelve,
but they .ilways addressecl each other as “ fel-
lows,"— boys bcing quite too lowly a term lo apply
to persons of their sizc and experience.

Wi itli the single remark just quoted, they dis-
misscd tbe usually prolific topic of the weather and
sauntered on slowly, swinging their large, bright
pails and chattering away about the new dog that
Tom’s unde had promised him, which was reputcd
to possess many canine accomplishments.

From thatsubject their lliouglits naturally turncd
to the circus which was coming to town the ncxt
week, and as they happened to be passing a soft bit
of turf at that moment, they called a hait while

they attcmpted, with rather discouraging results,
to emulaie the feats of dexterity set forth on the
gayly colored posters announcing the show, with
which the town was extensively dccorated. Failure
at last convincing them that they coukl not, without
more practice than thcy had been able to devote to
tlie enterprise, successfully compete with the con-
torlions of Signor Giuseppe Francatclli, they loi-
tered on their way again, planning how they should
spcnd the money gained by their day’s work, for
they had bcen promised two cents a quart for all
the berrics they should bring borne.

W ith this and various otiier themes they reached
the sccne of their labors, and thcn a knotty point
presented itself:— Should they start from the road
and pick toward the back of the field, or, should
they go to the end of the field, where it bordered
the woods, and work toward the road ?

Allthree sat themsclves down on the stone wall to
discuss the matter; not that it made any particular
diffcrence where they should commence their dovas-
tating labors, but from a lingering disinclination to
“ begin.” Itcertainly was very pleasant to sitin the
shadc of the leafy roadside maple, for the morning
bad grown warm and the blackberry-field did not
lookaltogcthcrinviting, lying unsheltered under the
hot sun.

At this point Dan, an underbred-looking dog
belonging to Sammy, tbat had enlivened tlic
affair with his presencc, started some small foiir-
footed creature from its cover, and, forgetful of
heat, berrics, grandmothcrs,— everything but tlic
Chase, the threc boys followed Dan as fast as
their young legs could carry them. Afier an
cxciting run, thcy carne up with the dog. He
was dashing cxcitedly about a heap of stones
into which his expected prey liad disappearcd,
and giving short barks of anxicty lest he had
lost his game.

The most skillful and diligent prodding by tlic
boys among the stones, failed to induce the terri-
fied little animal to come forth and be dcvourcd
for their cdification ; and after an hour of vain cn-
dcavor, witli frequont cxclamations of “ Thcrc he
comes!” (which he never did, as he was by that
time snugly tucked away in his home undcr-
ground) they finally gavc up the attempt to dis-
lodge him and toiled slowly back to the spot
where the bcrry-pails had been abandoned, sud-
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denly liccoming aware that it was a iong walk
and also that it really was a ver)' warm day.

Arrived under the maple-tree again, ihc” acted
upon l'om’s suggestion that they should sit down
and “ cool off” before “ pitching in again,” —
though why “ again ” they might have foimd diffi-
cult to expiain if they had looked into their emptv
pails. '

At last there seemed no longer any reasonable
excuse for dclaying the busincss of the day, and
the three comrades clambcred over the wall and
Isegan to walk slowly toward the farther end of the
field, picking as they weiit.

Either Jim had been deceivcd in tlie richness uf
the field, or some industrious pickers had been
there before them, for the end of a half hour found
them in the shade of the woods at the other side
ofthe pasture with perhaps two quarts of berries
among thcm. Suddenly Jim was struck by a
riiought— “ Look here, fellows, is n’'t Bates’s
Pond round here somewhere ? Grandfather showed
It to me one day last summer, when we were Corn-
ing cross lots.”” None of the boys knew just
whcre the pond was, but it was ciearly their dutv
to mform themselves as to the exact whercabouts
of an object of such intercst within only two miles
of home.

They quickly scaled the low wall that skirted
the woods, and a short walk brought them to a
littie clearing. There, sure enough, lay a small
pond ghntmg in the sunlight, its pcbbly margin
ovcrhung by bushes and tail trecs,-just the spot
to dehght the heart of an idlc urchin. Our boys
would have been more than liuman could thcy
have resistcd the coaxing ripples that lapped softly
against the bank, as the faint breeze rufflcd the
water here and there; then, too, the pails had ljeen
left behind and could not, thercforc, act as shining
lemindcrs of the dutics the boys were neglecting.

In an incredibiy short space of time three small
siiits of clothes and six dustv, stub-toed shocs
were lymg on the grass, and thrce heads were
bobbing about in the water as their respective
owners splaslicd and floated, dived and re-a))-
peared, in a state of pcrfect enjoymcnt. Aficr
"mhat seemed to them an unrcasonably brief swim,
thcy emerged with dripping léeles, and by the
aid 01 two pucket-iiandkerchiefs, which a careful
search brought to light, thcy wcrc cnabled to di)-
'ind to clothe themselves once more, although an
occasional “*Ow!” from onc or the otherannounced
iwt a nll of water had partcd company with a Inck
01 hair and, obedicnt to the grcat law of gravita-
ron, was slowly traveling earihward by way ofthe
spinal-column of the speaker.

When the boys climbcd back into the field more
Ulan an hour had elapsed, although they were in

blissful ignorancc of the fact. Jim and Sam,

however, readily acquiesced with Tom in thinking
! a fellow gets awful hungry, goin' in swim-
min, and Jim accordingly proposed that thcv
have a sandwich apiecc before rcsuming thcir ar-
cuous labors. This bcing agreed to, they made
their way back to the pond, as offcring the most
inviimg spot in which to rcfresh ihemselves,

An cxamination of the dinncr-basket revealed
such a tcmpting collection of good thiugs, that one
sandwich was followed by another, and tliat by
some coid chicken, and that by somc doughnuts,
and those by some gingerbrcad and cheese, and
that by some goosebetry-pic, and that would
probably have been followed by something else if

had not been that there was nothing more to
follow. As it was, thcy agreed that just a few
blackbeiTies “ to top off with” would be a sads-
factory conclusién to the meal. ‘lom was dis-
patchcd for the three pails, while Jim and Sammy
amused thcmselves by skipping stones across the
water.

A sudden crash and an exclamation from the re-
Uirning Tom announced an accident, and, follow.
ing the sound, they found him picking himself
up from the ground, still clutching the handles of
the pails, but with the berries,— alas 1— scatlercd
abi-oad, The combincd efforts of the three could
recuver only about half of the original store, and,
as It really ivas not worth while to keep so few
they ate these as the best way of disposing of
them. ®

Very few of us, | think vou will find, are rcally
energetic after a hearty meal — indeed, physicians
tcll US that nature always calis for rest at such a
time. Shall we, then, blamc our bovs if thcy
yicided to this instinct for repose? Sammy and
lom propped themselves lazily on thcir clbows,
comparing jack-knives with a view to “ swap-
ping ” ; Dan, at a little distancc, wascrunching the
last of the chicken bones, and Jim lay on his back
at full length, with his hands clasped under
his head, in a deliciously dozy state, watching
through the interlacing branches above him the
fcw white clouds as thcy sailcd slowly by liigh
ili ajr.

At length Tom and Sammy, having satisfac-
torily scttlcd the jack-knifc tradc, followed Jim’s
cxample nnd, after a fcw rcmarks at long intervals,
silence fell upon the group. AIll nature about
thcm seemed to be breathing a lullaby, in which the
softwhirring of insects, the occasional cali of a bird,
or the clang of a far-off cow-bcll, the lapping of
the water and the faint rustiing of the leavcs above
thcm, made a cirowsy melody thaf might have
soothed a careworn brain to rest. What wonder,
then, that our boys yieided !o the spcil and dozed
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and slept in sublime forgetfulness of the fact that
their respective families supposed them to be toil-
ing among the blackberry briers.

A halfhour — au hour, flcwby bcfore Jim opcned
his eyes lazily and with a tremendous yawn and
various contovtions of his body callcd out, |
guess we 'd bettcr get to work, fcllows; | shall be
going to slecp if 1 stay here much longer.” His
voice recalled his companions to temporal things,
but, curious to relate, not one of those three bojs
suspected that he had been asleep.

“don’'t | feel just lazy though,” said Tom,
yawning, “ | should n’'t be s’prised if another
swim would freshcn us up and make us work
enough smarter to pay.”

“ 1 should n't wonder if it would,” said bain,
reflectivoly, slowly chcwing a long spear of grass.

“We only need go in for a minute or two,
addcd Jira.

This unanlmity of opinién could have but one
result; and Ilhe bobbing about, the splashmg,
floating, and diving ofthe morning was repeated.
It was rather unfortunate that Jim, in putting
away his handkerchief after it had again done duty
in its new capacity, should have found m his
pockct a small fish-hook, while Sam brouglu to
light, from a similar hiding-place, a fragment of
twine ; for it certainly was notto be expected that
the conjunction of a hook, a line, a wood full of
poles and a pond could be disregardcd by our
young friends. That nothing might be wantmg, a
plump grasshopper came whining byjust as the
hook was ready for his reception, and, in a moment
more, he was being skippcd gayly over the water,
impelled by Jim’s rather unskillful hand, with the
idea of deluiling any fish that might be watching
his gambols into the belief that he was practicing
a few fancy hops for his own amusemcnt.

All of my readcrs who are, or havc been, boys,
know how absorbing the occupation of fishing can
become, cvcn if there is only one pole to three
fishers and each is obliged to wait his turn to in-
dulge personally in the sport. A dozen “ shiners”
~vere swimming about in one of the bevry-pails,

which had been filled with water to receive them,
when Toin’s attcntion was attracted by some ficld-
hands coming toward them, carrying their dinncr-
pails. “ What are they stopping work for at this
time o’ day, | wonder ?” he said, and as they passed
he casually inquired the hour.

“ Well, 1 guess 't ain’t fur from lialf-past five,”
was the reply.

Half-past five! Tlie boys gazed at one another
in open-inouthed dismay. Two miles from home,
supper in half an hour, three empty pails and
three cxpcctant families awaiting their arrivall

It was a trying moment. Sam and Tom looked
at Jira with the faint hope that he would suggest
some way out of the difficulty, but poor Jim was as
powcrless to bring back the wasted hours as many
a greater than he, with far greater need of them,
has becn. He seemed plunged in a fit of deep
abstraction for a few momenls and then said
gloomily, “ I s’posc we’rcin forit; — it’s too late to
try to pick the bcrries now, Let’'s have arrathcr
swim! It’ll bejustsobad anyway, and 'tain’tlikely
wc Il get here again thh summer.”

At half-past seven o’clock, three boys with three
largc, empty pails (for the fish had becn left be-
hind) came slinking into the village and sadly sep-
arated where three strects met. | will not cast a
"loom over my readcrs by a circumstantial account
ofwhat befell two ofthe boys, but will only say that
Jim spent the following day in the okl attic, a sol-
itary prisoner upon bread and water, cxcept when
his grandfathcr, who had once becn a boy himself,
and had not quite forgotten the peculiar temp-
tations which assail the species, came softly upstairs,
unboltcd the door, and, cautiously entering, drew a
hanclful of cookics from his pocket and sat by, rc-
garding Jim sympathctically, while the hungry
prisoner ate them, until the whistle from the big
shop called him back to his work and Jim was left
to his own rcflections once more.

All thishappened Iwenty-fivc years ago, and Jim
told me the other day that, all things considered,
he was n’'t sure that he was very sorry he did n’t
pick that pail of blackberries.
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By Thomas

W hen Billy Jenks's father failecl, and Billy had
to leave school, all in a whiff, most of us were
mighty sorry to have him go. He was a queer
liUlc chap, but he was good all the way through.
Sorachow, he always was coming out in a square
sort of way from the tight places where other
boys went crookcd. Most of the fellows thought
very highly of him. | know 1 did.

My father told me all about Mr. Jcnlts’s fallure,
for he knew that I 'vould be interested in it on
Billy’s account. Mr. Jenks had indorsed notes
for somebody, and this other man had failed and
had carried Mr. Jenks down with him. 1 could n’c
quite understand the whole thing, but it seemed
that, if he had tried to, Mr. Jenks might have
got out of paying anything at all; but he did n't
try to. He was “ behaving nobly,” my father
said; making ready to turn over cvcrything to his
creditors and to go and Uve in a little house that
belonged to his wife, over in the shabby end of the
town a house that his wife had bought for her
oid nurse to Uve in, and that happened to be
cmpty because the okl nurse had just died.

My father and all the rest of the creditors— cx-
ceptoid Mr. Skimmington— hopcd to arrangemat-
ters so that Mr. Jenks could go on. He was in an
excellent busincss, my father said, and if he had
an opportunity he would be all straight again in no
time. Mr. Skimmington was a queer oid fellow:
just as cranky and cross-grained as he could pos-
sibly be. He was very rich, but he kept on work-
ing as hard as evcrj and that was very hard indeed.
W hencver anybody asked him why he did not re-
tire (rom busincss and enjoy himself,— and pcople
who did not know liim vcry wcll used to ask him
this, now and then,— he would draw himselfup and
say, “ Enjoy myself? I am enjoying mysclf, sir 1 1
began to svork whecn | was nine years oid, sir; and
I have been working ever since. For more than
sixty years | have been a uscful Citizen ; and to be
useful is my idea of enjoymcnt. 1 hate a drone—
and eithcr you are a drone or you would be onc if
vou could. Good-day, sir!” And then the okl
fcllosv would stalk away as stiff as a poker. 1
never met anybody who liked him much.

Unluckily, it was Mr. Skimmington who held
most of Mr. Jenks’s notes; and Mr. Skimmington

JENKS’S EXPRESS.

a. Janvikr.

refused point-blank to join the other creditors in
giving Mr. Jenks more time.

“ No, sir,” he said; “ it shall not be done.
Jenks has been fool enough to put his namc to
paper, and he must take the conscquenccs 1l It
will teach him a valuable lesson, sir,— a lesson
that will do him good as long as he lives. It did
me good, and | know what | 'm taiking about. 1
put my fiame to paper in '57,— and down 1 went!
Did anybody give me an extension ? Not a bit of
itl 1 had to fight my way up again ; and Ilhat
fight made a man of me, sir, Jenks is a young
fellow still, and this will be a vcry useful experi-
ence for him. Let him fight his way up, just as
1did. | rcpcat, sir, it will do him good. Not
another word1 My mind is made up: into bank-
ruptcy he goes, just as sure as my namc is Jerc-
iniah Skimmington 1”

But Mr. Jenks did not go into bankruptcy— and
what kept him out of it was Billy.

Billy told me that when he got home from
school, and found whata mess things wcve in, he felt
as ifhe 'd like to sit down and cry. But it struck
him that crying would do no good j so he set him-
self to thinking about what he could do to help
his father and mother in their trouble. He thought
away as hard as ever he could think for about
two days, without hitting on anything— for he was
only ten years oid, and little for his age, so that
it was not easy to find a way in which he coukl be
really useful. They were still living in their hand-
somc house, and Billy still had his donkey and
donkcy-cart; and to help his thinking— for the
donkcy-cart had no springs and he bclieved that
joggling might shake up his ideas— he drovc about
most of the time.

On the third day after he gothomc, he happened
to be driving along by the New Row. He was
very low in his mind, and was not paying attcn-
tion to anything in particular, and it gave him
a stai-t when he found that somebody was calling
him. He pulled Jennyup short, and lookcd around;
and there on the high sidewalk — for the road had
been c\it down along the New Row — he saw a
nicc-looking okl lady who wore spectacles, an<l
who carried a big traveling-bag by her side, and a



little bag ifi hcr hand, and a bimdle imdcr her
arm. She looked hot and tired and flustered.

* Oh, little boy,” the oid lady said, “ I havc
called to you sevcral times. | have such a load to
carry that J know | never can get to the station in
time for the train. Will you pleasc carry jny bag

down in your donkey-cart? 1 ’ll go down by the
short cut and meet you; and 1 'll gladly give you
a quartcr.”

Ofcourse Billy said that he would bo very glad
indeed to oblige her; and he put the big bag and

it would pay an cnterprising man well to start one,
I 'm sure. And now, here comes my train. Good-
bye,— 1 shall not soon forgct my little express-
man, | can tell you! You certainly are a very
well-behaved boy,— for a boy. Good-byc, again.”
Then the oid lady got into the car and the train
started.

It was while Billy was driving home that he
suddenly woke up to the fact that the nice oid lady
had shown him a way in which he could help his
father. He woukl be an express-man,— that is to

iHILV INTHKVICWS HB. WILKINSON. {SIiB NtiXT RACE.)

the little onc, too, in the cari, and chirped up
Jenny, and whisked off to the station in no time.

Presently the oid lady came; and then he hitcheci
Jenny and helped the oid lady to check the big
bag and tried to makc things generally comfort-
ablc for hcr. Of coursc, he woukl n’'t take the
quarter that she offered him; and whcn shc found
that he was reall\- in earnest, shc thaiiked him
very gratefully and put the money away.

“1’'m very much obliged to you, indeed, my
dcar,” she said, “ for if you had n’'t helped me so
kindly, I certainly should have missed my train.”
And then she added, “ How stupid it is that in a
tott'u of this size there should not be any expross ;

say, an express-boy,— in dead earnest! He had
oficn heard othcr pcople complain about the difli-
culty of gctting luggagc to and from the station,
and he was sure that the oid lady was right in say-
ing that an express-scrvicc would pay. What
pleascd him most of all, was the thought that here
he was, all rcady to go into the business — for the
donkey-cart would makc a very good express-wagon
to begin with; and both the donkey-cart and the
donkey were his own.

But when he went home, he found himself
brought up with a round turn. His fathcr told
him to come into the library. Mr. Jenks seemed
very soleirm about it; and whcn Billy went in he
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found his mother there, and shc looked as if she
had been crying; but she seemed to be as cheer-
ful as a cricket. Then Mr. Jenks told Billy that
he was very sorry, but that in a few days nearly
everything about the house was to be sokl, and that
Jenny and the donkey-cart would have to be sokl
with the rest! -1

Billy tokl me afterward that when his fathcr said
that, he fclt just as if somebody had tripped his
heels from under him and let him down «ith a
bang. It only upsei him still more, when his
mother put her arms around him and kissed him,
and told him not to mind the loss of Jenny, but to
be her brave boy and take a share in the family
troublcs without complaining.

He was not prepared to say, just then, that what
was bothcring him was not the loss of Jenny, but
the loss of his cxpress-business, — for he felt in his
bones, sorachow, that his fathcr and mother would
not like to havc him to go to work for them, and
he hoped that if only he could get the business
started without their knowing about it, so that
he conkl prove to them what a good business it
was, and how well he could raanage it, they woukl
gladly let him go on wilh it.

So, instead of telling all about his plan, he took
another tack and asked if Jenny and the donkey-
cart were not his own; and, if they werc, how
thev could be sold away from him. When it was
explained to him that until he was twenty-one
years oid everything that was callcd his really, in
law, belonged to his fathcr, and so must be sold
to pay his father's dcbts, he made his fathcr and
mother just miserable— as he found out afier-
ward — by saying that he woukl go and talk raat-
ters over with Mr. Wilkinson ; for it was not like
Billy to be thinking of himself when othcr pcople
were in trouble, and thcy were afraid that the fam-
ily misfortunes were making him selfish.

Mr. Wilkinson was Mr. Jenks’s lawyer, and he
and Billy were great friends.
gentleroan; and when Billy sent in a card w.ih
“ W. Jenks. On Important Business,” wnttcn on
it he invited Billy in. Billy knew that the lawyer’s
time was very valuable, and he wcnt straight to
the point. “ Can or can not my donkey and clon-
kcy-cart be sold to pay my father's debts?” he
asked. And Mr. Wilkinson came straight to the
point, too, by answering, “ Of course thcy can.”
Billy bit his lip hard, and tried to kcep his self-
control; but he could not help giving just one
sob- — he had so set his heart upon hclpmg his
fathcr; and here was his plan for helping him
a1 knocked into » cocked hat!

He was a kmd oid

Mr. Wilkinson was very sorry for Billy and tned
to comfort him. But, when he found that Billy
would n’t be comforted, he spoke a little sharply

and said that he had expected bettcr things of BiOy,
and told him he was too big a bo)- to be selfish
about a miserable donkc)-, while his fathcr was los-
ing everything he owned, and nevcr making any
complaint about it at all.

At any other time, Billy would have liad some-
thing to say to Mr. Wilkinson for calling his Jenny
“ a miserable donkey ” ; but just then he forgot to
stand up for her. In avery fragmentary way— for
it was all that he could do to keep frombursling
outcrying— he told Mr. Wilkinson al! about liis
plan for helping his fathcr, and hmv the loss ol
Tcnny and the donkey-cart must, of coursc, upset
itcompletely. Mr. Wilkinson listened to Billy very
attentively without spcaking a word, and was silent
for a little while after he had finished.

“ Billy, you are a very sensible boy,” he said at
last; “ sensible enough, 1'm sure, to see the diffei-
ence between a business transaction and a persona:
obligation. What | have to propose to you is a
business transaction. W hen Jeniiy and tho can
are sold, as they must be, I 'll buy them myself:
and then, for a fixed anmial paymecnt, 11l let you
havc thecm to run your cxprcss-busincss wilh.
Monev is pretty low just now, and | 'll be quiu
satisficd to get five per cent, out of my investment.
I rcckon that the lot will cost me about a hundrct.
dollars, so you will have to pay me five dollars o
year Now, don’t interrupt me,”— Billy was in-
in- to say that he could not think of letting Mr.
W¢ilkinson do this act of great kindness for hmi,-
“ for intcrrupting me won’'t do any good at all.
We 're talking business now, and nothing elsc. |
am to gct a rcasonable rcturn for in)’ money, an.i
you will havc a good margin for your own profit.
My offer is just what | told you it was a momein
ago — a straight-out business proposition, aiidyoii
need n’t hcsitate a moment about accepting
you think well ofit.”

W ell, lhe long and short of it was that Billy dul
acccpt the offer; and as he was going away, after
shaking hands with Mr. Wilkinson and saym;;
how very much obliged he was to him, Mr. W 1-
kinson said;

“You can begin business whenever you picase,
Billy. Until the sale takes place, the donkey and

cart will be yours. and after it takes place, thcy
will be mine.

it, ii

Therefore, as the piopcrty is, and
will continué to be, vcsted in the firm,”- Mr. M n-
kinson waved his hand as if he were speaking to
a judgc on the becnch,— “ thcrc is no reason wh>
operations should not begin right away. My reLi-
tion to this firm,” Mr. Wilkinson added, as Bill'
had his hand on the door knob, “ is that ol a
special partner. 1 puta fixed sum into the con-
cern, and 1 am responsiblc for the firm’s debts

only so far as that sum goes. If you plunge madly



into baggage-smashing, William Jenks, andsmash
more than one hundred dollars’ worth of trunks,
doii't look to me to meet your liabilities, for 1
won't!”

And then Mr. Wilkinson grinned at Billy, and
Billy tried hard to sraile at Mr. Wilkinson,—
but he was so gratcful for what Mr. Wilkinson had
done that it was all that lie could do to keep from
crying. However, he got away without brcaking
down, having steadied himselfby the rcficction that
he was now a man of busincss, and as such must
hold the tender emotions in check.

W liat pleased him most of all was the advice
that his partner had given him,— to begin work
right away,— and the confidence he now felt Chat,
with Mr. Wilkinson for a partner, his father and
mother would be sure to let him go ahead. He
was so pleased with it all that he started for home
on a dead run.

But all the wind was takcn out of his sails when
he reached homc, on finding that his mother huJ
been callcd away in a hurry by a telegram bring-
ing word that his Unele John was sick, and that
his father had gone witli her, and that thcy
would not be back until the next evening. Billy
was soiTy to hear that his Unele John ivas sick,—
at Icast, he was as sorry as he reasonably could be
about the sickness of an Gnele whom he had seen
only two or thrce times in the course ofhis life, and
whom he might have mct anywhcre in the Street
without recognicién. For his mother, though, he
was very sorry indeed ; for he knew she was very
fond of her brother John,— and it did sccm hard
that this fresh trouble should come to hcr svith all
the others. Then, being remindcd of the family
troubles, he presently forgot all about his Unele
John’s sickness and thought only ofhis projectfor
making these troubles lighter by running an ex-
press-wagon,

It was evident, since his father and mother had
gone away, that he could not talk over his plan
'vith thecm until they camc back,— and that mcant,
certainly, the loss of at least onc ivholc day. What
he wished was to begin at once; and the more
he thought about it, and, cspccially, the more that
hereflected upon the assured position he had gained
by going into partncrship with Mr. Wilkinson, the
more did he feel that waiting was linneccssary.
Resides, it occurred to him, how delightful it would
be to have somc money — his first day’s carnings—
to give his father as a wclcnme homc! This last
thought settlcd the matter. He wcnt down to the
carriage-house, and, with somc black paint that
was there, began to put a sign on the spalter-
board along each side of the donkey-cart,— to
the great delight of the small boy who was taking
«are of the stables, now that the coachman and

regular helpers liad been discharged. Billy was
not much of a hand at sign-painting, but, as a
sign, his sign was a success; for the big, sprawly
letters could be read a long distancc away, and the
queerncss of the work certainly would attract at-
tention wherever it was seen. What he printed
was this:

Billy was so pleased with his handiwork that he
could have stood and lookcd at it all the rest of
the afternoon ; but he again remcmbercd, after a
whilc, that he was a man of busincss and that, as
he had heard his father say, to a man of busincss
time was money; — though just how time could be
money, he did not very clcarly understand. W hat
he did understand, though, was that, if he meant
his exprcss to have a good start, he ought to go
down to the station and tell the station-master,
Mr. Rugglcs, that he was prepared to carry bag-
gage to and from the trains; and it also occurred
to him that, if it did n't cost too much, he ought
to advcrtise his busincss in The Gazct/e.

Mr. Rugglcs stopped telephoning something and
seemed to be astonished, Billy thought, when
Billy told how he was going to start an exprcssand
asked if orricrs for it might be left at the station.
But Mr. Ruggles kept his astonishment inside of
himself and answercd, in his solcmn way, “ Ifany-
body leavcs orders here for this exprcss of yourn,
Billy, whether tho same comes by word of mouth, or
bym ail, or through this here instrument, all | can
say is; you shall get ’em sure,”— and then he
began to tclephone again. So that was all right.

The Casclte was not the vcry best sort of news-
paper. Its editor put into it many implcasant
ihings which wcrc only half true, or wcrc not
true at all, and every now and then somebody
would siie it for .libel. Only a short time before,
as it happened, the editor had been made topay
vcry heavy dainagcs for something that he had
published that was all wrong; and the lawycr who
had won the case against the papcr was Mr. Wil-
kinson. Billy, of course, did not know anything
of this. Ilc knew that The Carctie was the only
paper in the town and that he must put his advcr-
tisemcnt in that papcr, or else not advcrtise at all.

'n a general way, he knew that advcrtising cost
very hcavily, and so he made his announccmecent
short and to the point. He thought vcry hard
over it, and finally wrotc onc that, he decided,
would do. But after he had it all in shapc, he
suddenly began to wonder whether it wotdd not be



clishonest to cali tlie cxpress his, when, in reality,
it was a joint imclertaking in which all the capital
belonged to his special partner. Billy was just as
sound as a little clollar about honcsty. So he
changed the advertisement to make il fit in with
what was right, or what he thought was right, and
then took it to the ncwspaper office.

It gavc Billy a regular coid shiver when the
young man bchind tiie desk took it, made dabs at
it with a pen for a minute or two, and thcn said,
“ In display typc tliis will cost you four doliais for
the first insertion, and two dollars and seventy-
five cents for each subscquent insertion;” and
added, “ Special rates if it goes in by the month,
you know,”

All that Billy could say was “ O h!” and ho
felt a lump coming up in his throat. The idea of
paying so much money for mere advertising quite
took his breath away.

A man standing behind the counter bad been
looking on in a queer sort of way, and now he
said, ‘* What is it, George ?” and reached out his
hand for the advcrtisement. When lie had read
it, his eyes gave a queer sort of twinklc, and he
stepped right up to Billy and said :

“ We won't charge you anything for this; — not
at first, anyway. |If the cxpress-business turns
out all right, wc can make terms by the year;
and, if it does n't pay, why, you will have saved
this much capital at the start.”

“ 1 don't want you to print this for nothing,
sir,” Billy bcgan. “ I can’t pay four clollai-s just
now; but 1 've got a dollar, and ”

But the man cut him short: “ Don’t you say
another word. | 'm the editor of this paper, and
if 1 choose to print an ad. for nothing, it ’'s no-
bocly’s loss but my own.”

Billy did notwish to acccpt a favor like this from
an entire strangcr; but the editor was so pieas-
aiu about it that Billy finally gavc in, — with the
ur.dersianding that if by the end of the week the
business had made a good start he might come
back and thcy would make a regular bargain for
printing the advertisemcnt by the year.

As he left the office he heard the editor say to
the young man behind the desk, “ There ’'s not a
spcck of libcl in it, and it will make okl Wilkin-
son just fairly howl on the hoiise-tops!” and thcn
thcy both burst out into roars of laughter.

Billy could not help wondeiing what it could be
that would make so vcry dignificd and quiet a
man as Mr. Wiikinson do so absurd a thing as
to climb on top of the houscs and howl; and why
anything like that should be tbc best jokc of the
season he could not see. Ilc concludcd that it all
was some jokc that he did not understand.

But Mr. Wiikinson saw wherc the jokc was —

though it did not strike him as being “ the best
joke of the season” exactly, when The Gazellc
carne out the next morning with thisadvertisemeni
init:
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Please leavc directions with Mr. Rugglcs at the
Railway Station.
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Well, at first, Mr. Wiikinson was angry about
jt almost as angry as the editor of The Gasctte
expected, in fact; but lie had the good sense to
laugh when people poked fun at him about lus
new business ; and to a few of his intimate friends
he told the whole story,— and nobody thouglit
any tlic worse of him when, to show that Billy had
not meant to make fim of him, and in sclf-clefense,
he had to tell how kind-hcartcd he liad been.

W hile the advcrtisement, in one way, was all
wrong, simply as an advertisement it was a tre-
mendous siicccss. W hat with the wish to make
fun of Mr. Wiikinson, tlie good reason for prais-
ing him, and the kindly feeling for Billy,— all
which the advcrtisement created when it carne lo
be understood,— the whole town, before noiui,
was ringing with it; so that “ W. Jenks’s F\-
press” was better advertised in half a day than
most new business vontures are in half a year.

Mike, the stable-boy,— who liad a most unnni-
ural faculty for waking up early,— called Billy II't
next morning, just at the edge of daylight; and
in the cool, gray dawn, Billy drovc out thvough
the yard gates and down to the station to meet
the 5:55 train. Thcrc ivas not a soul Ol tlic
streets, and he was glad of it; for now that he
was actually started as an express-man, he felt a
little shy and queer about it. The only people
around the station wcrc a man with a wooden leg,
and Mr. Ruggles, who had a grecn flag in his
hand and looked very slccpy. Presently the
train camc along and stoppcd; but nobody got



off. The man wilh the woodcn lIcg got on, and
then the train went puffing away down the line.

* Better luck next time, Billy,” said .Mr. Rug-
gles, as he roiled up his flag, yawned, and went
into the station. Billy felt very flat, somehow.
But the next train wns not clue until 7; 20, and he
was glad enough to go home and get his breakfast.

When he drovc down town, after breakfast, the
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Strects were quite full of pcople ; and they all
stared when they saw the little donkev-cart with
m\V. Jenks's Express” on it, and W. jenks him-
scif sittmg in front driving, and looking as sober
as a little judge. It struck Billy as very odd
Uiat nearly evcrybody he met should be laughing.
lhere must be a great many jokes going about
that morning, he thought.

The 7: 20 was a through train from the West.
Only two people got out of it, but one of these —
as Billy observed with much satisfaction — was an
cid gentlceman who was carrying .vhat seemed to
he a veiy heavy bag. Somehow, he could not
>nng himself to go up to the okl gentleman and
say, m a business-hkc way, “ Baggagc carried,

which was what he fully had made up his
mindto do — and ali that he did, to show anybody
that there was an express around, was to crv
*Whoa !” very lotidly to Jenny. As Jenny was
slanding stock-still, she was very much startled

when Billy said “ Whoa !” to her in that unpro-
vokcd soit of a wav.

Luckily for Billy, Mr. Ruggics was wide awakc
now, and saw how things werc gomg; so up he
stepped to the oid gentleman and asked him with
a grin ifhe would n’'t like the bag to be sent by
express. Considering what a small matter had to
be decided, they seemed to talk about it a long

vOLLt. ,VT L.KE T,.E AAO TO SE le.T EV EXPREU,"

whilc; and Billy was sure that he heard his father’s
namc mentioned. But the end of the talk was
that the bag was put in the donkey-cart, and the
oid gentleman — after giving Billy the mmiber of
his house and agrceing to pay a quartcr for the
exprcssage — went by the short cut; and Billy
drove away wiih his first load of cxpress-maiter as
proiid as a little king,

W hen he reachcd the house, there was the oid
gentleman waiting for him ; and he told Billy to
hitch the donkey and bring the bng insidc. The
bag was very heavy, just as much as Billy could
stagger under — and he suddenly thought, what in
tho world would he do if anybody asked him
lo carry a tnink r He had not thought about
trunks whcn he started his express, and now that
he did think of thcm they made him fairly shiver !

W hcn he deposited the bag insidc the hall, the
oid gentleman asked how much there wns to pay
— for he seemed to have forgotten that he had
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l,cen very particular to get all that settled at the
station; and when Dilly said “ Aquavter, hclooked
thoughtful and said that a quarter was too much.
It made Billy very uncomfortahlc to have to ask
for moncy at all, and when the oid gentleman
spoke in that way, he grcw quite red m the face and
felt more uncomfortahlc still. “ Very well, sir,
he said, “ you can pay anything you please. O r -
or you need n't pay anything at all, and lie began
to move toward the door.

“ Stop 1” said the oid gentleman.
busincss.” L Vo

“ No, itis n't,” said Billy; “ and it is n't Busi-
ness to make a bargain and then not stick to
it | told you, down at the station, what you
would have to pay for having your bag brought
up « and if vou did n’t want to pay it, you ought to
have said so then. 1-1 beg )our pardon, sir; 1
don’t mean tobe rudc,” -for it suddenly struck
Billy that this wasa pretty up-and-down sort ol a
way for a little boy to talk to an oid gentleman,—
‘“but, you see, 1'm not running this express for
fun; and if evcrybody did as you 're domg, it
would n’t pay to run it at all.”

“You're not running it for fun, eh. Then
what are you running it for?” asked the oid
gentleman, and there «-as a pleasant tone m his
voice that quite took Billy by surpnse. In the
same friendly ivay he went on and asked more
questions, and the long and short of it was that
Billy told him the wholc story; How liis fathci
was in trouble, and he wanted to hclp him; and
how they were going to live in the httle house,
and his father was going to start a httle store over
bv the New Row, and his mother was going to
eive lessons upon the piano— m fact, all about
things generally. Of course, Biuly did not mean
to tell everything, in this way ; but itwas not unt.|
he had finishcd, that he suddenly reahzed that hu
had been telling all his father’s plans to an cntirc
stranc'er. Then he felt quite flustercd, and said
that k was time for him to go. The oid gcntle-
man had become very much excitcd whilc Buly was
taiking to him. He seemed to have forgotten a |
about the quarter. He walked up and down the hall,
and swung his arms about at a great ratc ; so that
when Billy said “ Good-morning” to him, and
carne away, he did not even look up. But he
carne running down the steps, just as Bily was
getting into the donkey-cart, and said:

“ Here 's your quarter, Buly Jenks. \ou
oood boy.
did.

Thnt is nt

le a
You 're going to work just the way |
And. what 's more, )'Our father must be a
good man.” Then he went on, but

spcaking to himself rather than to Bily, W hy,
he'sstarting again just asi started in 57- That s

the sort of man | like. He 's got honesty and

Dluck in him,” Suddenly he gave the hitcliing-
post a kick and burst out; “ Yes, HIl doit1 1'll
do it, as sure as my fiame is

But Billy did not hear what his flame was, for
when the post was kicked Jenny started off with a
jerk that made the cart rattlc ovcr the stones at a
grcat rate, and corapletely drowned the oid gentlc-
man’s voice. It struck him that this certainly wa.
the queerost oid gentleman he had evcr corne
across. He concluded that the oid fellow must bv
a little bit wrong in his head.

The next train was due at 11 ; 40, and Bily wa-
on hand at the station to meet it, But only t»..
or three pcoplc got off, and none of thcse liad an\-
bag°-age to be carried. There was a big Irishma m
with a big satchel, to be sure ; but he swung the
satchcl up on his shoulder, and as he passed Bili;.
and the cart, he gave a coinical look and said "'

“An’it’'sW . Jinks's Express, isit? Bedad, \\.
Jinks 01 'lIl be afther puttin’ you an’ th’ cxpresr.
an’ th’ donkey, an’ all, up on tother showlder a:’
carrj-in’ you all a\va\- to wiinst, if >'Ou don’t moind
where you ’'re lookin '1”

Billy thought this was very rude of him.

Just as he was driving away, feeling very miuh
disappointed, Mr. Ruggles carne running along the

platform and callcd out;

“ Hold on, Billy. Herc’s lots of work for y.ai

lo do — about all the town wants you to move u .

Billy thought that Mr. Ruggles must be pokmg
fun at him,— though that wasn’t in Mr. Rugglc'™ s
linc cxactly,-but he pulled Jennyup, and tina
went back with Mr. Ruggles into the station. Mr.
Ruggles gave him asheet of papcr with more tlwn
twenty orders on it; and while he was looking u
the list and wondering if it could be rea!, lhe tele-
phone hell rang and still another order was addcii.

“ They *ve bceu comin”® in like that for th wat
hour. 1 gucss your special partner must be druiiv
min’ up work for you,” said Mr. Rugglcs with a
drv chuckle. He wcnt on, “ You ’'ve got your
hands full for this afternoon, Buly; an’as somc
of the things to be moved is too heavy for you lo
tackle you 'd better hire Black Jake, herc, to Inip
vou He 'll work all th’ afternoon for fifty ceiuv
Get up thcre, out o’ th’ sun, you lazy critter. 1.0
help Billy Jenks, an’ carn somc money, for oncu.
outside o’ chicken-stcaliiVv 1”

So Black Jake got up, grinnmg; and suiy, =su
in amaze, hircd him for fifty cents and "Xiu off o
aitend to the first of his long list of orders. "
could not understand it at alL n

But ifhe had known how all the town bad bun
taiking about him, and his Express, and his Speci.i
Partner, that morning, he would not have been -

much surpriscd by the sudden start that his busi-
ncss had takcn.

c

Many of his orders wcrc sent u)



peoi>le who expected to joke with Mr, Wiikinson
about having patronizecl bisexprcss; many more
by pcople who were pleased with Billy’s pluck and
wished to help him; and still others camc from
people who reall>’ wanted to send things about the
town, and were glad of this way to do jt. Jenny—
she had to eat her dinner in half an hour; Billy

was so exeited that he bolted his in ten minutes___

began to think in her donkey mind that the dis-

Jakc waiking beside the cart, ready to lend a hand
in unloading, and reached tlie head of Prince
Street just as all the pcople wcrc coming up from
the station, in a crowd. Among the vcry first,
he saw his father, and his mother, too; for, as it
turncd out, there was nothing serious the matter
with her brother John, after all, and so his mother
had not stayed to look aftcr him, as she had
expected to do when she went away.

" ‘NOW, WILLIAM JENKS/ SAIU IHS I-ATUIIK, 'WHAT DOBb ALL THIS MUAN? ‘"

mal days of her jouth, when she had drawn a
huckster’s cart and had lived mainly on beatings,
«ere come again.

By a little after six o’clock, Billy got his last load
on board — a partof a broken bcclsteacl and three
hioken chairs, to be taken lo the cabinet-maker’s
— and the oid lady who sent the load kcpt him
waiting so long, and gave him so many directions,
lliat he found Chat he would not have time to get
10 the station to meet the 6:30 train. Ilc was
sorry to miss that train, for more people camc in
on it than on all the others put together, and it
was by that train that his father was conijng —
and he did very much wish his father to see
"ini right ill the thick of his work. But there
w.ns no use in worrying over what could n't be
helped; so he drove along slowly, with Black

Billy was very glad to see his father and mother,
and his first thought w.as to jump off the cart and
go and kiss thcm. But his second thought was
that he ought to show thcm that he really was a
business man now, and that his business must
come first and his pleasurc aftcrward,— in other
words, that he could n’t go to kissing membcrs of
his family while he had a load to dclivcr. So he
chirpcd Jenny into a fast trot, and only gavc his
father and mother a nod and a laugh as he whisked
past them. They saw the cart and the queer sign
on it, they caught a glinipse of the qucer load, and
on the train Mr. Jcnks liad bought a copy of The
Gazette, and had read Billy’s qucer advcrtisement
with amazement.

Had Billy gone crazy while they were away,
or what had happened ?
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Thev wercso puzzled that thcy just stood still and
looked’ at each olher,— while W. Jenks’s Express
went flying down the Street, with Black Jake on a
full run to keep beside it, and with the oid ladys
bit of a bedstcad and three broken chairs dancing
around the cart in a way that, had shc scen it,
would have made every hair in her false-front stand
straight upon end and every one of her falsc tecth
chattcr!  Mr. Jenks gave a long whistlc— he had
a way of giving whistles whcn anything surpnsed

him very much-and then he and Mrs,
went home.

Jenks
They wcrc about the most astonished
people in that town.

Billy reached home nearly as soon as hi= fathcr
and mother, and ran into the house to give them
the kisses which he liad wished to give them
down town. ,

“ Now, William Jenks,” said his father, when
the kissing was over, “ what all this mean.

It «ave Billy something of a start to be callcd
Wi illiam Jenks, in that way; for his father nevcr
dreamed of calling him anything but Billy, unlcss
there was a storm brewing. But, as Billy was
surc that there was nothing lo raise a storm about
in what he had been doing since his fethcr went
away, he did not mind very much ; and with what
he felt to be a fairly justifiable pndc he went
ahead and told all about his startmg m the express
business and what a capital start he had made

“ Then that was why you did not wish Jenny to
be sold?” his mother asked, when he told about
his consultation with Mr. Wilkinson in regard to
the donkey’s ownership.

“Why of coursc it was,” Billy answered; as
though his desire to use Jenny as an express-
donkey could be the only possible reason why he
should be unwilling to part with hcr for good and
all— and he never quite understood what it was
that made his mother gct up just then, give him a
great hug and kiss, and say to his fatherm a tn-
umphantsort of way, “ | told you so ! Nordidhc
undcrstand why it was tliat his father and motlicr
laughed so, wlicn he told thcm about the specal
partnership that he liad formcd with Mr. Wilkin-
son ¢ fior what made his father look so oddly whcn
he told almut his long talk with the qucer oid
gentleman who came en the tram.

However, thcrc was no mistaking the way m
which thcy both liuggcd him when he carne to the
cnd of his storv and gave his father the six doliais
and seventy-five cents he had carncd that tay—
and explained that tlicrc would have been half a
dollar inore, if only lie had bccn a litt e strongev
and so had not licen compcUctl to hirc Black Jakc
to help him. But Billy could not help thmkmg,
considering what a good day he had made of it.

that it was rather unveasonable in his mothei to
cry all the time that she was hugging him ; and he
wondcved Ifcinders could havc got into Ins fathers
eves, on the train,-he winked so and thcy lookcc

red and watery. Just as he was full of dcl.ght
that his plan had worked so well, his fathcr biougln
him up all standing-after most of the huggmg
wasovcr-by telling him that the express-busmes-
could notgo on! It would n't do, liis father said,
for such a little chap as he was to go at such hart,
work, even if they all werc starvmg; and the;
were nowhere near starvmg, as yet. “~here w.i.
just the slimmest sort of a chance, his fathe:
went 011, that at the final mceting of bis creditor.-
thc next day, things might be arranged so that h
could go on; and, even Lfhe werc forced into bank-
ruptcy, he said, he and Mrs. Jenks could can.
en”~gh money to kcep the little house going, wal-
out making Billy help thcm, for a few years.

By the time that his father was through wi li
alltL t he had to say. Billy had to own up that
right thing for him to do was to woik hard at the
public school, and so gct rcady to take carc of his
mother and the baby, in case his father should g.
sick, or die, or do anything of that sort. But
certainly was hard on him, he thought, to have o
give up the cxprcss-business just as he had ma.k
such a splendid start in it.

The next day Mr. Jenks’s creditors held their
last mceting beforc making a bankrupt of hin..
After everybody had settlcd into thcir chairs, M.
Wi ilkinson said that thcy had a very unpleasaut
piece ofwork to do, and that the sooncr thcy wer
Uirough with it the better. AIll the creditors biit

he said.-and as he said this he

hard at oid Mr. Skimmington, and so did evci;

body else; and, while nobody spoke a word, a
sort of growl wcnt around the room ,-all
creditors but had conscnted to

but since this.«. could not be brought to ak a
liberal and sensible view of the case, there «as
nothing for his clicnt to do but lo go mto bank-
vuptcy. Then there was a dead silcnce, and evei;

body looked hard at okl Mr. Skimmington. An

then, in an instant, Mr. Skimmington saicl, in bis

lue

've changed my mind.

I "H gi>e him .in 1Is
tensién, too!” s
All the other gentlemcn were on lco N

crowdin-" around Mr. Skimmington, and shaki.ig
ands wkh him, in no time ; and all of thcm w e
talking at once, as hard as ever thcy ccuW

Mr. Jenks was the only man m ‘be room
mainedscatcd. He scarccly had dared to
evon, that he would gct an extension: !
Mr. Skimmington came round m this sudden



of way it quite upset him. But he did not stay
upsetlong; and when he was steady again he went
up to Mr. Skimmington and shook hands with him
and said that he was vcry much obliged to him
indeed for his liberality.

“ Don’'t you thank me, Mr. Jenks,” said Mr.
Skimmington. “ Thank yourself a little, and
thank your boy Billy much more. Yestcrday,

sir, your boy brought my liag up from the station
in his donkey-cart express-wagon,— | recognized
the fiame on the wagén, and Ruggles told rae
it was your son,— and | made him come in and

talk to me. It was not the thing for me to do,
sir, 1 adinit; but I made him tell me all about
himself, and a good deal about you. And the

upshot of that talk is, as | said just now, that I 've
changed my mind. | am in harmony with your
other crcditors, and am ready to join thcm in giv-
ing you an extensién — for the man who is ready
to step down to the foot of the ladder and take a
fresh start. as you were going to do, sir, tleservcs
to have his friends keep him at the top !

“ 1 am not much given to m.iking jokes, gen-
tlcemen,” Mr. Skimmington went on, “ but I will
make one now," There was a sort of awed silcncc

"W B SAIL THE OCBAN BLUE,

in the room as he said this, for the bare thought
of Mr. Skimmington’s making a joke was so unnat-
ural that thcrc was something rather clrcadful
about it. “ Yes, | will make one now: What
has carried our friend here safcly out of his cliffi-
culties is— ‘W. Jenks’s Express !’ "

W ell, it was not very much of a joke, after all,
but by this time everybody was in sueh good
humor that thcy all bcgan to laugh ovcr it as
if it had bcen the very best joke that ever was
made. When they were done laughing, at bst,
they settled down to business and had Mr. Jenks’s
extensién all arranged in no time.

Billy told me the whole story all ovcr again, the
other day, while wc were laking a drive in the
donkey-cart.

Mr. Jenks is all right now, and m)' father says
that he is doing better than ever, since he and
Mr. Skimmington have been sueh good fricnds,
for Mr, Skimmington gives him picnty of valuable
advicc; — and Billy said that the only thing that
bothcrcd him was that his father had not let him
go ahcad and be an express-man. It was pretty
hard work, he said, but he liked it.

AND OLTR SAUCV SHie *S A BEACTV!



HELEN KELLER.

By Florence

MOST children go to three or four schools at the
same time, and perhaps tliat is the reason why
the>' sometimes get just a httle bit tired of thcir
lessons. , , , N

First come the Eye and Ear schools— and a
baby begins to aitend thcse as soon as he is oid

enough lo know anything; for docs he graduate

from them while eyesight, lieanng, and hfe remam.
Nextcomes the Tongue school, and we all know
how interesting it is to watch a dear liUle babyq as
he gradually Icarns to s, one word after another,
and to pronounce r, hand f-those sounds
which are such dreadful stumbling-blocks to many
little folks. About this time, or a httle earhcr,
Baby begins to spcnd many of his spare moments
at the Touch or “ Feeling ” school; and if he be
of an inquiring turn of mind, he may learn many
interesting and some vcry unpleasant facts at this
educational establishment. He may learn — it he
put his fingers on the stove — that fire buvns; also
that pins scratch, that knivcs hurt, and that ice
chills At the schools of Smcll and Taste he will
learn lessons agrecable and disagreeable. | think
that almost all little boys and girls pay an early
visit to the peppcr or mustard pot, and th''
visit leaves sad and very pungent memoncs bchinu.
By and by, Baby growsmi quite a big boy or
girl, and is sent off to chool, as children
would say. Here he often finds that he has too
many calis upon his thoughts. The Eye-school-
mistress urges him to look out of the wmdow and
study the buttcrflics, the birds, and the flowers;
the Ear-schoolmistress perhaps puts it mto his
head to listen to the recitation of the bigger bo”,

and learn s thing in that way. And all tius
time the ﬂ live schoolmistress is
“ Johnny, why don’t you study your
lesson?” or, “ Johnny,
multiplication-iablc yet?”

For thesc reasons, Johnny does not always ap-
preciate the reallv striking beauties of the multi-
plication-table, fior the joys that lurk even in the
most dismally long and hatcful spellmg-lesson.
Tohnny fccls— and very naturally — that school
15 a superior sort of prison. W hcn its doors closc
behind him, thcy shut out his body from the great
world of nature, and he is too young to rcahze that
the glorious gates of knowledge can not open to

saying,
spcling

have you learned th.it

Howe Hall.

admit his mind, unless he first prepares it in that
narrow school-room, which tires and cramps Ins
active little body.

But suppose that Johnny were entirely cut off
from that outcr world; suppose that the Eye, and
Ear and Tongue schools had shut their doors
upoh him, and he satin uttcr darkness and silence,
with no schoolmistress to help him save the one
living in the cnds of his fingers, and with no one
to answer any of Iris questions, or to explain lo
him the meaning of the strange objects which his
rcstlcss hands felt, but which, alas! he could
not understand? In other words, suppose that
Johnnie were deaf, dumb, and blmd,-could
neithcr understand other people, ior make them
understand him ,-would he not hai with dchghi
a schoolmistress who should dcliver him from tliis
living dcath, and would he not love the rea!
school ” which taught han all that he had been
longing to know in his dark prison- aye,
much more than he had ever drcamcd of?

In the August St, NiCHOLAS, Dv. Jastrow told
you the storv of Laura Bridgman, who "as 'M"*
afflicted. This month 1 shall tell you of Helen
Kcller, blind and deaf and dumb, as was Miss
Bridgman, but otherwise abr.ght, happy httle girl!.
For fivelong years she had sat in silent darkness -
darkness of the mind as well as of the bod>.
How can we wonder at her dehght whcn a dchverc.
was found to free her from hcr prison, at hcr rap-
tare ovcr the tiresomc lessons which meant hfe
cves, ears, everything — to her?

Miss Sullivan tells us that after having been two
or three months under tuition, Helen would ihro«
her arms around her teacher with a kiss whenei.u
a new word was given her to spcil 1 Because, n
Hclen’s case, spclling a word is the only way o
learning it. She must spell out all t etters oa
her fingers in order to say, or rather ma word.
Thus she comesto think — nay, even to dicam
in finger language ; and hev busy hands, as chd
Laura Bridgman’s, move whcn she slceps, spell.n,,
out the confused drcams that pass through ho

and

~NtAs'forarithmetic, Helen found the study so

exciting, she was so intcnsely interested m solvirg
ploblcms on hcr “ type-slatc,” that it was fcared
hcr health would be injured, and, to hcr g
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regret, the precious typc-slatc had for a time to be
taken from her, because thinking about all the
ivonderful things that can be done with figures
kcpt the child awake at niglit.

Her full iame is Helen Adams Keller, and she
was born in Tiiscumbia, Alabama, June 27, 1880,
with all her senses in pcrfect condition. Slic was
a bright little baby, and could scc and hear as wcll
as any of us. She had learned to walk and was
learning to talk, when, at nincteen months of age,
she was attacked by a severe illness, and when it
passed away, it left her blind and dcaf. Dumb-
ncss is, in almost all cases, the rcsult of dcafness —
dcaf pcople can not talk, simply bccausc they can
not hear; and so our poor little Hclen ccased to
talk soon aftcr this tcrrilDlc illness, because she was
unable to hear any sound. The few words that
she had learned, fadcd from her baby brain, and
she cntcred upon a long term of solitary confine-
ment — of the mind — now happily cnded forcver!
She has always been a very intelligcnt child, and
even in thcse dark days she learned something
from the “ Touch" schoolmistress, and something
more from her kind mother, who allowed little
Helen to kecp constantly at her side as she went
about her household duties. The little girl showed
great aptitudc for learning about these matters,
and she also imitated the motj of people whom
she did not see, indeed, butﬁ All blind chil-
dren like to touch every onc «ith whom th
broughtinto contact — it is their only way of
how their friends look, and what sort of clothcs
they wear.

Helen also invented a number of signs to express
her wants, and some of her thoughts. Since she
has learned to talk with her fingers, this natural,
or sign, language has been gradually laid asidc;
but when 1 last saw her, in Scptember, 1888, she
still used a number of signs, about which I may
tell you by and by. So the “ Touch” school-
mistress did all that she could for Hclcn, and the
little girl was, for a time, satisfied with thcsc tcach-
ings. But as she grew oldcr, as her brain becamc
more active, she began to long for widcr knowl-
cclge, and would be almost in dcspair, when she
could notexjjress her ideas in sueh a way that thosc
about hercoukl understand her mcaning. On thcsc
occasions, she would be scized with violcnt parox-
ysms ofanger; but after she had icarncd to talk
with her fingers, she had no more ouibursts of ragc,
and now she seldom loses her temper, for she is a
sweet and gentle child, and very affectionntc.

But her poor little mind ivas in prison ; she
was like a eaptive bird, and if she had not beatcn
ilnis against the doors of her cagc her parents
would not perhaps have realized that her baby
days were over, and that the time had come when

she must be set free — when she must be taught
the use of language.

So Captain Keller, Helcn’s father, wrote tp Mr.
Anagnos, oi the Pcrkins Institution for the Blind,
in Boston,* to ask whether he could not senda
“ real ” schoolmistress to teach little Hclen, and
Mr. Anagnos chose for the position a very kind
and intelligcnt young girl who was just gvaduated
from his school. Her namc was Annie M. Sulli-
van. Although she had bcen almostentirely blind
when she had come to study at tlic Institution, her
sight had been mercifully restorcd to her through
the aid of skillful doctore.

But she remembci-ed very well what a sad thing
it was to be blind, and fclt the greatest sympathy
for little Helen. She spentsix months in prcparing
herself for her task, and studied very carcfully all
that Dr. Howe had written about Laura Bridgman,
and the way in which the lattcr had been taught, as
well as a great many big books on mental develop-
ment, which you and | would, perhaps, find rather
dry reading.

Hclen’s lessons began in the most agreeable
manner, for the first thing she learned about was a
handsome doli. Miss Sullivan took the little girl’s
hand and passed it over the doli. Thcn she made
the letters, d-o-1-1, slowly with the finger alphabct.
When she began to make them tbc second time,
Helen dropped the doli, and tried to make the
lettere herself with one hand, at the same time feel-
ing of Miss Sullivan’s fingers with her other hand.
Then she tried to spell the word alone, and soon
learned to spell five other
words, I:&di‘im’jm W lien Miss Sul-
livan liandecl her a mug, for instance, Helen would
spell m-u-g with her fingers, and it was the same
with the other words.

In a little more than a week aftcr this lesson, she
understood that all objects have fiames, and so the
first and most difficult slcp in her education was
accomplished in a marvclously short time.

Helen has a baby sister named Mildred, of
whom she is vcery fond. She was delighted when
Miss Sullivan put her hand on the baby’s head,
and spelled b-a-b-y. Now, at lasl, she had a
fiame for the dcar little sister whom she lovcd so
wcll. Before this time, though of course she had
often thought of Mildred, she had known no
namc fior word by which tocall licr. How curious
HclciTs thoughts must have been before the time
when Miss Sullivan carne to her — thoughts with-
out «ords.

I do not «ondcr that she enjoycd her studics,
for her teachcr taught her in ways so plcasant
that her lessons were like s any little j«lays.
Tiuis she made jcn stand chair in ordcig
learn the word yland the little girl was put

'Scft "The Sinryof Liiira niidgmaii,” St, Nichoi.aS forA i8s9.
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tne wardrobe — and so learned the meaning of
tifo. s
After she had learned a large number ot words,
Miss Sullivan began to teach her to rcad as the
blincl do— that is from raised letters, wluch dicy
feel with the tips of their fingers. Miss Sullivan
took an alphabet sheet, and put Helen’s finger on
the letter A, at the same time making the letter
A with her own fingers, and so on through the
entire alphabet. Helen learned all the printed let-
tei-s, both capiials and small letters, in onc day.
Then Rer teaeher put HdebTs Singegscen the word

eat m the primer for the bhnd at Jic
spclling the word in the finger alphabet. The little

MSS SI'LLIVAN, HELEVS TEACHER
FROM A FHOTOORAPH bV IRA F. QOLLING)

girl caught the idea instantly, asked for &dag, and
many othcr words, and was much displeascd be-
cause her own Aame, “ Helen,” was not in the
primer! Shc was so delighted with her book that
shc woukl sit for hours feeling of the diffcrent words,
and “ w-hcn shc touched one wilh which she was

up her face.”
Mr. Anagnos had some shccts of paper printed

witti all the words llclen knew. These werc cut

up into slips, each containing a single word, and
lhe little girl was overjoyed at being able to make
sentcnces for herself. Next she learned to write
these same scntenccs with pencil and paper, on a
writing-board such as lhc bincl use— apicceof

pasteboard with grooves in it, which is placed

[Sai'T,

under.the writing-paper, the letters being written in
the grooves, each groove forming a line. At first
Miss® Sullivan guided her hand, but soon Helen
learned to write alone - and she writcs a very
neat, firm handwriting. The first sentencc she
wrote was, “ Cat docs drink milk.” W hcn
she found that her dear mother could rcad what
she had written she could scarcely rcstvain her
joy and cxcitemcnt! For now Helen had found
two doors leading out of hcr prison — the finger al-
phabet, with which she could talk to those around

hcr, and the written alphabet, by mcans of which
eoniunicat”™ with friends at a distance.

N it that Helen could
y/\/\ N

asyou and | write, but letters written accord-
ing to what is called the Braille system. This
System issimple and ingenious. Each letter
of the alphabet is represented by pin-pricks
placed in diffcrent positions, and the blind can
rcad what has been written, by feeling of the
pin-piicks. A little sharp-pointed instrument,
like a stiletto, is used for punching the holcs,
through a piece of brass containing square pcr-
foi-ations, each of which is large enough to
hold one letter of the alphabet. The paper
is fastencd firmly into a sort of wooden slate
covcred with cloth, but can easily be removed
when the page is filled.

It seems almostincrcdiblc that Helen should
havc learned in four months to use and spell
corrcctly more th.an four hundred and fifty
words ! On the first day of March, 1887, the
poor child was almost like a dumb animal:
she knew no language— not a single word,
fior a single letter. In July, of the same year,
she had not only learned to talk flucntly with
her fingers, but had learned also to rcad raised
typc, to write a neat square hand, and to
write letters to her fviends! Her progress
during these first months seems simply marvcl-

ous, espccially when we remember that shc was
onlysix ycars and cightmonths oid when MissSul-
livan bcgan to teach hcr. She has gone on acquir-
ing knowledge with the same wonderful rapidity.
Aflcr she had been under tuition for one year,
shc knew the mulliplication-tables, and could add.

At first shc had some trouble in understanding
that the numbers on her type-slate represented so
many applcs and oranges in the cxamplcs, but in
a few days this difficulty was overeéme, and shc
then became much intcrestcd in her ciphcring,
and puzzled hcr little head so contimially with cx-
amplcs that the “ big giant, Arithmos,” had to be
banished from her prcsence !

Helen’s type-slate is like those that the bhnd



use. The typcs have raised numbers on one end j
the slate itself is of metal, covered with squai-e
holes, into which Helen sets the types, just as we
would write down figures.

She is very fond of writing in hcr diary, aitd it
is very interesting to trace her progress as shoun
in this and in her other wiitings. Herc is a short
description of rats, which she wrote January 6,

many proofs of tho goodness and unselfishness of
her little heart. Thus, ata Christmas-trcc festival,
atwhich Helen was piesent, she found one little girl
who, through some mistake, had not rcceived any
gifts. Helen tided to find the child’s prcscnts, but
not succecding in hcr search, she flcw to hcr own
little store of prccious things and took from it a
mug, which she lierself prized very highly. This

HELES KELLER ANO HEK DOG. (PBOM A PHOTOCRAPH DY DEaNE AND TI'RNBR.)

1888, and which, perhaps, mayamuse some of my
young readers;
RATS.
Jan. i6ih, 1888.

Rats .ire small animals. They are made of flesh and
blood and boiie. They have four feet and a tail.

They have onc head and two ears and two eyes and
one nose.

They have one mouth and sharp teeth. They gnaw
holes in wood with their teeth. They do walk softly.

Rals killed little, little pigeons. Cats do catch rats
.and eat them.

Helen neier knew that there was such a day as
Christmas-day, lintil Miss Sullivan went to her.
Fancy a little girl who nevcr had a Christmas,
until she was sevcn ye.ars oid! Hcr leachcr tells
US that she hailcd the glad tidings of tlie happy
Christmas season with the greatcst joy, and g.ave

she gave to the little stranger, “ with abundant
love.”

In the following Icttcr she tells us something of
her Christmas cxpcrienccs, and mentions the very
mug, | think, of which | have spoken.

Tu.sCL'MinA, Ai.a., Jan. 2, 1888.

Dear Sarah ; | am liappy to write to you this morn-

ing. | hope Mr. .Anagnos is coming to see me .soon,
I will go to 11051011 in June, and | will huy fallior giovcs,
and James nice collar, and Simpson cuffs. i .saw Mis.s

hetty and her scholars. Tlicy hada prelty Christinas-trec,
and there were many prcUy prcsents on it for little chil-

dren. | had a mug and little bird and candy. 1 had
many lovely things for Christmas. .Aunt gave me a
trunk for Nancy, and clolhcs. | went to parly wilh

Icachci and mother, Wc did dance and playandeat nuis
aml candy and cakes .md oranges, and | did have fiiii
wilh litlle boys and girls. Mrs, Hopkins did send me
lovely ring. | do love hcr and lillle blind girls.

oIn(
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Men and boys do make carpets in milis. Wool grows
on sheep. Men do cut sheep's wool off with large shears,
and .sencl it to ihe mili. Mcn and women do make wool

'A"Cutton grows on large stalks in fields.
aml girls and women do pick colton.
tbrcad and cotlon dresses of cotton.
white and red flowers onit. Teacher did tcar her dress.
Mildred does cry. | will nurse Nancy. Mother wdl
buy rae lovely new aproas and dress to take lo Boston.

Mcn and boys
Me do make
Cotton has pretty

1 went to Knoxville with father and .-Vunt. BesSte is
weak and liltle. Mrs. Thorapson’s chickens k.lled
Leila’s chickens. Eva does sleep in my bed. 1 do
love good girls. Good-bye. Hf.len Keli.er.

The “ Nancy ” raentioncd in this letter is a large
rag-doll, of which Hclen is very fond. She has
a large family of dolls, and enjoys play.ng with
them, and sewing for thcm, when she is not read-
ing or engaged with her teacher.

Here is an extract from her diary which spea™ks
very tenderly of the fiimy tribc, and all the trouble»
which hook and line bring upon them ;

Marci! 8, i88s.

We had fish for breakfast. Fish live in the deep water.
There are many liundreds of fish swirammg about m the
ISer Men catch fish with poles and hooks and Imes.
Tliev put a Uttle tiny fish on the hook and tlirow it in
the Lter, and fish does hite the little fish and sliarp
hook does stick in poor fish’s mouth and hurt inra much
1 ara verv sad for the poor fish. hish did not know tha
verv sharp hook was in tiny fish. Mcn must not ki
poor fish ~ Men do puli fish out and take them home
and cooks do clean them very mee and fry them, and
thcn they are very good to eat for breakfast.

It is slow work, spelling words with one’s fingers,
and Helen was at first inclincd to use only the most
important words in a sentence, Thus she would
say, “ Helen, muk,” when she wanted some milk
to drink. But Miss Sullivan, who is as firm as
she is sweet and gentle, kncw that the htte g.rl
would never learn to think clearly, and ivould never
make real progress in acquiring knowledge if
allowed 10 cxpress herself in this babyish way. Miss
Sullivan would therefore bring the milk, m order lo
show Hclcn Chather ivish was understood, but would
not allow ber to drink it, until she had made
piete sentcncc, her teacher assisting her. When
she had said, “ Give Hclen some milk to clnnk,
she «-as pcrmittcd to drink it.

As we have scen,
Helen began her

lessons with Miss Sullivan m
March, 1887, and in onc year licr progress was so
extraordinary that it «as thought best to omit her
regular lessons, when the month of March camc
round again.

So llelcn took avacation ofscveral months ; but,
though her “ real” schooldid not “ keep” during ah
this time, she did not ccase to learn, for her “ real

schoolmistress is always with the little girl, con-
stantly talking with her, and explaming thmgs to
bcr Miss Sullivan is, indeed, “ eyes to the blind,
and cars to tbc deaf,” and a sweeter and gcntlcr
pair of eyes it would be hard to find. Hiroiigh
her, Flclen learns more and more of this beautiful
world and all that is going on in it.

Hclen is very chccrful and happy in spitc of her
sad lot; she does not, of course, fully understand
how much she has lost, in losing her sigln and hear-
ing, and it is best that she should not do so.

Some-
timesshelongs to see.

W hile riding in the cars, not
long ago, she tried to look out of the car wmdow,
and said to her companion, “ | can't sce;

Itryto
sce butlcan't 1~

she told Mr. Anagnos, that she
must see a doctor for her eyes. Alas! no doctor
Uves who is skillful enough to help little Helens
eyes and cars. Her parents and friends have con-
sulted the most skillful oculists and aunsts; but
the ductors all agree that nothing can be done fot
her ! She herself hopes that, as slic grows oldcr,
she will be able to sce. , r

W hile wc all must pity her intensely, lor licr
sad deprivations, wc should remcmber that even
thcse afflictions have their bright sidc, and while
thcy wrap her from the outer world, as m a dark

crarmcnt, they also shield her from all unkmdncss,

from all wickedness. Every onc who comes near

little Helen is so moved with pity for her infirmities
that all treat her with the utmost gentleness — she
does not know what unUindncss is, her teacher tclls
us, and we may fully belicve it. Thus, while she can
neither see the trees, fior the flowers, fior the bright
sunshinc, while she can not hear the birds sing, she
knows the best side ofevery human being, and only
the best. She lives in a world of love, and good-
ness, and gentleness. Were we spcaking, just now,
of pityin g little Helen ? 11 may be she does not necd
our pity — perhaps some of us may ncecl hers !

You will not be surprised, after what | have
said, to hear that our little friend is very kind to
animals. When driving in a carriage, she will not
allow the driver to use a whip because, as she says,
“ Poor horses will cry.”

She was much distrcssed, onc morning, upon
finding that a certain dog namcd “ I'earl,” had a
block of wood fastened to its collar. Tt was
expiained to Hclen that this was necessary, in
ordcr to kcep the dog from running away; but still
she was- not satisfied,

and, at every opportumty
during the dav,

she would scek out Pcar!, an(
carry the biockof wood bcrsclf. that the dog mighi
rest from its burdc-n.

Hclcn is very fond of drcss, and it makcs he
verv unhappy to find a tenr in any of her clothing.
She has a little jackct of which she is cxtremeiy
proucl and which she wished to wear last summer,



even when the weather was so warm that shc would
almost have melted away Init. Her mother said
to her one day, “ There is a poor little girl who
has no cloak to keep her warm. W ll you give her
yours ?”

Helen immediately began to take off the pre-
cious jacket, saying, “ | must give it to a poor little
strange girl. ”

She is very fond of children younger than her-
self, and is always ready— as I hope all my readcrs
are — to give up her way for thcirs. She loves
little bables, and handlcs thcm very carefully and
lendcrly. When she is riding in a horsc-car, she
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always asks whether there are any bables among
the passengers ; also, how many people there are
in the car, what the colors of the horses are, and,
most difficult question of all to answer, shc de-
mands the fiames of the conductor and driver!
She also wishes to know what is to be seen from
the car window — so that, as you may imagine, hcr
teacher does not rest much while going about with
Helen. For talking with one’s fingers, and under-
standing what other pcople say with thcirs, is
much more fatiguing than talking in the usual
way. W hilc “ listening,” it is necessary to keep
one’s attcntion closcly fixed on each letter as it is
made - for if one misses a single letter, the thread
of iho whole sentence is often lost, and it must all
be repeated.

She asks constantly, whcn she is travcling, or
staying at a hotel, “ What do you sce ? What are
pcople doing ?”

Shc haci the pleasure of going all over onc of

those great steamboats that ply on the Mississippi
River, and said, when she had finished the tour of
the vessel, “ It is likc a very large house.”

She also made a visit to the Cotton Exchange at
Mcmphis, where shc was introduccd to many of
the gentlemen, and wrote their fiames on the
blackboard. Bul shc did not quite imderstnnd
why there were maps and blackboards hanging on
the wall, and said to her teacher, “ Do men go to
school 2~

InJune, 1888, Helen camc to New Engkmd for a
stay of Ibuv months, and great was her delight when
she made her long anticipated visit to the Pcrkins
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institution for the Blind, at Boston. Here she
found many people who could talk with her in hcr
own finger-language. Not only did this give her
the greatcst pleasure, but also much instruction,
for hitherto she had rardy met any one with whom
she could talk, save hcr mother and teacher. And
so the doors of hcr prison gre«’ larger and wider,
till our little friend secincd to breathc in more
frccdom and knowledge, with every breath ! You
may perhaps think it strange that Helen’s father
should not be nblc to talk much to her; but it
sccms to be more difficult for men to Icarn to use
the fmgcr-language than for women. Their hands
are, of coursc, larger, more clumsy, and less flex-
ible ; and perhaps thcir thniights do not move
quite so nimbiy. Mr. Anagnos has learned to
talk to Helen, but shc finds it rather hard to
undcrstand him, since her hand is small and his
is large. | saw hcr “ listening” to him one day,
and she “ listened” by passing hcr hand all ovcr

I'f!



his. often straightcning out his fingers, because she
thought that he did not make the letters correctly!
When a woman talks to Helen, she makes the
ietters in the palm of Helen’s hand, and the httle
girl understands each one mstantly. As somc of
¢he letters resemblc onc another very closely, it
seems wonderful that Helen can distingmsh them

so c|iiickly— much more rapidly than | can do, by
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the manual alphabet.

Helen is very fond of Mr, Anagnos, and he hi
selflovcs the litlle girl very dearly. He has taug
Iter a fcw words and phrases of his native langu. g-
_ Greek — as she begged him to do so. Somc ot
thcsc she spclled for me, and spellcd thcm vcery
fast too. | can not remember all thcse words,
bt,t herc are a fcw, which | wrote downt Good

T'iTk - ,
'site has also learned several German, I1-rench,

I1Sept.
and Latin words. Indeed, in one of her letters to
Mr Anagnos, she wrote, “ 1 do want to learn much
about everything.” She is a wonderfully bnght
child, and her tcacher, instead of urging her to
study, is often obliged to coax Helen away from
somc cxample in arithmctic, or other task, lest the
little girl should injure her health by workmg too
hard at hcr lessons.
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The following account of the noiscs made by
different animals has a sad significance, when we
remember that it was written by onc who can not
hear even the loudest peal of thunder, or the heavy
booming of cannon:

July 14, 18SS.

Some liorscs are very mild and gcmlc, and some are
wild and very cross. | like to give gentlc horse nicc,
fresh grass to eat, because they will not bite iny hancl,
and | UUe to pat their soft noses, | think mild horses
like to have little girls very kind to thcm. Horses neigh,
and lions roar, and wolves howl, and cows mow, and
pigs grunt, and ducks quack, and liens cackie, and roost-
ers crow, and birds sing, and crows caw, and chickens
sav “ j.cep,” and babies cry, and people talk, and laugh,
and sing, and groan, and men wliistie, and bells ring.
Who made many noises ?

I wish that space permitted me to tell the lead-
ers of St. Nicholas more about little Helen —

hcr letters, she loves to romp and play with other
children, and cnjoyccl very much playing and
studying with the little blind children during hcr
stay at the Kindergarten for the Blind, near Bos-
ton. Hcie she met little Ecliih Thomas, a child
afflietcd in the same way as Helen herself; and
the two little girls kissed and hiiggcd cach other
to thcir hearts’ contcnt. Herc she learned also to
model in clay, to make bead-baskcts, and to knit
with four needles. She ivas much pleascd with
thislattcraccomplishment, and said that she could
now knit some stockings for her father !

She has a wondevfully strong memory, and sel-
dom forgets what she has once learned ; and she
learns very quickly, But hcr inarvclous progress
is not due to her fine memory alone, but also
to her great quickncss of pcrccption, and to hcer
remarkable powcrs of thought. To spcak a
little more clearly, Helen understancls with sin-

ULIND CHILUKKN AT RLrW IN THE RAKLOI? UK IHE KJ.ViUBRUAKTBK, NBAR BOSTON (KKOM A PHOTOOKAPH RV A. E. ALUEN.f

about some of her fimny doings and bright say-
ings. But if I should tell you all the interesting
stories that | have heard about her, thcy would
take up nearly the whole mag.izine.

You will be glacl to hear that she is a hcalthy,
vigorous child, very tail and large for hcr age, and
with a finely devcloped hcad. .Ls you will sce by

guiar rapidily, not only what is said to her, but
even the feelings and the state of mind of thosc
about her, and she thinks more than most chil-
dren of her age. The “ Touch ” schoolmistress
has done such wondci-s for hcr little pupil that you
woukl scarcely belicve how many things Helen
finds out, as with elcctric quickness. through hcr
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fingers. She knows in amoment whether her com-
panions are sad, or frightened, or impaticnt — in
other words, she has learned so well wliat movc-
mcnls people make under the influencc of different
feelings thatat times she secms toread ourthough ts.
Thus, when she was waiking onc day with her
mother, a boy exploded a torpedo which fright-
ened Mrs. Keilcr. Helen asked at once, “ What
are y 0j2” Some of you already know
that m{ Enoise of all sorts) is produced
by the vilsrations of the air strikmg against our
organs of hearing— that is to say, the ears; and
dcaf pcople, even though they can hear absolutcly
nothing, are still conscious of these vibrations.

THE K.KPERG4KTES r,,R THR RUNP

Thus, they can
cause

“ feel” loud music, probably. be-
it shakcs the floor; and Hclen’s sense of
feeling is so wonderfully acutc, that she no doubt
learns many things from these vibrations ofthe
air which to us are imperceptible.

The following anecdote illustratesbotli her giiick-
ness of touch and her reasoning powers. The
matron of the Perkins Institution for the HIlind
exbibited one day, to a number of fricnds, a glass
iemon-squcczcr of a new pattern. It had never
been used, and no one present coukl gucss for what
purpose it was intended. Some one handcd it to
Hclecn, who spelled “ lemonade” on her fingers,
and asked for a clrinking-glass. When the glass
was brought, she placed the squcezer in proper
position for use.

The little maid was closely questioned as to how

(PRAWN

she found out ti secret that had baffled all ihc
“ seeing” pcople present. ﬁkuped her fox-
hcad twice, and spelled, “ /

1 can not forbear telling you one more anecdotc
about her, which secms to me a very paUietic one.
She is a very good miniic, and loves to imitate tho
motions and gestures of lliosc about her, and
she can do so very clevevly. On acertain Simday-
shewent to chuichwith alady named Mrs. Hop-
kins, having been cautioncd bcforehand by her
tcaciier, that she must sit very quiet during tlic
cluirch sService. It is very hard to sit perfectly
still, however, when you can't hear one word of
what the minister is saying, and little Helen pres-

A RKOTOGRAPH BV A. E. ALDEN.)

ently began to talk to Mrs. Hopkins, and askwimt
was going on. Mrs. H. told her, and remindcd

her of Miss Sullivan’s injunction about keepint;
quiet.

She immediately obeycd, and turmr
head in a listening attilude, she said, “ /
The following letter, to her mother, shows ho«
much progress Hclen had made in the use of laii-
guage during her stay at the North :

So. Boston-, Mass., Sei>i. 24ili-
My D f.ar MoTIIKR: 1 tliiiik ytm will I>c very gk'l
to know all ahoul my visit to Wc.sl Nc'Mon, -leaclur
aiul Thad a lovely limo with many kmd fricnds. "e.
Newloii is not far from Boston, aml «e wcnt therc m
the stcam-cavs vcry quickly.
Mrs. Freenian and Carrie, and F.lhel and Frank am
Hclecn camc to sialion to meci us in a hugc carria®jc.
was delighted to sec mydear liltle friends, and 1 hugg



and kissed them. Then we rodé for along time lo see
all the lieautiful things in West Newton. Many very
handsome houses and large soft green lawns around
them, and Irees and bright flowers and fountains.

The horae’s naine was “ Prince,” and he was genlle
and liked to trot very fast. When we went home we
saw eight rabbils and two fat puppies, and a nice little
while pony, and two wee kittens, an<l a pretty ciirly dog
named “ Don.” I'ony’s fiame was “ .Mollie,” and 1 had
a nice ride on lier back; | was not afraid. | hope my
Unele will get me a dear litlle pony and n litlle cart vcry
soon.

Clifton did not kiss me, because he does not like to
kiss little girls. He is shy. 1 am very glad that Frank
and Clarence, and Robbie and Eddie, and Charles and
George were not very shy. | played with m.iny litlle
girls, and we had fun. 1 rodé on Carrie’s tricycle, and
picked flowers, and ate fruit, and liopped and skipped
and danced, and went loride. Many ladies and gentlemen
carne to see us. Lucy and Dora and Charle.s were born
in China. 1 was born in America, and Mr. .Anagnos was
born in Greece. Mr. Drew says little girls iu China
can not falk on their fmgers, but | ihinU when | go to
China I will teach them. Chinese nurse carne lo see me;
hcr fiame was Asin.  She showed me a liny atze that
very rich ladies in China wear, because their feet never
grow large. .Amah means a nurse. We carne home in
horse-cars, because it was Sundav, and steam-cars do
not go often ou Sundav. Conduclors .and engineers do

get very tired and go home to rest. | saw little Wlllie
Swan in lhc car, and he gave me a juicy pear. He was
six years oid. What did I dowhen | was six years oUl ?
Will yon picase ask my father to come to train to meet
teacher and me ? | am soiy sorry that Eva and licssie
are sick. 1 hoije | can have a nice )>arty my birllitla)’,
and | do want Catrie and Elhel, and I“rank and Helen
to come lo Alalmnia lo visit ntc.
With much love and ihotisand kisscs.
From your dear Httle daughter,

Iletky -A. K ku.kr.

When | Inst heard of little Helen, sbe was in hcr
own happy home, in the sunny South. There we
will leave her, with many wishes for her future wcl-
fare, and hopes that she may yet be gratificcl in
her great desire; “ | do want to learn much about
everything.”

Miss Sullivan says that it is a pleasurc to teach
so apt, so gentle and intclligcnt a pupil; but while
Helen is dependent upon others for all the les-
sons which the Eye and Ear schoolmistresses
have failed to teach hcr, docs she not give the
world, in rcturn, a vcry wonderful and beautifui
lesson ?

I think that oid and young alike may learn
much from the dailv life of little Helen Kcller.

A LAS'S* t'ARTY.
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SUMMER VACATION ALONG THE CORAL-REEFS OF SOUTHERN FLORIDA.

By Charles Frederick. Holder.

Chapter IX.
For an instant Tom was lost to sight. but he
soon reappearcd, ropo in hand, now under water
and now above, rushing at raihvay speecl behind
his strange steed, which was plowing along and
snorting like a grampus.
* Hang on, Tom ; don’t let go!
boys.
Tom,

shou’teJd the
“We 'll pick you up.”

who was an exccllent swimmer, soon
placed himself upon the surface and enjoyed the
sport, an occaslonal cheer testifying that he was
all right. The boys at once put out the oars, but
thoufh they gave way with a will, they wei-e quickly
left far behind. The big fish was headed toward
the shoal and the Professor, seeing that it woukl
probably turn, tried to head it off. Tom occa-
sionally attcrapted to check his mad charger by
striking the bottom with his feet and holding back,
but his efforts werc iiseless; he was dragged ahead
again and, when the fish turned suddenly, it be-
came evident that he must either catch hokl of the
boat or abandon his prize.

“ Catch the boat as you go by,” shouted Bob.

On they came. The shark went faster still as
he saw the boat, which was now moving in the
same direction. A few moments more and Tom
was alongside, four or five strong arms haulcd
him aboard, and the Professor, who was in the
iDow, took lhe line (to which Tom still clung) and
made it fast. . .

All hands now hauled on the line and the boat
was soon directly over the big fish. After so
brave a fight, he was bcginning to show signs of
fatigue. The Professor sent his grains into the
shark’s head, and with a few sturdy splashes the
monster finally gave up the struggle and was soon

towed to the beach, dead. N _
“ Well,” said Tom as he leaped ashore, “ that s
the qucerest ride | ever had. W hat a story to tell

the fcllows at home !'— eh, boys?”

The shark was found to be ten fcct six mches
long, and the Professor, cutting opon the stomach,
showed that it containccl sca-wecd, holothui ians,
and the rcmains nf sea-urchins.

“ It is too sluggish to catch fish,” the Professor

explained, “ and prefers to root for food, as the
pigs do.”

Leaving the shark to the crabs, mtendmg to
return at another time to secure the curious hingc-
shaped jaw, the boats pulled for the fott, where
they arrived in good time.

Next morning, with plenty of bait aboard, the\
pushecl for the fishing grounds near Sand Key,
Nearing the middle buoy, the boat roundcd to.
the killock was dropped, the sprit unshipped, and
then the mast, also, and soon all hands were readi
for fishing. The lines werc soraewhat smaller
than cod-lines, but very strong, the sinkcr being on
the cnd and the hook about four to six inches from
itt. Tom Derby had his line over first, and con-
sequently was the first to lose his bait. Then
Douglas gave hisline a tremendous jcrk and said.
* Heigh-ho ! 1 've caught something!”

The fish tugged and so did Douglas. At last.
winding the line around his wrist, he managed ti
start the fish, and, after a splendid fight, fliing his
“ catch ” into the boat. It proved to be a reddisli
brown and yellow fish, with an enormous open
mouth.

“ A grouper,” announced Professor Howard.
“That's a good catch, Douglas, and worth the

~Before the grouper— a member of the Perdi
family — was off tho hook, Vail had another, and
then the hites camc thick and fast. Soon lioli
Carrington was hauling in, hand over hand. 1
must have caught a ball of cord,” he said.

There was no pulling; the fish came in as a
dead-weight, and in a moment Bob had drawn up
and lifted into the boat something that looked
precisely like a porcupine and was quite as large.

“ Hev, don’t put him near me,” cried Ramscy.
drawing up his legs.

“ What is it?” said Raymond.

“ Is he dcad?” asked Eaton.

“ It 's a porcupine fish— the Diodon,”
Professor Howard, “ and a big fellow, too.”

The boys danced around in a lively manner &
kcep out of the prickly fellow’s way.

* Good gracious, he ’'s growing
nounced Tom. “ Give him room !”

said

larger,” an-
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Indeed, the fish was sweiling, and in a few min-
utes was much larger, and as round as a ball.

* He 'd be a nice customer to meet if you were
in swimming,” said Bob.

Liidlnw now landed a beautiful fish with silvery
sides and yellow fins. The Professor said it was
sometimes called a “ yellow-tail.”

Soon Raymond flung into the boat a hideous-
looking brown fish. “ Wcll, he 'sabeauty !” cried
Bob, inspccting the nesv-comecr.

“ That 's a jew-fish,” said Profcssor Howard.
“ And if you hook another, see that it does n’t
puli you overboard. Sometimes they are very
large.”

The fishing went on with the best possiblc luck
until, suddenly, Ramscy fclt a quick tug on his
line, and, hauling up, found that both hook and
sinker had disappeared.

“ That is the work of sharks,” Profcssor Howard

deciared, “ You may as well haul up now, for
they will take all your hooks and di-ive the other
fish away.”

The lines were drawn up, the sail shaken out,
and they were soon drifting down the channcl.

* What a queer cloud that is,” said Bob, point-
ing to the wecst.

It was a low, black cloud, towai‘'d which an arm
seemed rcaching up from the water.

“ It ’'s a water-spout,” said the Professor, “ and
there 's another ahcad of us. Sec how it creeps
down and joins the coluinn that mccts it from be-
low. There they go!”

The two columns had formed and were moving
aiong to the cast, dead ahcad, Thcn one crossed
the bows of the boat, and the boys could hear its
roar as it passed thcm, its uppcr end lost in the
clouds. It was soon gone, and thcy were propor-
tion.ately relieved, for, as Douglas said, “ it
would n't do us any good to have too closc an ac-
quaintancc with that fellow.”

As they ncarcd the North Ke\-, Long John carne
alongside in the dinghy and informcd them that
they were over somo excellent fishing-grounds.

He had but made the statemcnt when, as if in
proof, a school of mullcts jumped from the water
directly ahcad, followed by a monstev fish that
cvidently landed among thcm all, judging from
ihc subscquent confusion.

“ It 'sabavracuda,” said Long John, in a hoarse
whisper, picking up his grains and signaling the
boys to stop. The boys backcd water, and in a few
momcnts were rcwardcd by an cxbibition of the
biiatman’s skill with the grains. He turncd the
dingby’s bow so as to have the sun in the fisb’s
cycs, and, throwing ovcr some fifteen feet of a
line with a white rag attached at the end, he sculled
slowly and noisclessly ahead with his left hand,

while in his right he balanccd the long and slen-
der spear. Kol a motion did he make, but stood
so still and rigid that he and the boat seemed one.

He had moved along in this way almost a hun-
dred yards, when he suddenly ceasecl sculling, and
raising the spear with both hands, he hurled it in
a graceful cui-vc some twenty feet astern. As it
left his hands, he pulled in the oar with a jerk,
threw over tbe coil of line attached to the grains,
and made ready for the struggle. For the big
fish, having sighted the rag .-ind followcd it out of
curiosity, was well caught. As the grains struck,
the handlc carne from Ihc socket, and off darted
the barracuda, making the line whistlc through the
water and the foam flvin a manner that showed
he was a game fish.

The boys bent to their oars and were soon near
the dinghy. Itw.asdancing around in the liveliest
fashion. Now the fish would davt undcr the boat,
bringing the rail down to the water’s edge, and
then, as suddenly, would loap high in air, trying hy
convulsive shocks to rid himself of the cruel Steel.
Butalltonopui |xisc. Longjohn played the line with
a master-hand, slackening «flien the rushes were
too violent, and taking in the slack when the line
relaxcd. Finally, when the boys thought lie must
be entirely worn out by his excrtions, Long John
rapidly hauled in the line as the fish carne toward
him with a rush, and with a sudden dcxterous
twist threw it ovcr the fore rowlock. Almost be-
fare they knew it, the fish was hard and fast along-
side, held in place by the line and only able to
move ahead with the boat, which he did vigor-
ously. Long John now put out his oar and, by
stcering with it, caused the fish to move them
toward the Key. Hewas literally making the big
fish tow him ashore, and this skillful complction
of the capture causcd shouts of admiration from
the boys, who wcrc pulling after him. Before
many minutes the two boats together ran upon the
white beach of the Key. Long John took a turn
with the grains-line around his wrists, and with a
quick jerk landed the big barracuda and Icft liiin
fioundering upon the sandy shore.

Chaptlr X.

“ W hat a noble c.itcli he is!” s.aid Douglas, as
the boys gathered around Longjohn.

“ How fast do you think thcy wcnt, Professor?”
asked \‘ail.

“ Weli, wc can only tell by comparison,” rcplicd
Professor Howard. “ The salmén travcls at a vate
reckoned at forty feet a second— or about half a
mile a minute. The barracada is evcn better fitted
for speed than the salmén, having a long, pointed
head, narrow, oval body, powcrful and rakish-
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lookiug fins. Fro.n what we have just seen, |

should estimate that it could travel onc hundred
feet to the second, or considerably ovcr a milc a
minute.” , .o L

“ Well, he 's a gamer fish than the tiout, isnt
he?” said Tom.

“ Oh yes!” rcplied the Professor. Uavra-
cuda-fishing heads tbc list of hand-fishing sports
and requires an amount of skill and patiencc tha
but few fishcrmen posscss.”

After Long John bad put an cnd to the hsh,
cleancd it, and stowed it away under a piece of
sai!, the party started over the beach to explore
what they could of the island, part of which ivas
evidently under the water.

“ North Key,” said the Professor, emay be con-
sidered the last of the chain of islands in the waters

of the Florida Rcef. There is, as you see, no man-

ffrovc growth here — owing, perhaps, to the strong
winds which prcvent the seeds from taking root,
and, besides, the winter northers sweep the ridgc
raised by the summer trades, and leve! it so that
for several months in the year it is entircly under
svater.” ,

A few mornings after this excursion, the expe-
dicion under Long John’s guidancc was rnaking a
run across to East Key, some eight miles from the
fort. The morning was delightful. The sky was
richly tinted with crimson from the nsing sun
that seemed reflected everywheve. Shoals of fishes
spranv from the water. Dark-hucd rays darted
aside in graceful curves, the musical cry of the
laughing-gull sounded above, and every living
thing seemed enjoying the beautifui morning.

Thcy rapidlv crossed the channcl, by Sand and
Middlc Keys,'and in an hour were on the great
reef that surrounded East Key. The wmd had
died away entirely, and a dcad calm left the sails
hanging straight and lifcless.

“ Well ” said Professor Howard, |
wc shall have to puli for it.
three miles to the Key,

m afraid
But it’s only about
and, by workmg slowly
along, we may pick up some fine spccimens.
Long John, who was sculling IThe dmghy along-
side, kept pace with tbc larger boat, and his
watchful evc saw many a choice specimcn that
thcir inexpericnced eycs would liavc overlooked,
The water was about fifteen feet deep and so clear
that the smallcst shells could easily be seen from
above as the boats drifted leismcly along.

“ Sec thcsc angel-fishes.

How like they are to
birds,” said Professor

Howard, pointing to a
number of them gliding in and out among the
coral branches, *“ They sweep down, a score at a
time, as if ihev wcrc a flock of birds-of-paiadisc,

and there is a parrot-fish - a Scarus. Steady a

moment!”

The boat stopped, and the boys saiv a large blue
and green fish colored like a peacock risc from the
lower edge of the coral branches, evidently feed-
ing from thcm.

“ He is breaking off the tips of the coral, said
net Exactlv,” said the Professor. “ He belongs
to a coral-¢,ating family, and that is just «hat 1
wished you to sec. He has jaws of sohd enamel
cspecially adaptcd for the purpose.”

The parrot-fish, when captured, strugglcd val-
iantly, his brilliant colors flashing in the sun, nnd
his beautifui eycs were fixed upon them, appar-
entlybcgging for pity.

“ Il seems too bad to kill this beautifui creature,
said Douglas.

“ But one may be spared for a specimen, said
the Professor, preparing the fatal alcohol. Then
he showed the boys how wondei fully the saws ol
the scarus were adapted for grinding coral. The
teeth, thcy noticcd, were incorporated with the
bone, and grew crowdcd togethcr in groups of
five. The Jaws worked backward and forward.
and for this reason the Romans thought it a fisli
thaichewed a cud. The fish, at that time, wa=
in great demand for the tablc, and was thought to
possess powers of speech, and to be able to reléase
its friends from neis.

“ No wonder they are named after the parrof,
said Vail; “ they are like thcm in color and 1
bcak.” ., TY 1

“ There goes a beautifui fish,” said Douglas.
pointing to a yellow one with blue stripcs and a
black spot 011 fes tail.

“ It js onc of the Chtctodons,” said Professor
Howard m“ thev are so evenly balanced that it u
dtfticult to distinguish the heads from tbc tails.
Thcv are coinmonly called * four-eyes.”™

“ It 's a good namc for thcm,” said Ramset.
having hurled his grains incffectually.
too keen-sightcd to be caught.”

Here a shout from Long John, who had sciillcd
ahead, drew their attention, and puihng up to him
they found that he had seen a vare shell 1
“ aticen conch” or Cassis. It lay at the bottom
ofa shelvingbank among some large shrub-corah.
The "Teat matted raollusk seemed almost olcphan-
tiie "as it glidcd along the smooth surface, it=
large proboscis, like the trunk of an elephant, ev-
tending far before it. lis mound-likc shell secmcr
covered with a chcckcved cloth ; and, indeed, this
is the sobcrcst part of the Cassis, the gorgeous col-
orings bcing upon the under surface or shiclcl-Hke
face which drags over the mud.

Tom Derby, who stood on the borvs of the do.
swaying to and fro, suddenly tumbled ovcr in.o

the gulf. As the ripples clcared the boys could

“ They are



see him far below, peering cautiously among the
coral branchcs. Bob Carrington plungccl in after
him, and soon both boys had deposited the great
conch jll triumpli into the boat. It proved a grand
specimen for the aquarium. The great conches,
whcn in the cabinct or on tho mantel, are hand-
some ; but thcy are perfect inarvels of beautiful
coloring when first taken from the watci'.

He began to prepare for camping without dclay.
As thcy shoved ashorc, innumerable bright-colorcd
crabs wcrc seen to run up the bcach and sutlclenly
disappcar.

“ Spirit-crabs 1” .announced the Professor; but
it seemed an inappropriate fiame for these singu-
lar, square-bodied creaturcs, which were of the
same color as the surrounding sand, into which

THE riBKOT.PISM

Thus drifting along, the boats soon reached the
island — the coral-bcd, over which they had been
passing, coming to a sudden cnd a luinclrcd yards
from che beach and giving place to a clcar, pcarly,
sandy bottom.

“ Give way with a willl” said the Professor,
clapping his hands. The oars bent in the water
and, with a rush, the boat was sent high 01l shorc,
where all speedily hauled hcr above high-watcr
raark. Long John took out the sails to rig igi a
tent, the hamper and the frying-pan followed after.

thcy burrow quickly, sallying out by hundreds,
when danger is past, to feed on «hatcvcr iswashcd
ashore.

Tom had heard a story of soinc pirates’ gohl
being buried on East Key long ago, and his curi-
osity was rotised,

I bclicve 1°lIl take a look for that gold,” he
said.

“ We must all go, then,” said the Professor,
laughing and setting off at a run. As the near-
cstway to the east shore was through the brush,



they ran toward an opening, and struck into it in

Indian file at a slowcr pace. The bushes were

low and thickly tanglcd, and it proved hard work
to push through. Hermit-crabs hung on the
branches and the sand was so undcrmmed by
land-crabs that the waiking was unccrtain.

“ Here 's an opening,” cried Eaton, and, with
much satisfaction, they were just about to pass
through when, with a great rustling, seven or eight
large flamingoes rose in air justbefore thcm. Tom,
with ever-ready gun, blazcd away at thcm, and
brought one down; it fell like a rocket-stick on
Bob’s head.
that its wing was broken, and Bob found it 110 mean
antagonist, receiving scveral hard blows from its
blunt bill before he could grasp the snake-liRe
neck. Finally, however, he securecl the bird by
the neck and legs, and the party moved on to tho

~eficK*

. . . j i
“ Don’t flamingoes build nests like mouncls.
inquired Woodbury. , ,
“ Yes,” replied Profcssor Howard, thcy mase

a high nest, like a column, and stand ovcr it when
laying.”

As thcy carne upon the beach Professor How-
ard shaking the mangrove-leaves from bis coat,
said, with a laugh, “ Noiv, Tom, here is a half-
mile of sand lo turn ovcr. If you expect to find
the pirates’gold before night, you 'd better begm,’

Tom tliought tbc prospects scarcely promismg.
I guess 1'drathcr take a swim,” he said.

This suited the rest, also.
iust rowed around
on the beach,

Long John, who had
in his dinghy, hauled it up
and he and the Professor threw
thcmselves on the sand, while the boys went mto
the water. The beach shoaled off here, as on the
other side, with a hard coral bottom, coming to
the living coral about a hundred fect off shore.
All the boys had become expcrt divers from con-
tinued practice, and now arranged themsclves m a
row, four or five feet distant from onc another, m
order to sec which of the party could swim farthest
under water.

“ Are you ready ?” said the Professor.

“ All ready, sir,” they replied.

“ Wcll, then,— go!” he callcd; and at the
word “ go,” the row of boys disappeared beneath
the blue waters in a siraultancous dive. Half a
minute brougln most of the swimmers to the sur-
face for brcath, but Tom Dcrby, Vail, Woodbury,
and Eaton, still kept undcr. Fully thirty seconds
after the other three boys carne to the surface,
Tom'’s head appearcd quite near to the coral bclt.
His victory wns hailcd with chcers, but instead of
striking out for shore he gave a terrible scream,
for an instant seemed trying to tear something
from his body, and then sank out of sight.

As Tom disappearcd beneath the wavcs, the
boys, spcedily rccovering from their first surprise
and fright, struck out in a bod>' for the scenc of
danger. But Long John and the Professor were
already in the dinghy, and with a few powcrful
strokes passed the swimmers and reached the spot
just as Tom appearcd at the surfacc.

“ A man-o’-war stung him!” exclaimed Long
John.

“ Keep back, boys!” cricd Professor Howard,

Long John lifted the apparently lifclcss boch’ mto

the boat.

Poor Tom

presented a terrible appcarance.
Upon his arms and the upper part of his body a
blue jelly-like massof tentacles had fastened thcni-
selves, and seemed eating into the fiesh.

Long John scized the boat-sponge and rubbcd
off tbe slimy mass, while the Professor forccd a
restorative down Tom'’s throat. The greater part
of the blue slimc was soon washed off, and thcn
Long John, taking his knife, scrapcd Ihc skin as
hard as he dared. A bottle of oil was poured over
the poisoncd parts and brought much relicf to
Tom, who began to show signs of retiirnmg coii-
sciousness.

An hour later, as he lay on the shore, undcr
the shade of the mangroves, wcak but compava-
tively comfortable, he said, in reply to a queslion
from Long John:

“ | carne up right under it.
fallen into the fire.

o

1 felt as if 1 h.rfl

And then I must have faintccl
away.

You'rcall right now, though,” said Longjohn.

“You'll recover from it.

1 was caught in tlu

same way mysclf once.”

“ Here 's what did it, Tom,” said Bob Carnng-
ton holdingup aslick upon which hung something
that looked like a bubblc attached to a long mass
of blue streamers.

“ W hat is it, Profcssor?” Tom asked.

“ It is the Physalia, or Portugucsc man-o’-war,”
replied the Professor, “ It is one nf tlic most
beautiful of all marine animals, and at the same
time, as you can testify, Tom, one of the most
dangcrous. It is a mere bubble that floats on tlu.'
water, dragging thcsc tentacles after it. They are
covered with minute cclls, and ivhen touchcd thro«
out mulions of barbcd darts, carrying with thcm
the blue poison which, as )'OU see,
poor Tom’s arms as with a net-work.”

“Why do thcy cali thcm ‘men-o’-war,” Profcs-
sor?” Woodbury inquired.

“ Because this membrane on the top can be
spread out by the animal, and, when

has covcrci
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catches it, the Physalia bowls along like a inan-o’-
war under full sail,” the Piofessor explained.

“ Sorae men-o’-war blow up,” said Long John,
“ and so does this!” and giving the Physalia a
blow, he exploded Tom’s uncoinfortnblc assailant,
which burst with a loud rcpoit.

“ Those tentacles into which Tom ran,” con-
tinucd the Professor, “ can be lengthenecl ordrawn
up at will.  They are the fishing-lines of the ani-
mal, Whcn a fish touches them he is killed as b)-
an elcctric shock, and then hauled in among the
tentacics ncarer the body and absorbed.”

They sat for a long time in the shadow of the
inangrovcs, discussing the Physalia and othcr
curious and kindrecl forms, until Long John told
them that the night camp was ready. By this
time Tom being able to walk without help (though
he carried the marks of his singular encountcr
for fully a year after), the wholc party left for
the camp, where an excelleiit supper of turtic
meat, gull’'s eggs, and fricd grouper awaiicd
thecm. After watching the rich tropical sunset,
the mainsails and forcsails werc unshipped with
the masts, and hung ovcr the bushes for a shelter,
as they had concluded to pass the night on the
Key. Before this impromptu tent had been ar-
ranged, it was eight o’clock. It was a fine night,
and a slight brecze rollcd gentlc waves upon the
sands with a musical intonation.

The party wcro strctched on the bcach, which
ivas still warm ivith the sun’srays, ivhcn the curious
nppcarance of the water attracted thcir attention.
W hercver a wave broke, or threw off its pearls
nf spray, the water, as if by magic, assumed a
ghostly, cream-like tint; and as the night grew
darkcr the entire sea glowcd with a moving, goldcn
light. Waves of fire broke upon the bcach, drops
of ligtiid fiame hung upon the bits of coral or
drippccl from them like strcams of molten lava,

“ There is an uncommon sight,” said Profcssor
Hoivard, rising and walking toward the water.

Soon the whole party was wading in what seemed
tobe a gleaming sea of fire that fairly blazcd at
cverystcp; and,asthcy walked along, splashingthe
water right and left, the cffect was indescribable.

Professor Howard now proposecl that they row
oiitto study this phcnomenon, The rowbnat ivas
shoved off, and, jumping aboard, they pulled out-
ivard through a blaze of fire that, with evcry tlip
ofthe oars, socmecd, as Vail said, “ to light up tho
sea all around.”

Taking a tail spccimcn-glass, Professor Howard
filled it from the sea of fire, and placed it on a
thwart ivherc all could sce it.

“ Now you can scc what makes ihc light,” he
said, pointing out numbers of round animalcula;.
“ Thcy are minute jelly-fishcs called Noctiluca;

the iiglu probably comes from a fatty substance
they secrete. See how the light changes. Some-
times you catch a bluc or yellow glcam, and then
it deepcns to a rich grcen.”

“ Herc is something that looks Uke a rcd-hot
moon,” said Woodbury, who was leaning ovcr the
side. The boat had now dvifted out ovcr the coral
into thirtyfcctofivatei; and, following Woodbury’s
gesture, thei’ saw a most beautiful objcct. Far
below them appeared an oblong body of the most
vivid brightncss. Now it seemed to gloiv ivith a
goldcn yellow, and then it changcd to bluc, orange,
and white. So powcrful was the light that for
many feet around a bright halo lighted up the
water. The boys were spcechlcss with aclmira-
tiii. The object was slowly coming ncarcr; a
school of sarchnes darted by like shaclowy ghosts,
their delicate forms showing almost as clearly as
ifin the noonday sun.

Professor Howard broke the siirpriscd silence of
his pupils, “ Itis the I'yrosoina,” he said. Then,
carefully inserting his largc glass in the water, he
dextcrously caught the blazing animal and placed
it in the boat.

“ You nccd nogaswhen you have these lamps,”
said Hall, laughing. Indeed, the faces of all in
the boat were jliuminated as by a strong light,
and Eaton easily rcad a line or two from a ncws-
paper he had in hispockct and, passing it around,
enabled al! the group to say that thcy had read by
the light of an animal.

“ This Pyrosoma is in fact a colony of simple
ascidians,” said the Professor. “ It is made up of
thoiisands of animals allied rathcr to the ivorms
than to the mollusks. The colony or house is,
as you see, cylindcr-shapcd, and 6rdinarily movcs
in the direction toward which its dosed end is
pointed.”

This curiouslivingcylinder was some two inches
long, by four in circumferencc, and open at one
extremity, and the boys were greatly intercsted in
the Professor’s cxplanaiion of the structure of so
singular a light-housc of the sea.

The boat slowly driftcd to shoal water again,
and now the scene below thcm ivas still more ani-
inated. Herc a small Pyrosoma ivas moving about
in a basin formcd of leaf and branch corais, throw-
ing a beautiful light among the branchcs, lighting
up the homes of the Zo6phytcs. and making the
fishcs cast dark shadoivs. Scorcs of delicate ~fe-
ciuscc moved up and down, nr in and out, with as
many diffcrent motions, cach gleaming with a sub-
ductl, stcady light.

“ Thcy are like satcllites revolving around a
larger planet, are thcy not?” said the Professor.
“ They may well be called the light-houscs of the
sea, as one of yon suggested.”
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“ The bottom of the ocean looks as if it were a
view through some wonderful kaleidpscopc, sa
Ramscy. )y i; .,_ r

“ But what is that? ” inquired Ludlow, poin g
toward an irregular piecc of brilhancx, resting
the sand.

;a orr.rf.ssor
“ Touch it with the

n

lo glow with fresh vigor.
“ Why, itis a gorgonia— a sca-fan,

the
fessor announced.

“ 1 have read that they were
phosphorcscent, but have nevcr observed it.
Taking the grains from Carrington, he struck
at the root of the gorgonia, and wrcnched it fram
the bottom. Then, bringing
held it where they could see and admire tire r.dh
goldcn-grcen light it gave out. Th S S

n

a. .h=to tovcd .o and

yellow”™ bi~varimis shades, followed
suifaces at every moment.

(Tn SOMe heads of poriies, a kind of coral, several

statjonary spotswcrc observed which Profcs-

thought might come froin the Pholas,

a borinesivaive, and said to be a light-givcr.

And thus, surrounded by these wonderful crea-

watch by the light

luminously,

of the Pyrosoma
W hy, |

that still

glowed declare, boys, it

is
Hvelvc o’clock. W <C must return to our cam p -

such as it is. Puli for our “tent on the beach.

The boat was manncd and tbe boys bent to

thcir oars, rowing their coui-se silently through a

, making.
xhey wcrc soon ashore, the Ught-givcrs were laid
nn »d, not
n n J fast aslecp and
dcd. i, .ha open a,r.

( To be continued.)

A STRANGE N I G

TORY of NORTHF.RN

By D.-vvid

“ Safe atlast!”
So fcrvently were the words pronounced that
one might wcll have expcctccl to scc the
uttered them dragging hirasclf upon a rock out ofa
ramng sea, spurring his faint.ng horse mto ab.oad
lake just as the hot, stitling smoke of the bmn-
in- prairie carne sweeping around thcm, "
bvéathlcss through the gatewayofan
to which he had been huntcd by a score of yolimg
Afghan robbers. But,
was alighting from a mud-splashcd dak gharn
(post-chaisc) at the door of a handsome country
house in one of the hill-districts of Northern Indim
However, Mr. Ticmmec»
sooak as he did.

had good rcason to
Naturally a very nervous man
and quite unused to Eastcrn travchng, he lookcd
upon all India as one grcat menagcnc, witli a
“ ravcning tigcr” crouching behind every trec,
and a boa-constrictor, as long as a ship s cable,
hidden in every thickct. To add to h.s troub es
he had just been staying with an oid Enghsl

colonel, of the — th Bengal Nativo

Infantry, who
Ss

himself so fond of shooting that it nevcr

HT-WATC HMAN.

INDIA.

Ker.

occurred to him that another might not care so
much fov the sport.

Accordingly, poor Mr. Trcmmcll was marche.l
out, night after «ight, into the most dangcrous
parts ofthejungle, and kept standing thcre in p iel
d.avkness, with his boots full of ants, and half ,i
dozcn big thorns running into him, expecting ever;
moment to be gobblcd up at one mouthful by a
tigei-, or a bear. or trampled by a wild elephant or
somc other horrible creature, the very namc ot

which made him shiver. At last, after a weelc ol

this torture, he felt that he must escape oi die, -
hastily thanking the coloncl for u mostdehg
visit,” he tvavcled as fast as he coukl 8°. «
house of another friend, a day’s journcy fartho
north. This friend, being n missiona.T,

likely to have cithcv time or inclination for huntin,

" 'All'nTghtlong our unlucky hero was jolted and
bumpcd from side to side, as his rickety

rumbled and tumbled along the I™'cak-neck n oun
tain roads. which (as any one who has tried

will admit) providc uncommonly vough traveii g-



But when he carne up to the Mission Housc, a
uttlc after sunrise, all his troublcs were forgottcn
in the joyful prospectof being fur a while perfectly
sccure. The Rev. Titus J. Romer and his three
bright-eyed boys carne out to welcomc their guest,
and marchecl him in to a very plentiful “ chota
hazri” (littie breakfast), to which the gucst, relieved
from all fear that he himself might furnish a break-
fastfor some hungry young tiger, did ampie justice.

And what a delightful place the Mission House
was! The three or four enormous palms, that
overshadowed its low roof, kept it cool and com-
fortable, even under the burning heat of an Indian
sun, while ciése to the door a tiny river went dan-
cing and sparkling inthe sunlight, seeming to make
everything fresh and green as it rippled on. Closc
to the water's edge, ngroup of slim, brown, sharp-
featured Hindus, in white turbans and cotton trou-
sers, were smoking their long pipes beneath the
shade of a broad-leaved banana palm. All along
both bunks of the river great clumps of feathery
bainboos, slender and elastic as monster fishing-
poles, rose fifty feet and more into the air.

The housc stodd upon high ground, and from
his comfortalile rocking-chair in its broad, shady
veranda, Mr. Tremmcl! had a splendid vicw.
Miles atvay to the south loomcd the grim, gloomy
hills over which he had bcen struggling all night.
Around him stretched a vast green plain, in the
center of which the white, (lat-roofcd houses of
the little district-town peeped through a mass of
dark, glossy Icaves. High over all towered .along
tho noithern sky a mighty w.all of piirplc moun-
tains. Above these glittcrcd, like frostcd silver, the
eternal snows of the Himalayas.

“ This ts something like ! ” muttered Mr. Trcm-
raell that night, as he lay down to siccp in a cool,
well-aired bedroom looking out upon the river.
“ Here, at least, | sh.all have a chance of being
quiet, instead of having the very life worricd out of
me with that wretclied hunting: If tlial's to be
the way of it, one might ns wei! be the kecpcr of
a zoological garden; but, by good luck, hcrc
there are no tigers, no bears, no wild elephants,
and above all, no snakes!”

Poor Mr. Trcmmell! he was icjoicing too soon.
Scarccly had the word “ snakes"lcft his tongue,
when he caught sight of something moving upon
the floor. It glistened in a curious way, like Che
reflcction of a candle’s flame upon n wet window-

pane. A second glance “ brought his heart into
his mouth,” as he saw a hugc black-and-ycllow
snake, more than six feet long, gliding out from
undcr the bcd within a yard of the spot «here
he sat !

To say that Mr. Tremmcll was frightened would
be putting it mildly, indeed; for any sculptor in
search of a model for a statue of “ Horror ” would
have givcn all the money he had about him for one
glimpse of Mr, T.’s countenance at that moment.
So utterly was he scared that he sat stock-still,
with his head thrown back and his mouth wide
open, as if expecting the snake to jump right down
his throat — which, apparently, the snake miglu
easily have done without his stirring either hand or
foot to prevcnt it.

The serpent, on its part, seemed at aloss what to
m.ake of Ai/ii, and stared at him for some momecnts
without moving, till at last, as if tired of doing
nothing, it suddenly glided right toward him.
Then the spell was broken, and he sprang up with
a yell, compnrcd to which the whoop of an Indian
“ brave ” on the war-path woukl have bccn hardly
worth mention.

Thcrc was a clamor of voiccs, a tramp of hurry-
ing fect, and into the room burst Mr. Romer, his
three sons, and lialf a dozen HindU servants. Onc
moment of be«'ildcrmcent, and then carne laughter
that seemed to shake the «hole housc.

“ So sorry, my dear fcllo«’,” cried Mr. Romer;
“ 1 really ought to have told you. That ’'s our
pet snake, ‘Dickic.” He gocs about at night to
catch micc and things of ihat sort. He 's onc of
the kind they cali ‘ house-snakes.” Thcy are quite
harmless; and wc find him very usefui. Here,
Tom ! put Dickie out on tho veranda.”

The boy picked up tbe snake as coolly as if it
liad bcen a piece of ropc, and marched off with
Dickie hanging ovcr his arm like a shaw!.

“ 1 can’t tell yon how sorry | am th.at this
should have happened, Trcinmcli,” said the mis-
sionary. “ And | hopc it «'on’t spoil your visit,
I 'm sure.”

It did spoil it, however, for Mr. Trcmmcll was
50 thoroughly upset by his fright and the thought
of being laughed at by the boys («-ho scemccl to
think the «hole affair a capital joke) that he kft
the housc the very ncxt day, declaring that “ he
coukl stand anything in reason, but he cnu/d u't
stand a snake as a night-watchman.”
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mother goose son

By Harriet S.

nets

Mouuridue.

“ Tom, Tom, the Pipeds Son, S/o/c a pig and atoay

he run.”

H is father « as a man «'ho ustd lo pipe

A litlle lay upon a little flutc,

And, in his way. a man of some repute;
But Tom, poor bov, was ofa common lype,
A lawless lad, «e fear, for misclnef njie ;
And so one dav (the tale we can t dispute

Though we mightbe, 't is true, for
miite)

lom s sake,

He laid his hand with unrclenling gripe

Upon a pig. and then away he ran.
Kow listen to the moral ofthe tale:
Golden Tustitia overtook ihe lad,

And ate the pie;

while on our httle man

Fell blow on Wow, until his lusty wail
Made all the tender hearted feel ipule sad.

mJack and JUI mu/ np thchM tofctch a
pail ofivatcr.

AH, Tack it was, and « ith him httle Jill,
Ofthe same age and sir.e, a neighbor s
Who'ro! ab?eezy morning climbed the hill
To fetch down to the house a pailof water.
Jack put his best foot foremost on that

Vaulting ambition we have seen before —
He stepped too far,of course, and soon he lay
In the vile path, bis little crown so sore .
Tlic next act in the tragedy was played

Bv Till, «'hose eager foothold, too, « as brief.
Epitome of Ufe. that boy and maid

Together hopcd, togethcr carne to gnci.
And in thcir simple story lies concealed

The gcrm oflialf that 's pluckcd in liotion s field

'Hey, diddle, diddh. Un cal and ikcfiddU."
1. was a very funny sight to sec

Oid Tabliy plav ajolly dancing tune

Upon the violin onc afternoon j

In6oed, it nuite upset tlic world with glee.
You should have been there m the company,
To see compos'd Olcl Brindle o’er the moon
\-aalting so lightly. Then a stiffoid spoon
Abscomled with the gravy-dish. riglit free.
And how lhc dog did wag liis merry tail!
Nay. 'l is a fact, he burst mto f '«

F-,
And made the welkin

ring wilh his bright
'T wariong ago. and oh! 'l was such a galc
You caii'l expect me now lo tell you half,
But T would like again just such a lark.



There 7i7% ri man in our fo'on and he loas
-Qulrous vise."

There was a man whose wiscloin was iiiimeiise,
He was our ncighbor and we know liini well;
But afler I Uis story lo you tell,

I’erhal)s yon 'U think him quite devoid of sense,
And if you do I shali not lake offense. >)
This man was on a walk and jumping, fell

Into a sprawling hrainhle-liusli, [ielUniell.

He scralched out both his eyes, bul " accidenta
W ill happen,” and this fall was nothing more.
And now he had no eyes, but he liad sight |
The paradox, howe\*er, | Il explain :

'T was foresight that he had, and as bcfore.

He boldly made the fcarfid plungc again.

And, lo! Ihe next time lie came out all right.

"LilUe Miss Muffctsaion a iuffet
Kating ofeurds and vhev."

There ivas a maid, Miss MulTet was her naine,

.As maidens do, she lilced her curtis and whey;

And so. one sunny beautiful June day,

She sallied forth to eat thcm. What a shame! —
(Tliougli for what followed she was not toblame.)

She chose a spot wliere one would like to stay,

A mossy knoll, all dccketl in giecn array.

And then she said, ” | am so glad t came.” rJ
Into the luscious cup slie dipped her s]ioon,

A horrid spider crej)t from out his lair;

'*Oh! Oh!” shc scrcainedand ran away (Was | 0
5 wise?) /
Nor came shc back in all that aftevnoon ;

Though 'l was a spot assweet as it was fair,

Uut for llie spider’s Irail, a I'aratlisc 1

This Hule pig soeni to marhct. This
little pig slayeii at home."

A CF.RTAIH )iig one inorn lo market wenl.

He was a pig whosc lastc it was lo roain.

.\ brother pig, I wot of, staycd al home.

He, smoking i>y tke firc, foikiwed liis bent;

*Another pig was, | am surc, conloiit

To sup Ol swcets swccler than lionei'.comb,

On néctar made of cream whipped to a foam-,

Whilc to another naiiglit bul husks were sent.

Tlie fiflh pig in our history was onc

AVhn cried, “ Wee, wee | ” whatever was his fate,

Never did laugh and iic’er liad any fun.

«Alll well, il takes all sorts of pigs to make
world, and it lakes, too, cv'ry estate; —

Let ’'s dance our jig in lime, for pily's sake.

—
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AN

ARTIST'S GLIMPSE OF NORTHERN ARIZONA.

By F. S. DkiIlf-nbaugh.

WHILE in Paris, a_few ~ eipedition
Bpg§§mg iiiviuvuui» vv - s JJ to
to the northern part of Arizona, and dccided to
accompany him, both to scc the country and also
to studv the natives as material for piclures. 1 liad
an imp'ression, from a previous trip to this regién,
that therc was in it much that would be pictoria y
intcresting. My trunk was. therefore, carefully
packed for a long stay, and my color-box and can-
vascs were made ready.

AfteF a jeurAey ef tAree eF four wceks, |
stepped from the tram at Fort Wmg 4
México, where my friend’'s party was encampcd.
The change from the boulcvards to the wildei-
ness, it is perhaps necdless to say, was complete;
but I eujoyed the contrast, though tbc sand flew
before a blinding gale and the tents tugged at
their ropcs as if about to fly away. Aftcr some
wceks ijn the San Francisco mountains and tlie
Navajo country, I concludcd to visit the Moki
Towns, or the “ Province of Tusayan,” as the re-
gion was called by the early Spaniards. At first
1 had theught of spending my time at Zuni, whieh
was moreaccessible, but atlcngth 1 conc i
the very remotcness and isolation of the Moki
towns should determine me, for thcy were sure to
preserve more originality than the Pueblos, which
had known more than three ccntunes of contact
with Spaniards and Mcxicans.

| started, therefere, frem Fert Pefianee, the
Navajo Agency, on a buckboard, with a »
b, .helpc,, ,.,..€,,mgabou
Liuy aa « V.= A . r

of dcsert country oécupied entirely by Navajos,

arrived late one afternoon at a comfortable cstab-
lishmcent in a narrow canon. Three or fourspnngs
gushing from the rocks near by made an oasis m
the expanse of sterility. This was the tradmg-
post of Mr. Thomas Keam, and the only abode of
white men m this regiéon. Mr. Kcam cordially
wclcomcd me, and here a party was made up to
visit Ihc ncarcst Moki towns, some th.rtcen miles
away. Dcscending the canon we soon camc to
its opening, whcre the sandstonc walls brcak away
to north and to south, and emerged upon a sparsely
vcgctated rolling plain, trecless and ruggcd. To tlic
northwaid and wcstward itwas shut in by tall clifis
aliout six miles distant. To the southward .t was
bounded by an ominous line of black, volcante

solhKlistrardlt*xLndStrt to meet the blue

San Francisco mountains on the d.stanl honzon,

When we had advanced well into this plain wc
began to see Moki corn-ficlds, aud, as we dreiv
nearer to the mesa, or cliffs in the west, thesc corn-
ficlcls abouncled on every hand. Yet 1 could clis-
cover notvhere a sign of the habitations of the
pcople to whom thcy must belong. Presently, my
attention was directed to some irrcgulanties, just
discernible on tbe summit of the most promment
cull Hﬁi’, and I yvgs assured_ that thcse werc
the fii-st three towns of the PFBVIREE; BEARAY Fe:

spcctivcly the fiames of Tcwa,

Cichumoyi, and
Wolpi.

As wc carne nearer, wc could distinguisii
thcm more and more clearly, till at last thcy were
quite plain to our eyes. Even when we were ciése
to the base of the cliff, thcy appcared almost like
a continuation ofthe rugged, vertical rocks, though
the occasional shouts of children and the barking
of dogs carne down to us from those barren rocks,

sevenliundrcd feet above our heads.
Arriving at a sheltered nook among huge fallen
~ peach-orchard giew out of the

UuuwiliucCil», . oo - ™ ,
deep sand, we halted, and for a trifle bought from
the oid «ornan on guard all the peaches we could
cat, the trees being loaded «'ilh the npe fiuit.
Thcn for a time «'C reclincd in the shadc, takmg a

short rest preparatovy to making the asccnt.

The sand «as so decp that steppmg-stoncs liad
~N—oss whcere the trail led to the vertical

ﬁ%mgﬂl Utlla,g\ licights, and tliese led to a good
though stccp path, wrought diagonally upward
along the bectling face of the rocks. As wc
climbed, the horizon widcned andwidcned; bushes
in the vallc)’, the peach-Ilrees, the broken rocks,
dwindlcd to mere spccks. As far as the eye coulc
reach, aland of dcsolation, apparently boundless,
lay stretched out under the burning sun.

Lcagucs
away, the waves of civilization

are advancing
to«ard tbc valley, but wc heard no sound oi thcm
there. The life of another race and of annthci
time pcrvades the air— wc are out of the world.
Another language startles the ear, and curious
customs, familiar to this pcoplc for untokl ages,
surprise the sight.

Puffing witli tho excvtioii of chrabing the siccp
ascent, wc arrived at tlie summit and found Tcwa,



the first town, at our right. The entrance to the
house ofTom Polakika, aprominent Citizen, known
to us, was near. Polakika’s wife, a comely Tewa
woman, cordially invites us to enter, for these pco-
plc are hospitable and politc. Scarcely were we
seated in an inner room lighted by higli, small
Windows, adornad by green calicq cuttains, when
wviv. Polakika himself, a Moki gentleman, who had
travelecl even as far as California, returned from a
neighboring villagc and gave us hearty grceting,
at the same time hastening to set beforc us two
of his best watcrraelons.

After waiking out to Wolpi, which is perchad
on the extreme point of the narrow cliff or prom-
ontory,— tlie upper surface is nowhere more than
a hundred yards wide,— we returned to Tewa, and
Polakika’s wife escortcd us ovcr housctops and
up various ladders against the walls, that answer
for stairs, to show such quarters as | might occupy
during my contempiated sojourn in the pi-ovince.
Reaching a sort of balcony beforc the topmost
sti-ucture, she threwopen a smalldoorleading into
a room half-full of corn. The ceiling, or roof, was
so low that I coukl stand upright only between
the rafters; but, as thcre was a fireplace in one
cérner and a little window, and we were told the
place could be easily made clean for my use, |
engagcd the flat for five dollars a month, wood
and water included. As the wood comes from
several miles away, and the water is brought from
springs at the bottom of the cliff, the chargc did
not seem excessive.

By tbe middle of Octobcr 1 was settlcd in my
apartmcnt, thanks to the assistance of Mr. Keam,
who, sincc | knew neithcr the Moki fior the Na-
vajo language, and the Mokis speak no other,
kindly acted as interprctcr for me. Then he de-
partcd, leaving me to my own resources. My
Mormon helpcr had not bcen able to rcmain with
me, as had bccn planned, and | was left on the
mesa a lonely stranger among about six hundred
natives. | learned. however, ihat thcre was once
a white man who had lived in the next town fur
about five years, and who had been admittcd to
many of the religious orders.

It wasnot long before 1 discovered a grcat obsta-
ele to picture-making : the natives wcrc so supcr-
stitions that they rcgardcd my work as something
to be drcadcd and rcfuscd to pose for me. 1 was
obliged to content mysclf with making studics of
houses and inanimatc objects. As 1had to do my
own cooking, my time was fully occiipied from the
early morning, when my man Hoski who brought
my wood and water, burst through the door like a
thunderbolt, grinning at my sleepy surprise, till the
evening, whcn a curious group gave me the bencfit
of their society, and watched with grcat intercst

m>" mctliod of eating supper. Even from my ljal-
cony | coukl see over everything in front: and,
ascending several steps, | was at the very top of
all, wilh a view limited only by the distant cliffs
and the broad horizon. A more magnificcnt placo
in which to live coukl scarccly be imagincd. |
uscd often to sit in my loily pcrch and watch the
sunset fadc, piizzling over the mysterious figures
which slipped about in the twilight. The silence
was broken only by a shrill “ E-e-e-c-c” (the sing-
ing of the girls grinding meal in a neighboring
housc), or the “ Sho-0-0 1” ofsome belated wood-
carrier driving his long-eared beast of burden up
the trail.

W hcn darkness had fairly set in, as | have said,
a number of Moki men usually appeared for the
purpose Uf profiting by my supply of tobaceo, and
ofstudying my various occupations, cspccially my
writing, an accomplishment which filled them with
unconcealed admiration and envy.

One of these, a young fellow who could speak
a few words of English, seemed to be intclligent
and full of common sense, and it occurred to me
that, if I could separate him from his companions,
I might in some way prevail on him to pose for me.
Having found in common use for killing game a
weapon like an Aiistralian boomerang, called in
their language pn/ch-kohn, or throwing-stick, 1
thought the hurling of this implement would make
an interesting picture.

So | prcvailed on “ Mnse,” as | called him, to
go with me back to Mr. Kcam's trading-post; and
once thcre, | siretchcd a large canvas and drew
him on it, life-size. | admircd the young fellow’s
pluck in emancipating himself from the supcrsti-
tion of his race and congratulated mysclf upon
my success. But, alas! he soon carne to me re-
questing to go back to his homc in Cichumovi
for a clay, to attcnd a dance. Arvare of the use-
Icssness of trying to prevent his leaving, | con-
scntecl, paid him the amount agreed upon -and
that was the last | saw of him for months. To
make matters worsc and crush all hope of his ever
posing again, a friend, who mct him onc day 011
the plain, warnecl him, as a jokc, that 1 was on
his track with a shot-gun. He took the jest
seriously, and never vcnturccl in the cafién whilc
1 was thcre.

In the illustration he is seen in the act of throw-
ing the putch-kihu; behind him are the rcmains
of rvdned houses, of which there are many in the
countrv. ‘'I'nc Moki Buttes are seen at the left,
and the first mesa can be distingiiisliecl in the clis-
tance. Unlike the Australian cxpert, the Moki
has not lIcarned to cause the weapon to return.
The stick is cut out of the curve of an oak sapling,
is about two inchcs wide, a half-inch thick in tlie

i\



AN ARTIST'S glimpse

of NORTHERN ARIZONA.

A nOKI IHDIA.-J THROIYINC THE eUTCH-KOHU.

middle, nnd twenty-four inches long, It is more
ronvpnirntlv cirried than the bow, which is also in
use The stick is sometimes thrust through a
gircile at the waist, like a sword. Every shephercl
boy carries one, as he follows his flock across the

FKRN

plain, and is quick to shy it at any game he m.ay
encountcr m his day s ramblc.

Thcy aro an cxceedingly interesting race, and
their life and ceremomes contammuch that niight
well be studied by artists.

-SIvK D .

Hy HaRRIET I'’KESCOTT Spol'FORU.

Longing for such dclightful play,

Nan dropped hcr precious book, and mused
On that strange fern-scecl fairies used

That thcy might pass, in the okl day,
Invisibly upon thcir way.

She knew, of coursc, without a doubt,
That fcrn-seed made a mortal so
That he could come and he could go
Invisible to all about.

And no one ever find him out.

W hat pleasure she woukl take, for onc,
Thatfcrn-sccd found, Nan thought and sighed,-
Curls in a tanglc, shoes untied,

The baby frctting for sorae fun,

Lessons unlearned, and sums undone !

W hat made Nan start then, who can tell.
And think what pleasure she might take,
Werc there some fcrn-seed that could make,
By any sort of fairy spell,

Our faults invisible as well?



By F. H.

I WISH 1| coiild tell tliis story to you as it was
told to me, by the lightof a great log fire, making
cvcr-changingpicturcs on the rough walls around;
with ilic wind whistiing outsidc; the lo'v whinc of
the dogs and the flash from the lantern in the ref-
uge tower startling you suddenly every now and
then, as it startled us that night on the mountain;
with “ Tuik’s” skin beneath our fect, and his
pliotograph on the shelf above, liow real it
would be to you 1l And how it all comes back to
me now — the grim oid hospicc of Se. Bernard,
tbc quaint prints on the walls, the cager faces of
the group, and the fire-light. Thcsc surroundings
made the story vcry real; and before it was fin-
ishcd the young monk who rcpeated it buried his
face in his hands and shuddercd. This was /e
Pére Joseph Luisicr, the youngest and bravest of
all the brave monks of St. Bernard; and well he
may have shudclered, for he and a boy were the
only survivors of that terrible night. Turk saved
them, as Turk liad saved many another— Turk,
the beautiful, brave St. Bernard dog.

Away up among the higlicst mountains of
Swiizcrland there is a narrow defile, or opening in
the solid mass of rock, leading from northern
Italy to the Rhonc valley where the hills are cov-
ered witli vincyards and the ficlds ovcrflow with
corn and grain. For many ccnturics this pass has
been used by poor peasants, usiiaily kiborcrs on
foot who can not afford other mcans of Crossing
the mountains. Unprepared for tho difficulties of
a mountain climb, without much food, thinly ciad,
wretclied and ignorant, they start on a journey
which would lftcn end in death, save fot the char-
ity of a company of monks who devote their livcs
to saving travelers.

In tlic monastery situated at the higlicst point
of tlic pass are fifteen or twenty Augustine monks,
most of thcm under thirty years of age ; for aftcr
fifteen years of Service the severity of their dutics
compels them to descend to a milder climatc.
Their office is to receive and lodge strangers
“ without money and without pricc,” and to
rcndcr assistance to travelers in danger during
the snowy season, which here lasts about ninc
months. Thcy are aidcd by tho famous St. Ber-

Throop.

nard dogs, whose kcen sccnt enablcs them to dis-
cover travelers buried in the snow.

“ Have you ever heard of Turk ?” | askccl the
guide, a lank fellow iu blue blouse and bonnct,
who was strapping upon my mule’s back a heavy
woolen coat. He dropped the strap as | spoke
— his eyes filled with tears. “ | was two years at
the kennels, sir,” he answered. “ Turk and |
'vere confreres, and when he was gone 1could iiut
longer stay. | act as guide to show visitors ahniit
tlic place now and then. | can’t go far away, but
I can’t stay now Turk is no more. You know
the story, sir? No ? Well, they ’'ll tell it to you
therc,” and he pointed across the drcary wastc.

We pauscd ou our ivay, for a moment, at the
stone chalets, whcrc the monks make butter and
cheese for winter use— a truc Alpine dairy, fresh,
neat, and clean. Hcrc the road ends. We but-
toned our coats tightly and crossed the plain to
the dreary “ Valley of Death ” beyond. The
sun was obscured; tlic coid was intense. From
the great rocky basin in front of us thcrc seemed
no escape. | wondered how our guide could pick
his way. Any of the opening paths about us
looked surer than the rough, winding one he
cliose. As if answcring my thought, he fell bc-
hind the forward mulc he was leading, and pointed
ahead to a jaggcd opening far up the ravine.
“ That is our landmark. If we lose sight of the
furthcr crag we might be lost. That is where Na-
poledén, Crossing in 1800 with thirty thousand
men, nearly lost his life by the slipping of his
mulo on the vergc of the precipice. The mule fell
and was killcd. Napole6n was saved only by his
guide, who caught him by the coat; and right
hcrec, sir, is where they dismoiinted the cannon,
set thcm in the hollow trunks of trees, which half
of the soldiers dragged up the mountain, while
tlic other half carried the guns and luggage of
their comradcs. Those were good oid soldiers.

I wish thcy would come back .igain.” He spoke
impatiently. “ Ah, sir! 1 wish | could scc the
‘'vnrld !' i have never bccn beyond St. Fierre,

but I have crossed the pass to Aosta, and sonic
day | will go to Italy, if ever Napole6n passcs this
way again.” My heart was touchcd for this poor

o —
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peasant lad living all his life in the lonely valley,
with his hope for the future centered in the cxpcc-
tation that Napoleon’s army would
way again !”
of stones.

“ pass that
A little later we stopped by a heap
A wooden cross leanedfrom the center
and upon it was i'udcly cut the word “ furk.
“ 1 did that,” he said proudly. “ Turk is not
thcre, but the peasants ave. This is wlicre Turk
found tliem, and the vcurra* caught the monks .
Again 1 urged him to tcll the story, ijut he cle-
cUned as before. Evidently the subjcct was too
painful. “ I must watch the path,” he answcred.
On we went, over ruts and stumps of fallen trecs.
At last, hidden among great bowlders, we found
the pass, half chokcd with drifted snow

in the
middle of July !

W e crossed icy streams,— small
glaciers in their way, the frozen surface fivm while
water rushed beneath ; — scramblcd over broken
masses ofrock, hurled by some freak of nature from
the hcights above; and toiled up through ragged
defilcs. Before long, turning a bend in the gurge,
we saw the monastery of St. Bernard— a mass of
coid gray stone against the purple sky.

Unutterably lonely, wcird, desoiate among bare
rocks, ice-bound cataracts, and snow-crowncri
mountains— we were chilled from head to foot m
July.  What nnist it be in winter?
it appeared like some ruined chateau. Thcre were
beggars hanging on the outskirts, and paupere
gathercd about the archod doorway; young Ital-
ians with their packs on their backs; raountamcers
returned from the hunt, with guns and game-bags;
guides; young Englishmen “ tramping it” through
tlic Alps; and wandcrers like ourselves, all alike
welcomcd by the great glowing lantcrn which shed
its ravs far into the pass on lioth sides. | was not
astonished when tho young priest told me, later,
ihat often they have lodged six hundred strangers
in a night under that hospitable roof.

Le Pére Joscph Luisicr was in chargc; a young
man full of life and energy in every line of the
figure draped in the long black cassock.
courteously forward to meet us.

At nrst,

He camc

Had he bcecn a
polished m.an of the world, receiving gucsts m his

home, he could not have welcomed us more gra-
ciously ; and yet, as he did so, he had not an idea
where he should put us for the night, Asking us
to wait a moment, lie went away with a pcrplcxed
lotk, rubbing his chin. He soon returned, running
liMuly down the stone stairs, thrce steps at a time,
like a boy. This quick step was charactcristic,
as was also the laugh (the mcrriest | ever heard)
with which he explaincd his perpfexitics, It had
stormcd steadily for two days; visitors had stayed
on; more had arrived, and some Italian pricsts on
their way to Franco were spending a fcw days.
Every nook nnd cérner was full, but thesc priests

had offercd us their apartments, and would lodge
with the Brothers. Thus it was arranged, and we
found ourselves in the rooms of honor, ctimforta-
biy furnished, and with beautifui St. Bernard dog-
skin vugs 011 the floor. Thcy scnt us dry shoes
and clothing, offered us hot drmks, and right
royally rcceived the American sirangci-s.

After dinner the room was clcared, cxccpt for a
fcw of US around the flaming iogs, listening to riic
crackling of pinc-concs within and the roanng
wind outside, while Pcre Luisier told of thcir win-
ter life, the di-eariness of their lone vigils «lien
all the wayfarers are poor, the coid is intense,
the snow is at grcat dcpths, and ficrce storms are
ever threatening their strong monastery.

“ And ourdogs?— God blessthem ! W hy, willi-
out them we should be helpless, indeed.
the puppies, Jean.
myjewels.”

A figure moved from the dusky cérner opposite,
and | rccognizcd the admircr of Napoleon’s aniiy,
who returned in an instant with all the pride of a
fiill-blown soldier, boaiing in his arms a mass ol
down, which, upon being placed on the floor,
resolved itself into three grcat awkward puppies —
balls of ycllow and white fur that rolled about
hclplcssly in the confused firellght or balanced
themselves on most unsteacly legs,
dog followed closcly,

Let in
1 must show tlicsc Amcr.cans

1 lie mothcr-
a very intclligent animal,
with soft eycs and a gcntlc manner, crouching low

beside her master, or standing erect for servicc as
the cali dirccted.

“Wc have waitcd for your commg to namc
thecm, Jean,” said Pére Luisier, affectionately lay-
ing his hand on the boy's sleeve, “ if you hkc «v
will cali this fellow, ‘ Napole6n’'” (the boy’s idea
was not unknown, then, to Pere Luisier), and he
laughcd as he indicated a very round little pup
whose four paws were at that instant waving
heroicaily in spacc,-“ and that brown onc, the
boys ask to fiame ‘Lcon,’ after our good Father
Movton,— and this? ”

Tire pricbt lifted up the smallcst of the tlirce.
Although the youngest, he bore an air of detci-
mined couragc in his bright little eyes, The boy

hesitatecl.
“ Father

I wish you would cali him — can
him?” -

their eycs met. The boy’s Up tremlilcu.
and seizing little “ Turk,” he carried hnn from the
room. Pére Luisier rose abruptly.

“ The boy almost iinnevved me,” he said.
will return dircctly.” And gathering the rcraam-
ing puppies in his arms, he rctirecl, followed by
the majestic mothcr-dog. Presently he returned
loaded to the chin with firc-wood. “ Onc mus
not come cmpty-hnnded,” was his tcply, when «"
rcmonstrated because of its wcight. “ Tha

A «hirlwind ot ths Alps which suddenly toiscs imn.cnsc drifts ot snow.
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Jean has taken a great fancy to you, sir,"” he added.
“ He wants me to tell about Turk, and | must have
a good firchefore | begin, for it 'sacoid story at best.
This is Turk’s skin, sir. 1 keep it here beside the
logs wherc he liked best to stay when off duty,
and this is Iris photograph, and tliis, his collar.
Turk dicd in harness, as, pleasc tho Lord ! will 1.”

He crossed himself, threw more pinc-cones on
the firc, and bcgan the story :

“ It happened two winters ago, on a night when
the wind had taken down cvcry standing thing
about us, and only the hospice and monastery
remained. All day long | had heard the bowlders
rolling down the mountain-side; but the whirl of
snow was so blinding 1 coukl not see my hand
before my face. Still the sound was enough— 1
knew the rocks never fell alone, and | praycd God
there might be no travelers on the pass that night.
Each day we visit the ‘refugcs.” You perhaps
noticcd them, sir,— the stone huts along the pass.
Thcy are kcpt opcn during the winter, a bed in
each, a firc ready to light, food and brandy on the
shclf. Peasants ivlio reach one can wait in com-
paraiivc comfort till we come, and many aro the

poor souls ive find sheltered there. How do we

go? Siinply enough — priests and dogs, hand in
hand, as it were. First in line, one of tho dogs
leads, his ‘barrel’ attached to his collar, a coat

strapped on his back; a ropc from his collar
passing through the strap, is tied about the waist
of the first Brother, on to the next behind until all
are attached in line of march. Sometimes thcrc
are two, sometimes more, accorcling to the diffi-
culties of the weather. Heavy rubber-coats lincd
with fur, high boots, along spiked polcinthe hand,
an axe and shovel strapped across the back, sueh
is the uniform of a St. Bernard nionk on duty.
At daybreak we begin the descent, feeling ourway
stcp by stcp, often stopping to cut a path through
a bank of snow and ice; and should the dog in
front clisappcar, falling suddenly forward, we know
there is a dangerous crenasse ahcad, and, dragging
him out, we go on more cautiously.

“ On that day it was my morning off duty; |1
stayed in the library at work on my papers and
books; at noon the Piedmont party* returned;
about two, | heard the cali ofthe Valais men com-
ing up the pass; it was the ‘distress cry,” and we
all hastcneci to hclp them in with two poor fellows
that they had found in the first rcfuge. The
priests had becn told by thcm that they were
alone. But in the warmth of the fire, one began to
sob, confessing thcy had lied, and begging us to
save his brother. The truth w.as soon tokl, and
to our horror we fouud they wcrc two from a party

aifive, who had Icft St. Pierre the day before, and
been overtaken in the storm. There was no time
to be lost thcn,— no word ufrcproach was spoken
to the poor wretches who, to save themselvcs, had
concealed their comradcs’ fatc. Father Lcon and
I were the only men in the monastery who were
frcsh and unwearied. It was folly for the others to
talk ofjoining us, and they soon gave up the idea.
All the dogs liad been out often, too, and the day
had been unusually hard. We would not forcé
them out, but I went and stood a moment at the
kenncl door. Turk instantly jumped to my sidc,
running to and fro from his harness to my feet,
and | knew he was ready and willing to go. Jean
was here in those days, and when he found Turk
was going, he begged to be of the party; | refused
once and again, but be loved Turk like a human
brother, and there «as no keeping him back ; he
«mes a strong lad, knowing every foot of the pass.
So it was not in my heart to refuse him, on the
Lord’s errand, remembcring Ibe «-ork wc bad in
hand, there being only two of us for the thrco
below therc in the snow. Jean «as ready on the
instant. And outwe went into the blinding storm.
leaving the door just as the dock struck the half-
hour after two.

“ it was terrible. Turk led the way, plowing
alonglikesome greatengine; Ifollowed; Jean camc
next, and Pére Léonlast. W e sank knee-decp, con-
stantly lost our footing completdy in snow-drifts,
or found ouvselves about to fall into some chasm.
from which we hauled one another. Wc «ere
tlirec hours in rcaching sight of the first rcfuge.
There was no building to be seen, but we kncw the
direction, and turning off began to dig for our lives
into the great bank. The snow had ceased, the
air was clear and coid, darkncss had overtaken us
and wc were almost exhaustcd. Ah ! that «'as
cheerless work, digging our way into the little hut,
but ire were rewardcd at last; Jean’s shovd struck
the very door, and in a few minutes wc were fan-
ning into flame the smouldcring remains of the
morning’s fire.

“ To find the tiavelers, get them to the refugc
that night, give thcm the care which alone coukl
save their pooi half-frozen bodies— this was our one
thought. We waitedonlyto get someofthe nuinb-
ness out of our fect and hands, to rub up the lan-
terns, place a light on the bank outsidc, and thcn
were off again, this time evcn more cautiously than
before; for nowwe mustswingthe lantcrns far out
to either side, push the snow to right and Icft, and
begin that dreary search which in its eager inten-
sity can never be dcscribed— and, thank Heaven .
there are few who know it from experience!”

* The monastery siaiids on a heighl, bettveen Piedmont and Valai.s, canions of Italy and Switaerland, the bound.iry being markcd
by tlic nalional sbiclds, cut in the rocks.



Pére Luisier pausecl herc; his strong face iuokecl
gray in the firelight.

“Ah ! it is so hard to tell these things ; yet, if
the world knew more of what we suffer, it would
perhaps be more eager to send us tho help wc
so inuch need.* But, enough — we found them.
Turk tracked them from the hut by scent, follow-
mg back the steps of tho rcscucd ones, and not
far away they werc lying just under the snow.
One was past help. The othcr two wc carricd to
the refuge, and whcn morning camc they were
able to take their coffcc and start with the rest ofus.

“W e had gone perhaps amile, when we heard the
low rumbling and whirling of the wind among the
distant mountain pcaks. Turk, who wasin advance,
turned and slunk back, his tail between his legs,
his great head held low upon his shouldcrs. as 1
have never seen dog do bcfore or since ; he trem-
bled all over with fear, and neither by coaxing for
by threat could he be pcrsuaded into the defile be-

forc us. ‘Turk knows best,’said Jean, ‘let us go
back to the refuge while thcrc is time ! it may be
an avalanche — or — or something worse !’ None

of us dared to whispcr ‘a veurral’ but cach
silently thought of that terrible wind, which comes
sweeping down the mountains, whirling rocks and
earth, man and bcast into one horrible abyss,
and devastates the mountain as a cyclonc does the
plain. We made what hastewe could, but the noise
behind us grew in intcnsity, thundering from peak
to peak, and the air was full of sand and whirling
snow. In less time than | can tell it, we were
overtaken. 1 saw the peasants tlirow themselves
facedownward; | sawFathcr Lcon diopon his knees
in prayer; | saw Turkieap forward, throwing Jean
to the ground and himself on the form of his pros-
trate master. Then | saw no more, for the snow
blindcd me. 1 fclt myself lifted from my feet and
dashcd to carth, and then | knew the vcurra was
upon us ! Still I was not unconscious. | remein-
bcr wondering why we werc not borne away, as
was everything around us. | knew that | was con-
scious, and 1 knew that by some marvelous provi-
dence 1 had been saved from a horrible death. 1
tried to move, but I found myself lying under a
narrow lcdge of rock; the snow was packcd tightly
around me ; at each movcment 1 could feel it fall
more closcly about me, and | knew that unless |
lay perfeetly still 1 should be buried beyond hope
of reselle.

“ Asitwas, | believcd that life for me wasover—
they could nevcr lind me there. Dy some chance a
mass of snow had fallen, bcfore the vcurra struck
us, or at the same time, and | rcsigncd myself to

God’s mcrcy and to the death | had always cx-
pccted to ovcrtake me.

“ Atthe hospicc all was rcady. Tlic nightbefore,
prayers had becn said for ihose in distress; and as
day dawncd, five of the brothers prepared to meet
us on lhe passj but, before thcy had started, the
veiirra was seen, and all exit from the hospicc was
simply impossible. With agony they watched it
rise; at solemn mass they commended our souls to
Hcaven ; and as the whirlwind abaled ihey started
on their disinal quest for traces of the missing four.
For hours they continued their hopeless search ;
the refuge ivas uncoveied, the iviiid had swept the
pass clearer than it had been since ivintcr set in.
They found our breakfast bowls at the refuge, and
knew by the surrounding disorder that the iravcl-
ers had been found, and rcsiiscitated there; but
beyond there was no track fior trace of an)’ of the
party. Disheartened and discouraged they slowly
retraced their steps.

“ Suddenly thcrc ivas ashout! One of the party
had discovered a drop of blood ou the white sur-
face of the ground, then another, and yet another!
W hat could it be? they fairly ran up the pass,
guided by the blood drops in the snow, Not
many yards farther, they camc up with Turk, stag-
gcring inch by inch toward home. When he
saw thcm, he gave a joyful whinc — his mission
ivas fulfilled! Turk fcll exhnusted before them.
There was no time to stop; they placed a coat bc-
ncath him. and wcnt back again. It was casy to re-
trnce their steps now; easy, too, to find where the
red marks turned from the path in which thcy had
first seen them. Ah, how the dog had struggled to
save his mastcrs ! The round holc in a harmless
looking bank of snow ivas stained too — staincd for
many feet, in to its heart, where lay buried five hu-
man Uves. Half-ivay in thcy found Jean, his
clothes torn and ragged, showing that the dog had
altempted to drag him out. 1 heaid them work-
ing long before they came to niy ledgc. | heard
them cali my iame and wonder why I was not with
the othcrs. Hcaven only knows how 1 camc ivherc
I was. | made one great effort, my arm pierced
through the drift, and in an instant thcy wcrc be-
side me, pushing away tlie snow from my fiw.cn
legs,chafingmynumbed hands, andbringingback
the lifc to my dizzy brain. Shall | everforgct that
day ? | know not how thcy carried us home. |
only know that Turk had saved us, Jean and me.
He did what he cotild for all, but only Jean and 1
rcaped any benefit; and whcn they brought poor
Turk back he had a bed made in our dormitory,
and used to come and lick our hands (Jcan’s bed

*The intal income ot Si RcrrBrd is aboul ¢1500. <>n this .'iiti the mwihs «iiccor .vrti accemmod.ite 50,000 Irnvclere a >-csr, and
siipport tivemy mnlea, eiiiplnyed dimng the mnnihs frein June lo Sepieraber. 1hc total amoinll given by tourisls only eovers a por-

tion of the actual cosi of cnlcrtaiiiiiig lhera. Thiis the charity is gtc.atly in need of funtis.



was not far from mine) and look almost human,
liis back was covered with plasters, and his legs
bound up like a wounded suldier’s ; he had been
badly cut by the ice and sno'v, and the front paws
with which lie had dug his way out were quite help-

less. Long after Jean and | were about, he would
lie for litiurs heside the fire. They said the wound
in his head could never hcal — and it never clid.”

Pére Luisier buried his face in his hands and
wept like a child. “ You 'll pardon me, messieurs,
that ’s all the story of Turk. | can sometimes tcll
it without breaking down, but not when that boy

ASLILY
Jean comes up. Joan was to have taken orders,
sir- -but thatisall past; he can’t stay here without
Turk, and 1 do not urge it, knowing myself how
hard itis. He has a fancy to join Napole6n, some
day. 1 never expiain it to him, for Jean is a good
laci, and a good guidc, but ” he touchcd his fore-
head significantly as he spokec.
“ Would he come with me to America, Father?”
1 asked. Pcre Luisicr shook his head. *“ No.
Do not ask him. sir. He is far better here, and
1 look after him. We are all better here, even
Turk,” and stooping he caressed the skin at his
feet as if the good dog lay napping there.
Whan wc went to our lonelv cells I was trcin-

bling with excitement, and felt thankful that mine
was only a twenty-four hours’ stay in this desoiate
region. Next day we liad alast fcw words with Pére
Luisier, pvomising to remembcr always the hospi-
tality he had shown us, a last frolic with the dogs,
and then we were off. Back into the “ Valley of
Death,” over the snow with our hands fullof flowers,
and the hospice of St. Bernard growing dim in the
distancc. Jean wasdisinclincdto talk, and we walked
on silently. 1 wished to tell Jean how | honored him
forhisbravery.andlexpressed itawkwardly enough,
while he held my two hands as | said good-byc.

MS

Fivc minutes later, however, 1 saw his bkie
blouse and cap in the road ahead. He had takcn
a short cut through the woods and stood waiting
for the wagén. As we passed he thrustaroughly-
tied roll under the scat and blurtcd out fiercely:
mTake this with you. Pére Luisier gave it me.
but | would rather you took it away. 1 can’t hear
it, sir. That is not Turk !” and he was gonc in
the forest beforc I could jump down to follow him.
The roll containcd Turk’s skin.

So | carne into possession of Turk’s skin, and 1
took it with me to Paris, to Dresden, to Municli
— where | parted with it, as I shall tcll you.



A white-hairecl Englishman sat nextme at “ table
d'héte.” — a crabbcd specimen, 1 thought,— and
our conversation was usually upon the weather.
One day 1 spoke of Switzerland. His whole face
changed. In an instant we were talking like oid
fricnds. “ Do you know St. llcrnard ?” | asked.
His countenance fell. “ | have just returned from
there,” he answered. “ | went on a sad errand,
and 1 return sadder than | started. Have )0U
ever heard of Turk? ” he continued, and not wait-
ing for my rcply be told shortly in outline the
story | knew so wcll; adding, “ | was at the hos-
pice when Turk was born. Every summer since,
1 have gone baclc to see him. He ahvays greeted
me and kncw me, and many a time have | offered

any sum to the monks to own him ; but they would
not give liim up. Lastwinter | heard that he was
dead. | fcltasif I hadlostafriend. | wrotc to ask
for his skin, and receiving no reply, I have bcen tO'
get it myself.” “ Well?” | asked, thinking 1
must say something. “ Well, some shrcwd Amer-
ican was before me! Begging your pavdon, sir,
it 's a nation given up to gaiu. | wager the fellow
will give lccturing tours, with Turk’s skin, all
through the States! And 1— 1loved thatdog. |
would give a thousand pounds to find tho man !~
“ Save yourmoney, sir,” I answered. “ It’'senough
that you loved the dog. 1am the American! You
are welcomc to Turk’s skin 1”7
I felt as Jean did : “ Thatis not Turk!”

MODERN HARBOR DEFENSES.

Bv LIEUTIIN.ANT W. R. HAMILTON.

For years past, the newspapers throughout the
United States have published ardeles relating to
Coast or Harbor Defenscs, and at every scssion
of Congrcss there have been frequont discussions
of the same subjcct.

It would seem that the qucstion had bccn so
thovoughly canvassed that every one ought to be
quite familiar with it. Yet, 1 venture to say that
there are few, even among Congressmen or the
wviters for the newspapers, «ho are really convcr-
sant with the subject, and understand the systems
and the methods deviscd in modern times to dcfend
a great country from invasién by an cuemy’s fleet.
Even if their eldcrs were familiar with this branch
of military science, boys are intercsted in all that
relates to war.

Although in so short a space as this paper, we
c.an not go over the ground very much in dctail,
yet | will try to cxplain, for young readers, the
modern mcthods of fortification, and the wonderful
applianccs dcsigned for forts and defenscs that may
hcreafter be constructcd.

The word “ fortify ” is derived from tsvo Latin
words, mcaning ‘‘io make strong” any place. The
place may be a city, a harbor, a village, a moun-
tain-pass, a dcpot of supplics, or any important
position it is dcemcd advisable to strengthen.

In cluntrics like the United States, the coast is
so long that it would be necessary to fortify many

harbors, citics, and localitics, that an enemy may
find no place wcak enough to brcak through.
Thcrc are many places which will not pcvmit an
enemy’s vessels to approach closc enough to dis-
embark troops and material of war, and it is only
those harbors and places wliere he can land, or in-
flict damageon us, thatwe have to defcnd. Coast
defenscs, therefore, includc the forts and battcries,
the torpedo-systems and other mcthods employed
at sea-ports to keep an enemy’s war-vcsscls from
coming near enough to dous damagc; and as these
towns are generally provided with good harbors,
the term “ harbor defenses ” means practically the
same thing.

In order that «'C may understand the subjcct,
let Us take a supposed harbor and its fortifications,
as rcprcscnted by ihc map Ol tlic ncxt page.
Examining it, we find a rivcr opening into a large,
decp harbor. By the mouth of the rivcr is a large
city, whcnce many railroads branch out into the
interior of tlic country. The city is also very rich
and contains many supplics valuable to an cncmy.
If he could take it, he might clcstroy tlie railroads
and prcvent troops and supplics coming from the
interior of the country. He could scizc so much
v.aluablc plunder as to reimburse himself for the
expense of the war. Other great damage might
be done, also. In case war was dcclarcd and there
were no defenses, he could sail up the harbor, and.



anchoring within easy range of the city, dcmand a
tribute of one hundred million of dollars to be paid
within forty-eight hours, thrcatening otherwise to
dcstroy the city. W hat consternation would then
result! As noonewould wish to give up hispropcrty
without being paid for it,— and in this case there
would be no pay,— every one would at once try to
gct away with all the money and portable property
he possessed. The railroads would be overcrowded
and could not carry all who wislied to leave. The
roughs, the idlcrs, the crimindis and outlaws, might
riotand commIt crimeswithout rcstralnt; probably
no one would be able to control them.

Troops could be brought from the interior, but
of what use would their rifles or cannon be against
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the steer annor of the war-vessel ? The tribute
woukl ha\-e to be paid, or the vessel could, at the
end of forty-eight hours, throw huge shells, which,
exploding in various parts of the city, would kill
pcople and burn buildings. By rcfusing to pay, the
people woukl lose life and property worth much
more than the one hundred million of dollars
dcmanded.

It is to prevent such disasters that, in time of
peace, harbor defenses are made. From surveys
and soundings, every foot of ground at the bottom

irs

9, Toroedo Hofits; lo. Rubm.irlne M m » <mcl Torpedoos i

anne

of the harbor and the sea, near the coast, may be
known and accurately mapped. The channel for
large vcssels may be supposed to follow along the
coast, and then pass up the center of the harbor.
It is represented in the map by the crooked line
Crossing the straight and the circular lines. These
circular lines are mile cueles, the upper one being
three miles, and the others four, five. and six miles,
rcspcctively, from the city. As the encmy may have
very large and powcrful guns to throw shells a
great dislance, it will be necessary for the defend-
ersof the city first to makc large and powerfiil can-
non, and put them along the coast far enough
away to rcach the enemy while sailing by it. But
thcsc great guns take many months to make, and
are very costly machines, and as one shell

from the enemy striking them would render

them useless, they will be oflittle service un-

less they can be protected. So a strong wall

would be built, and, if the place should be oa

a beach, the wallwould be of sand and carth,

which are plentiful and cheap. Walis forty

feet thick, with ei-en thickcr slopes on the
outside, woukl be made of sand, and to kcep

them from blowing or falling away, sodded

with carth. On the inside, the walls should

be perpendicular, and, to kecp them so, walls

of masoniy, timber, or other hard material

would be built first, and tho sand piled
against thcm. As great guns wcigh many

tons, solid plalforms of iron and masonry
wouid be back of the walls for thcm to rest

on, so that, whenrcadyto

fire, thcir muzzles shall

project ovcr the tops of

the walls. But were they

to remain in this position

all the time, they would

be casily sccn, and cx-
poscd — with the gun-
ncrs who were loading

thcm — tn the enemy’s
fire. To prevent this, the
carriages on which they
are moimtcd can be m;idc
to sink whcn a shot is
fircd, and carry the guns with them below the top
of the wall, or “ crest of the parapct.” As these
huge guns would wcigh a hundred tons, or more
(some now being made would weigh one hundred
and fifty-six tons), and the carriages on which thcy
are mountcd would weigh half as much again, thcy
could be raised onlyby the aidof steam orhydrau-
lic power. Behind the wall and tindcr its co'er
the gimners might load the guns in safcty.

To hoist the immcnsc charges of powdcr, wcigh-
ing hundreds of pounds, and tho immcnse projcc-
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tiles weighing much more, to a level with the
guns and to shove tliem in. would rcquire a derrick
that is also manipulated by steam. When all
loaded, the guns and carriages would be raised by
steam, but the gunnei-s would be exposed if, in
order tosight them, theyattcmpted

to look along the tops of tlic guns.

So a pair of mirrore will be used

over each gun. These are to re-

flect the sea, the vessels, and the

sighting-lines of the guns, one on

another, so that the gunners stand-

ing below and peering upward

into a mirror can tell when their

guns are pointed at the object.

Thegunshave tobe “ traversecl” to

right or left, and the muzzles to be

raised or lowered by steam. Whcn

all is ready the gun is discharged

by electricity. So with the other

guns. If a ship coukl pass by this

battery without scrious injiiiT, the

couise of the channel would bring

her nearcr to the land, and here it

would be proper, therefore, to con-

struct another battery. Letuscali

the first one which we have de-

scribed No. 1, and then we can

fiame this. No. 2. As a moving ship would be
less likely to be struck by a shot than a large and
stationary object like a battery, it would be neces-
sary to make No. 2 fort as strong as, or stronger
than, No. i. In No. i and No. 2 the guns ave
mounted “ en barbettc” ; that is, they fire over
the crcst ofthe parapet. But here we have neither
earth for sand sufficieiit to make our wall so thick.
So here we would put up a wall of masonry, outside
ofwhich should be a little earth and strong timbers,
and then in front of thesc strong plates of steel or
iron. In other words, the fort is actually armor-
plated. The guns, asin No. i, should be mounted
on disappearing carriages, and never rise, or come
into view of the enemy, till they are ready to huri
their huge bolts at the vessels. The shock of dis-
charge, or recoil, would forcé back the guns, and
guns and cairiagos would sink till they are below
the parapet, and are ready for reloacling.

It would be much more difficult to pass this bat-
tery than to pass No. i, cspecially if there shnulcl
be built, on the mainland opposite, a very powerful
fort, and on an island near the shore, another.
This latter would be a curiosity. It would be a
“ turrct fort,” and externally nothing could be seen
but a large dome of cast-iron or steel. Containing
two or moi'C opcnings in it for guns, it would rc-
vnlve horizontally upon wheels traveiing in circular
tracks. The entire mass would be moved by steam
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gcnerated in boilers far below ground. While
the guns were being loaded, the huge turret would
present nothing but a large circular dome of ii-on
to the enemy, with openings on lhe side opposite
the vessel. When the guns were loaded, the com-

mander would press a small lever, and the huge
dome slowly turn around till the openings were
where lie wished thcm to be. He woukl then stop
it by another puli of a Icver, and the big guns
would be run out and pointcd. The recoil having
thrown them back again into the turret, it would
atonce commence to revolvc, and continué till the
openings are away from the enemy’s fire. You
have often seen swing-bridges revolving on little
wheels that travel around a pier built in midstreani.
The turret would travel in the same way, but, the
weight,bcing vcry much greater, woukl rcquire
steam power.

On the opposite sido of the channel would be
the main fort. Herc, the land bcing much highecr,
the foitwould be built on the cascmate plan ; that
is, the guns, instead of firing ovcr the walls, “ en
barbette,” would fire through little openings or
ports in the sides of the walls. The room for the
gun woukl be loofed ovcr and partly closed at the
rear. Perhaps other guns might be mounted on
top also “ en barbette.” This fort woukl be armor-
platcd, and to protect the gunners and interior of
the casemates, when the gun is wiihdrawn into its
cascmate, heavy steel shields or doors would swiiig
across the ports. Thesc could be opened and the
guns run out when ready to fire. All this would
be done by steam.

It would seem that with such an array of strong



forts and powcrful guns jt would be impossiblc for
anyvcssel to sail past and remam afloat. Butnow-
adays vessels are made to go so fast that, traveiing
at full speed, it would be vcry hard to hit them from
ihc shore. So some mcans of rctarding their prog-
ress must be deviscd, and therein hes the sphcre of

aotion of submarme mines. Thesc mines would

be made by pladug about the harbor, below the
surface of the water, torpedees filled with gun-
cotton or dynamite, so that the charges may be
exploded by electricity or by contact. “o”king at
the map we sec how thcy would be placed, vy

dotted circles. They would be in groups, so con-
trived that they may be exploded smgly, or an
entire group at a time. Some of the mines he
on the bottom of the harbor and m the cliannel.
These would be exploded by electricity. from the
shore. Others would float in the water at a cer-
tain depth below the surface, but anchored ; and
all arranged so as to explode by contact w. h the
hull ofa vessel passing over them. Ifavessd com-
ing into the harbor were to steam along at ~cat
soeed she would be sure to run into one of these
floating mines 6r pass ovcr the stationary ones. So
she would sail very slowly, and by means of great
booms stretched out on all her sides and strong
ncttino-s weighted down and suspended from the
booms, try to catch the floating torpedees or mmecs,

or burst them before they were near e”~ugb
harm her.

dynamite,

s}
Also, by dischargmg shells filled vith

on the bottom, and exploding them
thcrc, she would set off tbc submarme mines m
that vicinity. But to do this she must sail very
slo'vly, and thus give the great guns on shore
plenty of time to knock her to pieccs.
In ordcr to avoid this, the vessel might trj to
e batteries at night. Thcn she could sail
lowly, pick up and dcstroy the torpedees
and if the night were vcry dark, as a mght selected
for sueh an cxploiC should be, the gunnerson shore
would not be able to see her very wcll. Therefore,
to prcvent this, powerful elcctric l.ghts should be
at different poinU on the shore, which would hght
up the channcl and a widc zone on both s.des.
These lights should be in the safest places pos-
siblc, and to prevcnt their being dcstroyed by shots
from the enemy’s guns, thcy should be low down
in “ emplacements,” and their light be thrown on
reflcctors, which in turn could cast tt out ovcr the
waters. The reflcctors might be destroycd, but
they also might be quickly and easily replaced;
the lights themsclves would be comparatively safo.
But the enemy might attempt to dcstroy t e
mines by other mcans. He might have a number
ofsmallboats— Steam-laimches, and soon— callea
oatrol-boats, which could be used in shallow waters.
W ith thesc he might steal along in the dark part

of the waters, noisclessly, and carry parties of men
to destroythe elcctric lights, or pick up totpcdoes.
So the forts on shore should have guaid-boats
to constantly patrol the water. Thcy “jiould be
armed wilh machine-guns which would quickl)
dcstroy tbe small boats.

It might seem impossiblc for the enemy to break
through a line thus fortified, and so he might de-
cide to take up a position outside, and attempt to
silcnce the guns of the forts, or dcstroy them.
Undoubtedly you kno'v what mortars, or high-
aHgJIFC—_fiiiriE howiuers are,— guns that fiie shells
high up in the air, whyich, droppmg down, can
reLh the interior of the forts at points not to be
reached by guns throwing project.les at the usual
anfocs. The accuracy of this fire iswoncleiful, and
two or three dozen mortars playiug on om of the
batteries would make short work of it. To avoid
them an encray’s position is made to changc con-
stantly, so that he can iiotaccuratcly get the range.
Torpedo-boats are seiu out at him, which at a cer-
tain distonce from him launch their torpedees.
Movable torpedees, controllcd by electricity, run-
ning on wircs from the torpedees to the shore,
and even submarinc boats that sail
and fasten torpedoes to the hull, all keep him
constantly of the move. Agamst sueh boats
and torpedoes as he sces, he turns his machine
aud quick-firing guns, but his only dcfonse agamst
those under water is to keep moving about, wuh
his guard-boats patrolling all around him and his
booms and netting stretched out.

The auto-movable torpedo is controllcd by a
man on shore, as in fact would be all tbc torpedoes
and mines, and so there should be built nN
callcd torpedo galleries. They would be strong
places, built low down, within which are elcctii
batteries and wires running to the different mines
and torpedoes. A movable torpedo can be accu-
ratcly controllcd to a distance of about a mile fiom
shore It has one or twowireswhich unrcc! as the
machine progresses. They are connccted w.th a
bpttevy on shore, and one man, there, can not on!>
explode the torpedo when he desues, but he can
guW it, turn it around.
ahead again.

under water

stop it, or make it go
Electricity plays perhaps the most
wonderful part in all thesc huge works, On the
map will be noticcd, by the mam fort, a little lound
building-No. 8 This would be the place for
the “ towcr of observation” of the commanding
officcr.  From here he could sce all over the haibor
and away out to sea. The tower woukl be strong.
and inside would be the wonderful kcy-bnards ol
the elcctric system. By means of these. the ccm-
mandcr could tclephonc to the captam of B.itte >
No. I to load his guns, and aim them a sueh and

sueh an angle and direction. The captam of ihc



battery wuuld do so and tclcphonc back the moment
hewasready. Thecnmmandcrcouldtellthe captain
tofire, or he could, ifhe chose, prcss a little key and
himself fire each gun singly or all the guns at once.
He could do the same svith all the batterics and forts,
and he could, from his little tower miles away, by a
light touch of his finger explode every gun in the
harbor, and send tons and tons of metal flying
with crushing forcé at any vessel he pleased. He
could do even more. He could explode any, or all,
ofthe mines and torpedees atonce, or he could have
one grand simultaneous explosién of all the guns,
torpedoes, and mines. At each fort and battery
would be stationed officers who by means of Instru-
ments would find exactly the course of the enemy’s
ships. This would be telegraplied to the com-
mander, who would thus know at every instant just
where any vessel is, and how fast she is sailing. So
he could prcdict that a ship ivill pass a certain spot
at a certain time, and, if she did not change her
course, could prcss the key, and blow up the vessel,
or send at hcr a huge bolt of iron or slcel, If the
encmy had landed a forcé on the mainland down
the coast, and it was marching on the fort to take
itin the rear, the commander could wait till he saw
the forcé on a road approaching the fort, when,
pressing another key, scveral iron doors of the fort

would open and aiitomatic machine-guiis pop out,
and commence firing at the ratc of six hundred
shots per minute apiece, and kcep it up till the key
was pressed again, when they would withdraw and
the shiclds closc. It can be sccn that the com-
mander should know absolutcly all that is going
on, as otherwise he might fire into his own forts,
or on his oun patrol-boats.

Now, an encmy would not attack a strongly for-
tificd place with one vessel. He would have a
large tlect, and the dcfending party should havc
on hand a large fleet also. So rams and heavy
floating-battcries would be built.

From the foregoing, we see that there are needed
for harbor defenses, first, powerful guns; second,
powerful fortifications to protect the guns; third,
torpedoes, torpcdo-boats, andsystenis ofsubmarine
mines; fourth, electric lights; fifth, eraplacements
for the lights; and sixth, floating-battcries and
rams and patrol-boats. Armor on forts should
be two, or two and a half, or even three feet thick.
It can be sccn that an immcnse amount of labor
is necessary to build these, and to complete the
huge guns. To complete such a systcin requires
many years and the expcnditurc of much money,
but in case of war, it would be money saved in
the end.

A mO OUN AT NEW VOKK NARIH)K UND&R KIRB TROM THE CAMBRA.
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C.PcS-
THE NATIONAL FLOWER.
(.1 ChiUrs QiMndmy.)
By Lucy Larcom.
1should like to vote for them both, if Imight;
THEY have asked rae tovote fora national floiver; But | do not feel positive whether
Now, which will it be, 1wonder . The flowersthemselveswouldbe neighboilv quite,
To sctlle the question is out of my powecr; Pmk and yellow don’t go togethcr.
But | ’d rather not make a blunder.
O yes, but they do !-in the breezy wild rose,
And | love the Mayflower best,— m May,— The darlingest daughter of summer,
Smiling up from its snowdnft-covcr W hose heart wilh the sun’s yellow go el overflous
W ith its breath that is sweet as a kiss, to s. > And whose blushes so well become her.
That the rcign of winter is over.
Instead of one flower, 1 will vote fov three ;
And | love the Golden-rod, too,— for its gold; The Mayflowers know that | mean them ;
And because through auturon itimgers. And the Golden-rod surcly my choice willbe,-
And offcrs more wealth than his hands can hold W ith the sweet Brier-rose between them.
To the grasp of the poor raan’s fingers.

You see | 'm impart.al, 1 ’'vc no way but this:

My vote, with a rhyme and a rcason,
For L Mayflower, the Wild Rose, and Golden-rod, is

A blossom for every season !



THE BUNNY STORIESY

FOR LFITLE

DEACON BUNNY

Deacon
fair, one day, leading a pony mule.

He was a small, dun-colored, peaceful-looking
creature, of uncertain age, and seemed to be very
docilc and gentle.

The Bunnies were surpriscd and delighted, for
they had never seen so cunning a little steed, and
thcy had often teased their father to buy thcm a
pony and villagc-cart for their own.

The Dcacon did not tell the family all the rca-
sons why he had bought the mulc, but said the
animal might do for the children to drive, and
would be useful for light work about the place.

The Bunnies vcry nearly quarreled about the
fiame and the owncrship of the mule, but at last
agreed to cali him “ Donkey Dan,” and to own
him in common.

Cousin Jack looked him over carcfully, and as
he did notsa)' much in his praise, the Deacon asked
what was the matter with the mule.

Cousin Jack replied that he might be a good-
enough mule, what thcrc was of him, but Cousin
Jack svas afraid he svas not so amiable as he looked.

He told the Dcacon he had seen very disagrcea-
ble kinds of mulishness liiding behind just sueh an
outward shosv of meekncss, and, though he might
be mistakeis, and hoped he svas, the family like-
ncss to vicious inules was very strong in Donkey
Dan, especially about the eyes.

The Dcacon said the man svho sold him the
mule told him tliat the mule had been a great ]>et
in the family whcre he svas raised, and svas a
pcrfect cissct.

That is just shat | svas afraid of,” said Cousin
Jack, “ and if the mule h.as any chronic faults, his
bringing up is probably more than half to blame
for them ; hossever, sve will svait and sce.”

The ncxt day the Dcacon bought a villagc-cart
and harness, and lhc children took their first ride
behind Donkey Dan, svith Bunnyboy as a dri\-cr.

They had a Jolly trip, and carne home full of
praise of Donkey Dan and the svay he had bchaved.

The Deacon jokcd Cousin Jack about having
misjudged the mulc, and he replied, that he ssas
sorry if he h.nd done the poor fellosv any injustice,
for, as a rule, he tricd to think kindly of the

Bunny carne home fiiom a county

m Copyright, i8S8, by John H. Jgweu.

READERS.

BUYS A MULE.

meanest of God's crcatures,
them hastily or hnrshly.

All svent smoothly for scveral days, until one
morning Gaffer, the farmer svho svorked for Deacon
Bunny, svas told to take Donkey Dan and the cart
and carry a bag of potatoes to the Widosv Bear.

The potatoes were in the barn, and Gaffer tried
to make the mule back the cart up to the barn-
door, in ordcr to load them easily, but Donkey
Dan ss'ould n't “ back!”

The harder Gaffer pulled on the rcins, tlie more
firmly the mule braced the other svay, and the
stubborn animal turned his head from side to sidc
in a most provoking manner.

Then Gaffer tried tolead him about andbvingthe
cart near the door, but this plan also failed.

Donkey Dan svas stubborn and seemed to have
made up his mind to have his own svay, and to do
just contrary to what he svas asked to do.

The barn stood on a hillside, and the roadsvay
had bccn built up on the losver side to make it
levcl and was supported by a stone wall. A light
wooden railing protected the cmbankment, which
rose eight or ten fcct above the yard.

When Gaffer was trying to make him back,
Donkey Dan was facing the bank. When he iried
to lead him tosvard the barn the mule was, of
course, facing the other svay.

Gaffer chirruped and coaxed, and tried to puli
him forsvard, but slill the mule braccd his fcct and
ss-ould not budge.

Suddenly, and without any warning or reason,
Donkey Dan began to “ back ” with a great rush,
and before Gaffer could hindcr him, the svheeis
crashetl through tho frail fence, and dossn the bank
ss'ciu the cart and donkey, backsvards, both land-
ing wrong sidc up in a hcap belosv.

Gaffer was frightened and called for hclp, svhile
the mulc, stunncd and probably too much sur-
prised to move, lay there until the Dcacon and
Gaffer ss'cnt to his aid.

Strange tosay, Donkey Dan seemed tobe unhurt,
and svhen once more on his fect, he shook himself
and began to nibblc the gr.ass as if nothing had
happened.

T?he cart, svhich ss'as badly broken, svas sent to

instead of judging

AM rights rcscrved.



GAPPEIl TRIES TO BRINO DONKEY DAN TO THE BARX-DOOR

the shop to be repaired, and Gaffer took one of
the farm-horses to do his crrand.

Deacon Bunny said some persons would cali it a
miracle that Donkey Dan was not killed by bis
tumble, and he hoped it would be alesson to him.

Cousin Jack suggested that a good way to pre-
vent the same kind of “ miracle ” from happcning
again, would be to build a stronger and more siiit-
able raiiing on top of the wall, and that though

Donkey Dan might know more
than before his tumble, it
was hardly worth while,
even for a cosset mulé, to
go through so
much to leavn
so little.
When the
Bimnies came
home from
school they
were greatly
excited about the
accident to their
pct, and all wished
to fecd him lumps
of sugar to
show their

i, sympathy.

DONKEY DAN COMES TO GIUEF.

Browny declarcd that Gaffer must have abused
Dan, or he would not have acted so badly.

The Deacon told him il was useless to try to
cxplain why a mulé was mulish, by blaming other
folks, and that talking about it would not mend
the cart fior the mule’s manners.

Coiisin Jack said the rcsignation of that mulé as
he lay there on the ground, and his self-satisfied
expression when he had been helped out of the
scrape, seemed almost Bunny-like.

Mother Bunny said she was glad and thankfiil
none of the children were in the cart at the time,
and that shc should feel uneasy about them in the
future if thcy ivent to riele with the mulé.

Cougj ack rcmarked quietly to her, that he was
sorry f the Bunnies had not seen the whole
performance, foran object lesson in willfulness and
heedlessness might perhaps make it easier for her
to restrain one ofher troublesome comforts.

He did not say which one of the Bunnies, but
Mother Bunny knew which one he meant, and you
also may find out by reading the next chapter.

Do.N'KKY Dan and Broivny.

Cousin Jack, who was very fond of all babies,
used to say that the only things a baby did n’t out-
grow were a mother’s love and palience, and it was
almost a pity that they had to grow up at all.

Browny was now seven years oid, two years oldci
than Cuddledown, the youngest, and he had becn
the pet of the family cvecn after she had come w
divide the honors.

All through his babyhood, unlil after he was able
to go alone, he had becn what is callcd a delicate
child, nevcr quite so rugged and vigorous as tho
others at the same ages.

For this reason he was more tcnderly carcd lor
and looked after, toooficn humorcd when he should



have been pleasantly denied, and left to do hardly
anything for himself.

In this way he acquired the habit of being
waited iipon, and of having other people use their
eyes and ears and brains for him, instead of learn-
ing to use his own.

When he had become oid enough to play out in
tho fi-esh air and sunshine with the other children,
without being tied to a nurseraaid's apron-string,
he had a hard time in getting usedto the sharp cor-
ners ofthe doorsteps, the vough edgcsofciirbsiones,
and the gritty side of a brick or gravel svalk, be-
cause it was so easy for him to fall over anything
that happened to be in his way, instead of nsing
his eyes, orstopping to think for himself when in a
hurry.

This change from a “ hug-able,” sweet-tempered,
and comfortable little bundle of helplessness, to a
hecdless, self-willed, and unlucky youngster, was a
great trial to the family, cspecially to his mother.

Not that Browny was altogether a bad or stupid
child, for he had a tender heart, and was kind and
generous in many ways, but his willfulness and
blundering brought more trouble upon himself
and others than there was any need for having,
where every one else was
kind and thoughtful and
tried 10 teach him to be
careful.

After Donkey Dan’s
turable down the bank,
whenever the Bunnies
went to ride, Bunnyboy,
wlio was eleven years oid
and strong for his age,

was sent with thcm as
driver.
This did not suit

Brown)', for he thought
he was oid enough to
drive, himself. He kept
on saying that Donkey
Dan wns all right, and
that Gaifer was to lilnme
for the accident at the
barn.

Bunnyboy had been
cautioned, when driving.
tokccp in the broad high-
ways, to avoid narrow lafies and steep places, and
and not to make the mulé back.

As no accident happened, Browny becamc more
and more confident, and onc Saturday afternoon,
without asking leave, he harnessed the mulé and
drovc out alone.

No one saw him start, as Mother Bunny was busy
indoors, and the other Bunnies were awayat play.

liITIOWNV ANO UUNKEY

In driving through the village, Browny met his
sister Pinkeyes and asked her to ride home.

Instead of keeping on the highway, he turned
into a by-road; and though Pinkeyes told him he
ought not to go that way, he said he knew what
he was about, and kept on. In spite of the fact
tliaC Pinkeyes was two years okler, she had been
in the habitofyielding to Browny ; and to avoid a
quarrel she said no more.

This by-road soon scparated into two lafies, both
leaditig toward homc — one running over a hill,
and the other around it.

Browny w'ished to go over the hill, but Donkey
Dan tried to take the other and easier roati.

The harder Browny pulled him to the right, the
more the mulé tried to go to the left, until Browny,
becoming impatient with the mulé, lost his temper
and struck Dan smartly with the whip, at the same
time giving a strong jerk on the right rein.

Donkey Dan made one plunge forward and then
stopped short, turned his head from side to side,
and refused to go either way.

Another blow with the whip, and another jerk
on the reins, and in a twinkling the mulé whirled
short about, upsetting the cart and throwing the

DAN DISANiiER A4 TO WHICtl RI)AD IS TUIli RIINNIT ONU

children topsy-turvy
bramblcs and stones.

Donkey Dan then dashed down the road, but
Browny hung to the reins and was draggcd quite
a distance, imtil Neighbor Fox saw the runaway
coming, and stopped the mulé.

Browny asked Neighbor Fox to go back wilh him
and hclp his sister, for he feared she was hurt.

into the giitter among the



Thcy found Pinkeyes sitting by the roadside,
half stunned, and bleeding from a wound on her
head, where she had fallen on a sharp stone.

Liftin” her gently into the cart, and tclling Pink-
eves to rest her head on Browny’'s shoulder, neigh-
bor Fox led the mulc and his sorry load home.

DOKKEV DANS  StIGCESSOb».

When the surgeon had come and sewed up the
wound on Pinkeycs’s head, he told the family tho
iniury was serious, but, with quiet and good nuvs-
ina, he hoped she would be out in a week or two.

Browny wassomewhat bruisedbyhis rough-and-
tumblc draggingoverthestonyroad, buttheshame
of it all, and his anxiety about Pinkeyes, made this
seem a small matter.

For the sakc of having his own hccdlcss way,
he had nearly killed his sister, grieved the whole
family, and disgracecl himself and Donkey Dan.

Bro'vny had been in little troubles before, from
the same cause, but had never harmed any onc
but himself, exccpt that he hurt the feelings of
those who loved him, and wcrc sorry to sce him
growing up so willful and vccklcss, in spite of all
thev could do or say.

Dcacon Bunny had a long and earnest talk with
him, and cnded by telling him that ho might go
into the sick-room every morning and evcnmg and
look at his sistev'spale face and bandagcd head,
with the sad mother watcbing by the bedside, li
he fclt that he needed any punishment to help him
kcep the lesson in mind.

Pinkeyes soon was wcll enough to sit up, and
therc never was amore dcvoted and loving brother
than Browny tried to be, through all the days and
wecks before she was able to play again.

Cousin Jack piticd Browny, for he could see how
keenlyhe suffered, and when he found a good op-
portunityhe spoke with him about the accident.

He said he was glad Browny had the nerve to
hang ou to the mule as he did, ot some httle child
might have bcen run ovcr, if they had reached the
public highway, as would have happened before
ncighbor Fox could have stopped thern, but for
the check of Browny’s weighton the mule s speed.

Cousin Jack tried to explain to him that willful-
ness, or mulishness, might be pardonable m a
mulc, who had only instinct to guide him, but
good sense ought to teach any onc who had reason
Ind a conscicnce, the differencc betwcen manly
firmuess and mulisb obstinacy.

“ Mix a little more caution with vour strong will,
and season it with kindness and forbearance," said
Cousin Jack, “ and you can change your fault mto
the kind of virtuc which rules the world.

Donkey Dan and Gaffer soon had another fracas
at the barn, and MothcrBunny begged the Deacon
to sell the mule and buy a pet more tractable lor
family driving; and tbis was dccided to be wise.

A few days later the Dcacon bought the Bunnies
a handsome, chubby, well-broken Sbetland pony,

He told the family that a man who ownecl a saw-
mill, run by horse-power, had taken Donkey Dan,
and he would have no backing to do there, for tho
great flatwhcelhe walkcd on todnve the mili, only
wcnt one wa\-, around and around, always m the
same direction, with no opportumty for an argu-
ment that even a mule could enjoy.

Browny did n'tchange his nature al! at once, but

P.NKEV DAN rUT IXTO A PLACE WHEKE HE MUST &Q

WILLING OR IINVMLLINC.

he clid try to be a little Icss like a mulc,
wavs,

in some
and whencvcr he was inclincd to be heacl-

strong, or heedless, Cousin Jack would slyly say,
“ 1 wondcr what 's become of Donkey Dan -



By Emma Smuller Carter.

At Abbotsford Sir Wahcr sat, ‘mYou live in luck, good Jock, I scc,
His frieiids about the board, W ell feel, light work to do?”
In easy after-dinner chat, “ 0o, ay, the maister 's gude to me,
W hen thus an Englisli lord : An’ I hac plenty, too.”
“ Talking of troubles, we are told “ W ell said, bravo Jock, and now, once more,-
Eacb mortal takes his share. Of troubles know you aught?”
Now, there are happy lives, | hokl, At once his face was “ sicklied o’cr”
Excmpt from thought of care.” W ith the “ palé cast of thought.”
“ Not so,” Sir Waltcr said ; “ no heart “ Trouble eneugh! Wha could ha'c mair?”
That beats in human breast, He shuddcrcd as he spoke.
But bears apart, some inward smart, “ 0o, ay, wi’ fear I 'm fashit sair,
Some burdcn of unrcst.” Ye 'll mind the bubblyjock * 2~
“e | '11 venturc,” said my lord, “ 1 Il find “ The bubblyjock ! What thing on earth
One neck without its yoke; May that be ?” says my lord.
One truly calm and tranquil mind. And then, amid a roar of mirth,
Take that daft lacldie, Jock.” Thcy see, across the swaid,
By shaded walks of Abbotsford, A turkcy-cock of stately size,
Sir W altcr led thcm down, Slow strutling into sight.
Called the poor lad bcfore the lord, Poor Jock beholds with quailing eyes,
W ho, tossing half-a-crown: And quickly takes to flight.

“ Ah !” says Sir Waltcr, “ it’'s the same
W ith all poor human folk;
QOur troubles diffcr but in fame,
Each has his ‘bubblyjock.””

« Scotch prommclation of last syllablo, “ jokc.**
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WATER LIFE, AND HOW TO SEE IT.

I HA\U fished in the Trout Hole again and again, lifting
Iroin lhe water ihcrc my best 'catches of black bass aml
a great many more perch than I wanted,— for, on the St.
Lawrence, jt is ihe fashion to throw perch back. But
though | had so often fished in the Trout Hole, all 1
knew about it was that it was in the second bay on the
south side of I-ake Ontario, just where the lake cmpties
into and forms the St. Lawrence River, at Cape Vincent,
New York. | knew it to be a prettily shaped, semicir-
cular harbor wilh a bcadi composed of millions and mill-
ions of small stones worn smooth by the water. lhe last
time 1 went there, however, | had a surprise. The bay
was partially shielded from the east wind svhich was then
blowing and for moments at a time its surface was as
smooth as glass. My boatman threw over tlie anchor
of his skiff, and, as he did so, exclaimed, “ Just look at
the fish in there!” | looked, and then understood for
the first time why the place was called the Trout Hole.

Beneath me was a bowl, twenty-five fect deep and
several times as wide, with sides or walls of tiny stones
and as steep as you can imagine. Everywhcre else the
litlle arm of the lake was shallow. It was as if the
bay had been filled with small stones and then some
power had scooped out an enormous cup-shaped well in
them And in the clear water swam or hung at rest,
as if in mid-air, hundreds of fish. Little striped perch
were the ino.st nnmerous and the least disturbed. Now
and then, a grcat black bass. or even a halMozen of his
kind, rushed across the bowl with the swiftness and vigor
of an athlcte at play, and with the grace of a strong fish.
Ear down, just above the stony bottom, hung a great
pickerel or hro, and hundreds of baby-bass pUyed in
schools doae to the shallow, flaring top of the bowl. In
an instant a j>uffof wind ruffled the water, and the scene
was gone. Wc had to wait many moments, unlil the
surface was smooth, to enjoy the wondrous scene anew.

How I longcd for a waler-glass! | resolved at that
instant never to spend an idle day on any river or lake
of clear water, without one of those glasses. Since then
it has slruck me as strange that so few who live by the
water should know tlic powers of this simple device.
Indeed, many have nevcr heard of it,

Tlic «ater-glass may be known in many places. |

have seen it only on the island of New Providence, on
which is situated die city of Nassau. It is a fcw hundred
miles from our Atlantic coast. There the water in the
coves and sounds is as clear as crystal. \ isilors are towed
oiil hy the boatmen on purpose lo see the sights beneath
the surface. A water-glass is put iu the visitor s hanJ.
He submerges its bottom end, and looking mto it» open
top sees sights of which he never dreamed: strange and
beauiful sea-plants, odd-looking fishes,— some ~und
and some that seem to have heads like horses. Thcsc
fish are red, green, ov of as many hucs as are worn by
the birds of the tropics. My man treated me to a siglit
even of a great pig-like ground-shark. The negro baited
a large hook of bar-iron wilh pork, and literaily bounced
it against the nose of this monster without tcrapUng
the lazy fellow to swallow it or even to hite at it. But,
lo' when the water-glass, in being withdrawn, reached
the ruffled surface of the sea, the entrancing suhmarine
scenery disappeared from view.

Surely, tlien, a water-glass is worth having- Any boy
can make one. Nothing could be simpler. It is along.
narrow box wilh one open end and the olhcr end closeti
by a sheet of glass. In use tbc glazcd end is pushed as
far as is convenient under the surface of the water. Tlie
secret of its operalion is that the ripple. or movement
on the surface, is what prevents us from seeing what is
nassing beneath it. Once past this disturbance. an un-
inlerruptcd view of what lies beneath is gained. Hic
box may be of half-inch pine, at least eighteen tuches
long and it is best to have it five or six incites st|nare.
The glass should be set in a little groove before the last
side of the box is nailed on, and it is well to put an edg-
ing of putty around the sides and under the glass, mak-
ing the box mr-tighl, because if the glass gets wcl on top
you can not.see through it. No water should be allowed
10 enter at the top of the box. Handles, pegs, or loops
should be attached to the sides near the open end of the
box, to hold it when in use.

Such a box, or glass, will repay its owner if he shouKl
live near clear water and be fond of boating or fi.shmg.
A\rmed with it, he will be ablc to see not only tbe marine
life lienealh him, but it will be possible for bim literaily
to oversee his own operations as a fishermnn. pulling the
bait awav from a small fish to put it in the way ol a
larger one, Then he may study the greecly fellow as he
rushcs for the fatal hook and guips it down.



THE TRUTHFUL

FISHERMAN.

By Henry Tyrrell.

W e went a-fisliing, Now, no doubt,
\ ou 'll say, “ The same oid yavn again:
The sylvan brook, the speckled trout,
The regulatiou mountain glcn.”
No! Ufowcnt Staten Island way
And took ihc cars to Prince's Bay.

Along the sandy beach we strayed

And gazed across the glistening water.
The man we hired our boat of, said jm
“ Well, if you don’l catch fish. you
I daré not stale that boat’s expense —
The bait alone cost ninety cents.

We rowed, and rowed, and then we baled
Our boat out with a skhnming-dish.
Well-iiigh to Sandy Hook we sailed,
And then, at lasi, began to fish.
That is, each held and watched his line —
The fishes never made a sign.

I.L JES sqi-AT ON ms YEKE OLD Lnil .INI) WATI Il FHH MISTBR

wAd yet, there msh- Olher craft
Went hlithely back, llieir day's work done;
Our rivals showed their slriiigs, and laughed,
While wc lay luckiess in the sun.
| aftei-ward the reason learned ;
Ere we got there, the tide had turned.

We gave it up and started back,

With biistered hands, to reach the shoiw;
And what liad becn a ihree-niile track

Now seemed at least a half-a-score.

@g, we reached — what consolalion I—
ne minute late, tho station.
That nighl, in mournful single file,

Three fishermen, starved, brown, and yaunt,
Crept slowly home from Staten lIsle.

All fishless from their fishing-jaunt.

Now, if their story won't atlract,
Supply the ficlion. Here 's the fact.

— ALLIGA'IOK !



conTelruToRrs Are respcctf.illy informed ihct, between the .st of Jone ond .he ts* of September, manutcripte can no, conveniently be

eeamincd at the office oi st. Nicholas.

Conscgiiently, those who desire to favor the magaziiie with contr.but.ons

will pleasc posiponc sei.ding their MSS. uiul aftcr (he Insi-named dale.

ROSEDALE, TOEONTO, CaX.

I do notremenibev having seen
any letters from Toronto in your “ Letter-box,” but per-
haps you would like to hear froin one of your little
readers in the Queen City of Caflada.

My sisters and 1are very much interested in all your
stories, especially " The Bells of Ste. Anne.” We have
an auni who has spent several summers at lier house on
Lake Megaiitic, and she and her lwo little girls were
among the passeng;ers on the excursién train to the
boundary, which is described in that story. She telh me
that the car windows liad to be closed on account of the
fire, and then the heat wasso intense that there was dan-
ger of the glass breaking. She thouglit at one time of
escaping with her liltle girls through the woods as the
track was on fire ; however, she remained in the car, and
afier some delay reached home safely.

I wonder if Mrs. Calherwood knows that Donald Mor-
rison about whom we have heard so mucli as an outlaw
during ihe last year, was also on the train that day, with
a number of liis Gaolic companions.

I remain, yours very iruly,

Dear St. Nickolas;

May H

Wii.LIAMSTOWN, Mass.

Df.AR St. XICHOLAS : I live in a college town. 1 do
not know whether you have had letters from a college
town, but I think you must have had. | have great fun
here ; we are right in the mountains, and we can go off
after fiowers; therc are so many liere you can not pick
them all.

I have had vou in my house for two years, and my
sister reads you, too. t don’t believe you like long let-
ters, so | am not going to write one.

Wec play ball very often here, and we llave many other
gaiiies, too. | thiiilc I shall have lo end my letter now.

Your loving reader, hTiANKi.is C------- , JR.

M acok, Ga.

Dear St. Nicholas; This is the first year we have
taken vou, aii<l | llave becn regretting ihc good things
| have missed all these years. | have been waiiting to
write you a letter for cvcr so long a time, but I lucked
lile courage. Since 1 have noticed that no letter lias beoii
pulilished from Georgia, | have taken counsel of myfears,
and have dccided to Ity my luck, and if this letter is pub-
lished, I know itwill gladden the hcarts of many ofyour
Macon readers.

JoelChandler Harris’s flame on your pages appears
so familiar. lie livcs in Atlanta, and is better known
to Cieorgia girls .and boys as “ Unele Remus.” 1 am so
ciad the April number contained a sketch of Elsie Leslie
l.yde. | saw her when she acted as little “ Meenie ” in

Your devoted reader and friend,

Rai.l'll B .

Nf.wark, K. J.

Dear St. Nicholas: My papa s.nys if your artist
could Ilave photographed a picture in our house «hen
St. Nicholas nrrived you would have printed it m St.
Nichoi.aS; but as the artist was not there and | was, 1
will try to tell you about it. Well, my papa is a great
hand to read his papers from all over ihe world, and he
was in his big easy-cliair reading away when the post-
man vung so hard at the door. Little brother Ezra ran
for the niail, and the next moment we heard his chceiy
voice ringing out, “ The Daddy Jakc book has come!
the Daddy Jake book has come!” All seven of us ran
to papa to liear whether Lucien and Lillian had found
Daddy Jake. My sister Nora and brother Ezi-a each
climbed on theirown one ofpapa’s knees. Bigsister Paul-
ineand Rulalie looked overliis shoulder from the back of
liis chair, while brother Mantie and ] were on each side
of him, and little year-aiid-a-half-old baby brother Mal-
colra crowded himself right between papa’s knees and
between Nora and Ezra, and stuck up liis head to see
what lie could of the pictures about Daddy Jake.

W hile papa was reading the story our mamma carne
in, and little Ezra called out, “ Mamma, Mamma, they
have found Daddy Jake ” ; and there carne sueh a loving
expression in her face as she looked upon the picture
and said, “ My darlings.”

We all want to hear more about
Lucien and Lillian.

Daddy Jake and
Rachki. M

Eiizabeth, N. J.

My Dear St. NtCHOImS; We are two little German
sisters, and we are visiting our gr.andniamma in America,
wlio takes your charining magaziiie. The June number
hasjustarrived, and we see a letter from two little Frencli
girls. We have been in Europc two years, but have an
English governess all thowhile; before thattime weliv?
in ?lew York City, except when we were babies. We
were born at Cologne, on the beautiful river Rhine. On
our last visit to Cologne we went lo see the oid housc
iu which we used to live. Our fatlier is tliere now,
but he is going to cross in -\ugiist, and wc think it is
a long time in coming. Wehope wc will be settled next
avinter so we can take your delightful magazine.

Your loving little friends,

Gretchen and Makgauetta Van V

W ashington, D. o.

Dear St. Nicholas: | thought that some of your
readers might like to hear about the bird’s nest thal |
had made to order.

1 had quite a varicty of birds’ nests, but 1 wishcil lo
have onc made in aliasket; so | climbed a large pcar-
trec. armed with a small basket filled with cotton. 1li=
nexl day | noticed some inquisUive little orioles takmg
the cotlon from llie basket to a higher limb in tlie same
tree. It took them all that day to remuve llie cotton



from the basket, and they worked all the next day in
taking it from the branch where they liad placed it to a
tree in the next yard. 1 thoaght | woald let the birds
occupy it for lhe season (free of rent), as they had so
kindly made it for me, but as soon as they vacated it |
took possession. The ncst was about six inches long,
made of cotlon on Ihe outside, and Gned with horsc-hair.
Your inferested reader, E. H.

Shasta, California.
Dear St. Nichoi.as; | do not lakc you myself, but
my brother does. He is a little fellow and likes the
“ Biownies” and “Pygmies” and “ Bunnies” best. |
am mucli intercsted in “A Bit of Color.” We have a
cat that is twenty-one years oid, though you may not
believe it. He is just eight years older than | am.
We have a horse, and | love to ride her. | am very
fond *m y teacher; she is very kind. My brother is the
only one 11 Shasta u’ho takes your magazine. It is a
very little town, but used to be much larger before a
great fire which destroyed many nice houses. This is
the “ Sweet Shasta Town ” about which Joaquin Miller
wrote the poem recently printed in your pages.
Your friend, Anna M. S

Rochester, N. y.

Dear St. Nichoias: | have taken you for two years
in Chili, S. A., and one year here in the United States.
Papasubscribed for you in Chili, S. A. Wehave notsub-
scribed here in the United States, but whenever | get
the chance | get you of ihe book-sioi'e. | was born in
Chili, S. A., and we came prctly near living with the
Indians (I mean amongst thcm). lam elevenyears oid,
and will be twelve the 20111 of .Vugust. This is the second
letter | have written to you, butmy naine was not printed,
but my fiame (or initials) was in the list of lames that
were not printed, or rather the letters were not printed.

My first letter was written in Chili, S. A. 1 like
“l.ord Eauntleroy,” “Juan and Juanita,” “The Bells
of Ste, Aniie,” “ Daddy Jake, the Runaway,” “ The Cob
Family and Rhyniing Eben,” and a good many more.
We came to the United States by Ihc way of England,
and | saw some ljig whales and porpoises and sea-gulls,
and we would throw crumbs into the water and they
would eat them, and we saw kingfishcrs diving after
lishes. | am eleven years oid and never saw snow till
this winlcr, and never saw dandelions till last summer.

Yours affectionately, AXNIrTA A. 0

Gaivesvili.f, Fia.

Dear St. Although | have taken you for
seveial years, | have not written toyou before; | go to the
East Florida Seminary, a military school, but girls are
permitted lo alteud also. There are about thirty girls,
and the girls drill.  Our coslumes are of while lawn for
the skirt, trimmed with red braid, and blue blouses
trimmed with wliite stavs,and we drill wilh spearsan hour

Nichoi.as:

every day. We have a capbiin and first and second
lieutenants. Louise s. B ,
Ramapo, Rockland Co., N. Y.

Dear St. Nichola_s: | have never seen a letter

from kamal)o, so 1thought | would write and tell you
that | am a little girl, ten years oid, and have taken
your lovely magaziue for three years, and have enjoyed
it very much. | havc Ilwo peis— a donkey and a bird.
My donkey’s lame is “ Lady Jane Grey.” and my bird’s,
“ Mikado.” | have read and seen “ Little Lord Fauntle-
roy,” and think it charming. | have also read “ Sara

Crewe ; or, What Happened al Miss Minchin's.” | was
very anxious lo get every number, so that | would not
miss one.

1 remain your devoted reader, JULIA P -

WicsTi'ORT Point, Mass.

Dear St. Nichoias: | am a littie girl, twelve years
ofd. | want to tell you about something my niamina saw
once. There were two horses in a yard near the house
where we lived. Itwas avery hot day, and there was no
water in llie drinking-trough, and the horses were very
thirsty; so Mamma drew them some water. One of
Iliein came and dipped lier nose in the trough, and then,
without stopping to drink, galloped away lo tho other
hor.se and put her wet nose against his. 'i'hen they both
came back, but the first one did not drink any unlil tlie
other had had all he wanted.

Don’t you think it was kind of hcr lo go and tell the
other horse before she drank any herself? | enjoy the
St. Nichola$S very much.

Your loving reader, M£RCIE E, B

Ft. Wadswauartii,Statf.n Isi,akd, N. V. Harhor.

Uear St. Niciiolas ; | ain very much intcrestcd in
natura! history, especially that 0/ insects. Last summer
| caught, or liad given lo me, (juite a number of large,
creen worms, about the size of a niaii’s middle finger. |
ied them with their natural food, and watched them spin
themselves into cocoons. These, tvilli others I found in
the aiitunm and winter, | putin abox and keptin awarm
room ready for hatcliing this spring- Thi-s lialchery 1
watched with much interest when they began to come
out. At last| saw one begin and helped itout; it was
a Cecropia moih. | saw this cocoon bobbing up and
down on the side of the box. 1 thought il looked sus-
picious, so | look it down and cut a smalllidle inone end.
1 saw the inoth coming out, so | made llie lidle a little
larger. .After it |Jut its forefect out, it pulled itselfalong,
until its olher feet were free, and then il ptislied the cocoon
offwith its hind feet and |)ulled it.seifclear with the others.
The anleunce were folded over the liead and thoiax, the
wings over ihe body, and llic legs over all, but tiie legs
were unfoldcd as the insect came out, and helped it lo
escape.

I think (in fact, | almost know) there is no other cliil-
dren’s magazine in lhe world like yours. I like all your
stories so much that | can not tell which 1 like the best.

Hoping this will interest some of your readers, |
remain, your devoled friend, reatler, and adniirer,

c. K. Av . JR.

N ew Ori-kans, La.

Dear St. Nichoi.as: We, aclass of liiilc girls from
eleven to twelve, li.ivc enjoyed reading you so much tlial
we feel wo must write and tell you about it.

Our teacher tiiinks you as iustructive as any of the
lext-books we study, and when you nnivo every month
we rcad from you as a part of our reading-lesson. We
find this verv interesting and enlertaining.

Most of USllave taken you for a long while, even be-
fore we were okl enough lo read you, but now we can
praise and appreciate you as you deservc.

Your constani
“Little Readerf.”

St. Boviface Housf.,, Vkntnor, |I. W.
D kar St. Nichoi.as: | have notyet seen a letter iii
lhc “ Letter-box ” from the Isle of Wight, and | should



Uke to write one about a very interesting donltcy there
is Ol the island. Near Newport, the capital, are some
ruins of an oid caslle called Carisbrook. Charles the
Kirstwas imprisoned in this castle, and they used todraw
their water frora a well-housc which may slill be seen;
ihe well is about two hundred feet deep. In this house
is a Inige wheel ihal draws up the water, This wheelis
moved by a donkey waiking up and down inside of it,
and keeping it coiiiinually in motion. And so for hun-
dreds of years tlie ancestors of this donkey have been
doing that work, which work seems to agrce with thein,
as this one is twenty-two years old, and the last one
livetl to be nearly forty. 1 saw in tlie “ Letter-bo.\” of
Aut'ust, 188S, a letter fronj Nice, Franco, which interested
me,"as 1 was in the earthquake, too. | was at .Menlone,
near Nice, and thoshocks were terrible. 1 ihink Mentone
was shaken more tban any town of the Riviera. | have
alsobeen to Luceme, Switzerland, and have lieen upthe
Rigi. We are lising in a very interesting old house here.
It °vas the first liouse in Ventnor. It was once ihe
Manor House of Bonchurch, and is very old-fashioiied.
I remaiii, your devoted reader,
Marg.\ret F

A lfxandria, Va.

My Dear St. Nicholas; I was much amused in
reading about the “ Two-headed Tortoise” in the May
numbe'i-, as i know of a coincidence. About llic year
1800, as Wm. Powell was riding near Goose Creek, in
Ixiudoun County, Va., he picked up just such a torioisc.
Il was such a curiosity that he carried ithome and put it
in a lub; bul, unfortunately, a cat killed it- This Wm.

Powell was the brother of my great-grandfather. He
wag afterwards,drosvned in the Slieilandoah Rivc

rtoise was published in tho

ome time about the year 1800. 1 llave

takcn the . Nicholas ever since | was seven years
old (five years), and have never written a letter for the
box before. 1 ivas born in this historie town, as many of
my ancestors were, and | go to Christ Churcli (the church
atiended by Washington). My great-grandfather was a
friend of Washington, and was onc of his pail-bearers.
He was afterwards, in 1814, mayor of lhetown when it was
taken by the British. | own my grandfather’'s mnsket
which he shouldered there when lie was but a boy.
Yours,
Wm.G. P

Baltimore, Md.

Dear St. Nichoi.as; | have been reading you for a
long time, and you have given mea great dealof picasure.

Yon have a great number of litlle readers and ad-
niircrs, and I want you to add me to the re.sl, for 1 think
that you are the nicest of all lhe magazincs.

I &m almost eleven years old. | have two sisters and
Iwo brothers.

I love “ Little Lord Fauntleroy.” 1| went to see it
played ; | had never been lo tlie [healer before. It was
beautifui.

We live in the country all the year round, and like it
better than town. M'e have a donkey thal really goes.—
it ran away one day,— a beautifui collie dog, and two
pet calves, but I am sorry to tell you that our lovely lit-
tle goat, brought to us frora the West Tndies, died dur-
ing the winter. He followed ns cverywhere; his hair
was as soft as silk.

Yesterday my little brother, three years old, got a let-
ter from our aunt, and he was so pleased tliat lie took it

to mother and asked her to put it in the bank.
that a funny idea ?
And now, dear S'lI' N icholLa$S, good-bye !
I remain, your little friend,
Helex S. S

Was not

Lancaster, Pa.

My Dear St. Nicholas: | want to tell you about
a snow-white Persian cat that was given to Mamma.

His hair «as about one and a halfinches long, and his
tail about thrce inches around. lie was very large, and
had a most beautifui cal-face. One night, when he was
about three years old, he ran away, and was found dead.
We called him “ Cyrus the Persian.”

We have taken you ever since you were first published.

Your devoted friend, Jaket L. B

New Y(NtK.

D far St. Nichotas: | am alittle lame girl, eleven
years old: and as | can not run about like other chil-
dren, St. NICHULAS is one of my greatest pleasures. 1
went to sce Elsie Leslic play “ Little Lord Faunlleroy,”
and | liked it, if possible, just as much as the slory. |
dressed one of my dolls upas “ Litlle Lord Faunlleroy”
in avelvet suit and a red sash.

I have a cat named “ Koko,” and whenever he hears
my criitches he runs to meet me, and rubs liimself
against them.

My sister look you for sixteen years, and now | ani
going to take you until 1 am too old. But 1 don't think
that time will ever come.

vaur loving little friend, Fi-OUK.SCE C

Bound Brook, K. J.

Deak st.Nichoras; | have taken you for three
years, and Papa has you bound every year for a Christ-
mas present to me.

I think you are a lovely magazine, and | read you lo
Mamma while she sews. | read you llirougli from be-
ginning to cnd. | saw ihe Washington Ceiitennial
Parade, wilh Papa and Mamma, from alarge window 01l
Broadway. | am very glad that I am a little American

irl.

My grandpa H. used lo live on Ibc Monmouth baitlc-
grouuf, and Mamma and hcr brothers and sisters were
born there. 1 suppose that is lhe reason | love George
Wasliington so much. Wehave a little oak lable that is
made from the great old tree under which he rested after
he fought tito battle. 1 am nine years old, and | liave
no brothers fior sisters. | remain,

Your little friend, HeleN P- II. O

W p lhank tlie young friends whose fiames here follow
forpleasantlettersreceivedfromlbem ; Charlotte Idwina
11 Alice Eisenstaedt, Nina Grav,J. C. Voice, S. W, F.,
F.leanor D., Carolyn Miles, Julia V. C., Margare! B..
Anna K. W, Mabel C. and l-ucy W.. Olive Pardee,
Mary P. Earl, Natalie More and Daisy Chauiicy, Jessie
P. Evans, H. Balfour, Edward W. Wallace, Clai a, Alicc,
Georgie, Alian, Gracc and Mav, Mary B. F., C. R. T-.
Maude R. Couder, “ The DeF twins,” K. R., Helen
A Babcock, Harry Oveiton Schuyler, Richard V. Ryan,
Lou J., Clarg\ Danielsoii, Mariau li. Macgill, Juliet
K lirnest WAnule Van Wiiikle, PatlyA., Manon

Randall, Mary Randall, and Grace EUlredge.



ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

Central Acrostic. Centrdis, Edgar A. Poe. Cros.e-words;
I. convLyers- 2. cteDits, 3. caGic, 4. cavAln*. 5. contUacis.
6, crAne. 7, cnaPlcr. 8. carOche. o0. cautErte

Cmai?ade, Larkspur.

Zigzag, The FaU of ihe Basiile, Cross-words: i. Tank.
3. UHio. 3. keEi. 4. halF, 5. ArAb. 6, gLen. 7, Lynx. 8. gOng.
9. letqg xo. hooT. xt. acHe. 13. dian. 13. Bard. 14, cAne.
IS- efiSy. 16. lenJ. 17. rein. 18. CLay. to. Elbe.

A Cluster uf Diaziokds. L j. D. 2.Slp. 3. Spare. 4 Dia-
mond. 5. Proud. 6. End. 7. D. [Il. r.H. 2. Saw. a. Slrap
4 Sardius. 5. \Vats(. 6. Put. 7. S. Ill. i. P. 2.Sea. 3. Peari.
ir A L. IV. 1. T. 2. Top, 3. Topaz. 4. Pan. 5. Z,
V, 1. A. 2. Age. 3, Agaie, 4. Etc. 5. E. VI, 1, B, 2. Her.
3. Heryl. 4. Ryc. 5. I,

Doime Acrostic. Primais, Cleveland; Cenir.'tls, Gladsionc.
X. CarOocs. «, LolLing. 3.EmAiLs. 4. VeiiDing. 5.

6. Leslins. 7. AlmOner. 8,NooNing. o. DemEans.

Enigma
Spinnerofihe sllken snarc,
Fell Arachne Inyour lalr,
Tell me, Ifyour powers can tell,
How you do your work so well (
"THE SPIDER."

N amsrical

IN THE AUGUST NUMBER,

An EscuKHttoN, Centrals, Walter Senti. Cross-rvords: i. Aiiis-
worth. 2. Hogar*. 3. Wolfe. 4. WaiLs. 5. Leech. 6. Byrcm.
7. Liszt. 8. Bacon. 9, Moorc. xo. Aie. xr. T.

Pi. In the first drowsy heat of August noon,

Ere yel the pastares are embrowned and dry,
T 1 swallow breathes her parllng sigh,
Undcrihe red sun and the crimson moon,

Greeting us all too soon,

Coinés (he pliuned goidenrod with flamuing (rain,
And hfts her yellow he-~d along the way,
Wherc sweetwild roses bloomed but yesierdoy,
And fo.'imy daUies nodded in dlIsdaln
AtJdnly SUR aud rain.
L lusi Jarly Gohienrod,” by Mi?s-abdib francés judd.
W%rp*g{ﬂuares. i, i.

Sated. 2. Atone. 3. Toast. 4. Ensae,
5. Deter. Il. i. Salin. 2, Alone. 3.Tolk 4. Inlet. 5, Neses.
M altese Cross. trom i 10 Simén; b to 8, cap; n ton

dip; 1410 18, singe; 19 to 23, taper; 24 10 2b, bar; 20 to ai.jot;
33 to 30, color; 3 to 16, inanakin ; at lo 34, parasol

ShAKKSI'EAF D IAGONAL. D lagoiiols. Pertdes.
I, Philoius, a, Leonardo. 3, Mercuuo. 4. l.ucllius,
0. Benvoho, 7. Huellen. 8. Polonius.

Cross.words:
5. Bomchio.

MotSIcand RogTc' % '~"~Roc?;'audlijjrr-

j»G eruudeV'.‘Fﬁmz ] — A\Kiiiir = i~wi
i». 0O— Anme Hecht, 37" H enry Guilford,
Planche and Fred, xi — Arlinc Cochrane and Mairima, 8 — Efhé IC, Talboys, o— Moncll’™i3p7eutheT A's3h“flI'Al*u"'T "
Wilcox and J. C. H. C.. i — Aurora. 7— Mathilrlp. Irla anH di;..* * a-.u \
and W istic, 7— Sara Crstve, i— Maude E, Conder, 4 - P.ipa and Maud, 3— Joaephine HydcVa- 1. n. 1.
DIAIICN». 56-80-21-66-81 Is that point In the heavens directly opposite to the
, 1. la camel. 2. Eiicountered. 3. Worth. 4. Thoso who de.ll (Z)esrjlst;'lsysﬁnsol)sfif:nii‘lsn;:“‘:ﬁin UNfI|h9221‘_0;);-_8‘-1’\?5)’333\/’149’75;7?5;‘3;7]1/\0{
.1 silks and woolen goods. 5. Sprigfiily. S. A kind ofbird. 7. En- 58-43-7-62 74g|5 wied. M ’ 86y25 95-X2-04-30 13 04 72 67 1 lg
i -43-7-62- selwtcd. My 86-25-95-X2-04-30-17-94-73-67 Is
deavore. 8. A Chemical term for salt. 9. In cnmel. . i weaken. My x1-68-87-x8-00-8%|°07 Is 10 squirm. My 82-92-33 is
NAVAJO. yes. My 47-13-27-49-61-21-77 is pay for Services, My 40-15-31-
DOUCLB ZIGZAGS. 51-36 is a book ofihe Blble, >iy 6-44-68 Isa pronoun. My 59-23-
72-83-43-80-38-4 are wind-instrumcms, My 70-63-4710 is a rusilc.
My 54-2-20-33-57-76 is a compo.ser o f bc.auiiful music for the plano!
“ CORNELIA CLIMUER."
I HOUU-GI.ASI5
4 M * - I. The central letters, reading downward, will spell tlie .nirname
3 15 . Oto vcry famous American,
6 , 16 Citoss-u'ORDs: 1. Vexiiig. 2, To diuss for show. 3. Sincle
4 In Publicéla. 5. To bend, 6. A Hiingarian dance. 7, Pari
7 ofthe day.
. Il1. Centrdis, downward, the namc ofa famous Itiilian poec
9 ., 19 , Cross-words : i. A company of nligrims traveiing together, 2
worth. 3. F.iiergy. s. In Publicofa. 5. A .«maliserpent. 6. An
10 20 h .
aquatic animal, 7. A bigcH, helkn mar and I. I. a.
Thr diagonals from i to 1o will sj~cll a festival which occiirs on OIIARADE,
bepicmber 29; frnin 11 (o 20, the simame of an cmincnt English
You 'I'l find niyjfrs/ a wild, shrillcry;

soldier who dicd on September 14, 1852.

C ross.WORDS: i. The namcofa .smallcity InCheboygan Couniy,
Michigan. 2, One ofa class of crabs having the last pair of feet or
more, tcnninated by .aflattencd joint fitted for swimmiiiff. 3. The
junsdiction of a pacha. 4, Like fisli. 5. A fragment. 6 Re-
scinljling n petal. 7. ];esigna(ing the place of 8, To wasie awov
in Hesh. 9. State cnrriages, xo. Ediblc roots.

PRANK SKELUNG,
NIDtERICAL EXIG.MA,

T AM composed of ninefy-seven letters, and form a gnoiaiton from
Lord Chesterficld.

Afy 613-16-32-26-96-34 isacr.Aleof various forins,
NSs-x-75-29-41 1S bencfiL .My 9r-3*-5-93 is a contest,

Myo-ac-70-
My

My is often called a huc.
>1y M f/ Is never loud fior bigh,
And yct it Is to bellow, too.
my whole you never could;
Si-1l)y whole you never should:
tVi-army whole you often would.

COMPAUISON.S.

I. Positive an in.seci; oomp.nrative, a bovcrage ; miner
animal. 3. 1 ositivc, a cOEComb; comparativo, an .innoyancc: so-
por ative, tovaunt. 3. Posiiive, a reward; coaiparacive, awe; so-
porlalivo, a baagiicl. Positivo, lo iravd; coraparalive, 10 stab «
stiper aiivc, aapecior. 5. Positivo, a door; comiaraiivc, lobollow;
superlativc, to parch. isola.

vc, an



Hitr

TLT.USTUATE1l) ('EN'rilAL ACUOSTIJC.

E ach of the ten pictnres, cxceptiiig ihe sixth. may be <lescribcd
by a word of sevei» letters. When these are rightiy gnesficU and
placed onc below the other, the central letters wjlT spell ihe fiame of
an eminent German natural phllosopher v,ho diecl ai Amsterdam,
Scptember x6, J736.

UUADItrPEE ACKOTtTIC;.

Af.L of the words desciibed coniain tlie same number of letters.
When these havc been rightiy guessed and placed one below the
other, in the ordcr here given, the primaiswill spcl! aicm inine fiame;
ihe row ncxt lo ihem wlll spell a word meaning “ in thin pintes or
laycrs” ; the finais will spell to implore; the row next 10 them will
spell bestows.

Ckoss-'vords: r, To refer. «, A kind ofplum, 3- 5nm, 4. Con-
sisung of lines, 5- To snmmon. 6- Sicknes». 7. A masculine
nmne. E

PI.

A i,CK7M?r>heas slanceco eht rohoniz,
A tiognel ninhnscb stlans roscas het wadsome;
Eht diper nad ripcm fo remsum-mcic Si noge,
Tub bayuic grinles ni sethe umatim shodwas,

O wects precmbecsl! hyl strif sezerbc grinb
Flhc dyr flcas result nda eih oulsslcrr graihule,
Het loco, shrcfria, chewen ihaleh nad vogir ngrlps,
Dan spiromc fo geecendi.x yoj rahfcrtee.

DOrBEE AGItOSTIC.

T he leiters in eacliof tho following lengrcups may be tmnsposed
so as lo form onc word. Whcn these are rightly gnessed ihey wlll

answer to the following definitions; t, An Indian house.
censure. 3. Bibhops and ccrcaln clergymen not under regular coii-
iroL 4.Wheatnotbearded. 5. A word used inle§al procccdings.
6.S'our own self. 7. A tiver in Vermoni. 8.Incipicni. 9- Per*
mioing to a step-moilier. 10, An objcct rcsembling an Insect,

j, A blow gun.
2. Crop hera.

3. A chap, Eli.
4. Wc no that,
5. Side size.

6. Solé fury.

?. 1 woo inks.

8. I cheat? No.
9. Corn vale,

x0. To me 1nod.

W hcen ihe above letters havc been rightiy transposed and the ten
words pl.Aced one below the other, the first six of i)ic iniliHI leiteis
ill spell an ardeni splrlt dlisijlled from wine. The lost four of the
iniiial letter? will speil the fennented juico of grapcs. The ten im*
lial letters will spell ihc iame of a pbce where a b.Mlle Avas foughi
on Sepiember ix, 1777 The first five of the final letters will st>ell
the simame of an Engllish wriier who lived in Sclboroe, The lani
five letiers apcll cultivaicsl ground. The ten final letters will spell
the namd ofan cmineut divine who died Scptember 30, 17771

CYKIL DEAKB,

EASY KTDDLE.

I AM a little word cornposed of five letters. My x-a-j make about
half of the human race; my 4-0-3 m.ake so small ;i number that it
can be represented by a single leiter; iny 3-2-4 make ,an ariicle
very iiseful to many persons; iny 1-2-4 means encouiuered : anO
,ny 1-2-3-4-5 fiames a city noicci for its fortrcss and as bcing tlie
place where printing was invcnled.

THE DE VINNK PRhSS, NEW YORK.
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