ST. NICHOLAS.

OCTOBER, 1889.
No. 12.

AMONG DOGS OF HIGH DEGREE.

By NOAH

u. luc reaaers ot St. Nich.

OLAS may not know it, there is an aristocracy of

dogs and various degrees of ©

among mankind. An
old Enghsh wnteig making a genealogy of British
do”, classified them thus; “ Dogs of chase,”

* high society ” in the

drels/? ﬂ-{ t'ho {op of { his list are the houﬁd@ogf

for then following of the game of which they are

lamines of hounds

Hmf U
that an old w.seacre am on%dog -fanciers has said ;
-eacreamongdog-fanciershassaid;

“ -Many inen. many minds ; many hounds, many kinds.”

Rut the fowiers are also dogs of high dcgree, for
they too follow the scent rather than the sight of

and field and water
At the verv

ipanV

spanieis are classed among these.
bottom of this list is to be found tié
gentle, or comforter." Chief among these for its
anstocratic breedmg is the variety of spaniel rep-
toe,,ed ,te King Cl.arte .heyeSesS,

™.

?20tT

This was a gentle hint to the Kine’s

lawmng.
®

com\ﬂgm.who had asked ‘the question.
to.

copyngiu, .

T.= B.,e,tei, ,p.ie,

Brouks.

heim”
proud and cruel Duke of Norfolk, who lived in fle
time of Robert Southey. The Duke had tho sofe
possession ofthe breed, whose colors are black £ d

fi-ness. Mofe

the Duke the spamcls iverecalled King James span

10S,, and, while he lived, he kept riGem o fiL

ingles, L~ stintcTtfhi

one of the htter thatwas being sacrificcd. Whcre
upon his Grace haiightily rcplied, “ Pray, sir, which
The Kinu-

of myestates should you like to have.?”
b1iO fi of puré
Hood has notso much as onc whltc hair upon m.
lhe Blenhcim spaniel is white and palé yellow

George Jcssc, has

A famous writer on dogs,
feelings

modc this catalogue of “ the virtucs,
f m -"'thcnticated?/
the dog, Love, faithfulness, gratitude, gcnerositv
Smracnv f niTrniT |
-m'eb'- mtou..uy,l.rusclul”css, truth devo-
tlon sincerity, unselfishness, honesty, endurance
pcrseverance, temperance, obediente, vigiknc!’
compassion, mcrcy, attention, memory, forgivencs!’
forbearance, him aftv’
. Fetlection, seRsitianes!
C|I|ty reMenge,_WHIlnggess
g Irrna

Aok ’2(an§; i ¢

tenclerness, gentleness

885, by T.m CENrrav Co. Allriglus «servcA

Spaniels were alsoV e favorite d o j ofthe’



»ho is alover of tlogs, will read ovcr this Ust very
carefullv and recall to mind the anecdotes of dogs
that he has read, he will doubtless be able to find an
tip le that will “ authenticate,” as Gcorgc Jcsse
snvs the virtucs and the powcrs of imnd so uell

1 forth in this long list. Some of these graces

of mind and temper are common to
degrcc ; but it isamong the dogs of the highest
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quality that we must look for the nobler traits oC
fhiiriicter»

Of the hound family it is said that those that are
shaogily coatcd, as tim setter, are more attached
to mankind than those of the smoothcr skm.
This is only a fancy, probably, for some of the
fincst traits of dcvotion have been observed m the
smooth-skinned varicty. Captam Gcvvase Mark-
ham, a noted British sportsman, is thought to

have set forth the best rules for the choosmg o( a
hound.

In his book, “ Counircy Contentmcnts,
Ol- the

Husbandman’s Rccrcaiions,” printed in
1651, the gallant captain says that m the choice
of a high-bred hound one must be sure to scc that
the beast “ hath a round, big, thick head, with a
short nose uprising and largc open nostnls, "hich
shows that he is of a quick and good scent, h.s

[oCT.

ears exceeding large, thin, and down-hanging
much lower than his chaps, and the flens of lus
upper-lips almost two inches lowcr than lus ncther
chLs, which shcws a merry mouth and a loud
rino-er,” and so on.

This sort of hound, the Cap-
says, is

“ largc, heavy, slow, -"d truc_
He added, “ If vou will chuse a hght, swift hound,
then must his head be more slender and his nose
more long, his ears and (lews more
shallow, hisbackbroad, his tailsmall,
his joynts long, his foot round, and
his general composuve much more
slender and grayhuund-likc.”
Now let the reader look at the
beautiful hounds that are picturcd m
the frontispiece of Ihis number of the
St. Nichot1a$, and, so far as the
portraits of these dogs are given, he
will see that they must be the high-
brcd animals of which the ancicnt
Captam Markham discourscs  so
learncdly. These dogs, Margano,
Sereno, Lentenor, and Nicanor, were
the property of the Count de Barral,
a French nobleman whosc kennels
were famous all ovcr Euvope. They
are hounds of the beagle famih-,
but are taller than the oid English
beagle, as indeed, all Frcnch hounds
are usually taller than thcir English

cousins. Margano has the sligluly
roughish coat which some wuritcrs
think

indicates a warmcr fnendship
for man in the dog who wears it;
and certainly nobody can look in his
honest and shvcwdly intelligent
countenance without a feeling of af-
fection for the animal who looks so
attentively at you from the canvas.
Sereno, to whom he is coupled,
has u'hat the Frcnch cali a dis/ingue air, and
may be tbe most aristocratic dog of the gioup,
thouF'h all are clearly dogs of high degrce. Len-
tenor': | should sa)’, has a great hcad, an '«‘cllectual
hcad, indeed; and that rcfined nosc and the pendu-
lous ears bespeak the very finest strain of blooT
Nicanor, who is coupled with Lentenor, must be
of a roguish turn of mind, and, being
profile than either of the others, lus

the very pcrfcction of high brccdmyg,
admirably the

'whrt

N
He filis
requirements of Captam Gervase
Markham, of famous memory.

These portraits, as well as those of Cahpso
and Barbare on pagcs 884. S85, are n
same pack of dogs, and werc painted for tbe CouiU
de Bainal, by Louis Godefroy Jadm, a Trcnch
artist of renown, who was born in Paris, m 1805,



and who died in that city in 1882. M, Jadin was
noted as a painter of hunting sccnes, dogs, horses,
and still-lifc. His art is capitally exemplified in
these porti-aits, which are so evidcntly good likc-
nesses of the dogs that wc must needs admire the
cunning with which the painter has portraycd the
dispositions of his subjects. Note, for example,
the coquettisli pose of the beautiful Calypso. She
has not only a high-bred appcarance, but you
might almost say tliat she has some of the fine-lady
airs of a French woman of quality, who knows she
is an elegant creature, and who makes no secret
of her knowledge. Barbaro, on the other hand.
is less conscious of being stared at, and his large,
luminous eyes, hquid in the light, his exquisita
nose and dilating nostrils, are all so many marks
of good breeding and fine manncrs —
dog-manners, of course, I mean.

Strange to say, the hound is the
dog whose portrait is most frequently
found in the most ancient sculptures
and paintings in the world — those of
okl Egypt. We may believe, too,
tliat the faithful Argiis, the clog of
Ul)'sses, was a hound, so far as
Homer’s descripcién makes him out
for wus. When the far-wandering
Ulysses, after twenty years of ab-
sence from his home, returned to
his family, Argus lay a-dying of oid
age and neglect on a heap of offal.
Nobody knew the wanderer when
he carne to his own again, but the
faithful hound recognized his inaster
through all disguise of tatters and
neglected visage. Says Homer:

“ The dog, wliom fate liad granted to

belioid

His lord, when twenty tedious years
had voll'd,

Takes a last look,— and liaviiig seen
him,— dies ;

Soclosod foiever faithful Argus’eyes.”

It was a hound, too, some sueh
dng as Nicanor, I make no doubt,
that rose to everlasting fame in song
and story as the prcscrver of the life
of hismastcr’s child, laying down his own life with-
out a murmur theieafter. Geclcrt was a Wclsh
iKuind; his mastcr, Liewelyn the Great, livecl near
the base of Snowdcn, one of the famed peaks of
Walcs. Going to the hunt one d.ay, Liewelyn left
Gélcrt in charge of an infant sleeping jn the
eradle. The dog, faithful to his trust, attacked a
savage wolf that stole into the house with tlic in-
tent of carrying off the child. In the cncounter

tho eradle was ovcrturned, and the infant was thus
concealed, still slceping. lint the wolf was slain,
and the faithful Gclcrt, his chaps dablHcd ivith
blood, met the returning Liewelyn, conscious of
b.aving done his whole duty. Not seeing his
babe, Liewelyn rashiy supposed that the hound
had Kkillcd the infant, and drew his sword and
plunged it in the side of the savior of his son. Of
the remorse and gricf of the chieftain when he
found what a foolish and wicked thing he had
done, we need not speak. But Gélert ivas buried
with due honor in a spot hard by, which, unto
this day, is called “ Beth-Gélert,” or “ the grave
of Gélert.” Read William Robcrt Spencer’s touch-
ing bailad in which all this lamentable history is
set forth, thus ending;

(BV I'CKAUSSION OF [IOUSSOX), VALAUON A. CO.)

“ An(l, lili great Snowden's rocks grow oid,
And cense tlic storm to brave,
The consccrated s|>ot shall hold
The namc oi Gélert’. grave 1”

Thcrc are thosc that say that the tale of Gélert
isuholiyan imaginary onc. But let us cling to
the bclief that the ‘ebrincliccl hound,” which one
careful writcr says Gélert was, really did all that

IHfi
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was sa>d of him in the story, We might well be

willing to forget the folly of the master, of whom

the Welsh have this proverb; “ | repent as much

as the man who slew his grcyhoiind.’

But after all, we cannot claira for the bound all
the virtucs that pertain to dog-Ufc. Mrs. Byron,
the mother of the famous poet, had a fox-terrier to
whiclt Boatswain, Lord Byron’s favorite Ncwfound-
land dog, took a violent disliking. G.lpm the fox-
terrier, being in danger of losing h.s hfe by rite
won-iments that Boatswain mflicted upon him,
Mvs Byron sent tbc little fellow away to Newstcad,
many miles from the house where she then lived.
Shortly after, Byron, the dog’s master, went a«ay
from homc for a long time ; and, Boatswain, after
showing much concern of mmd, disappeared for
a whole day, to the dismay of the servants At
nightfall, he carne homc, brmgmg Gilpm withhtm.
He led tbe terrier to the kitchen fire and lavished
upon him every expression of tcnderness and affec-
tion. It turned out that Boatswain had gone all

the way to Newstead, whence he had lured Gilpm,

Ruiding him home in safety. It is rdated that the

two dogs lived ever after in loving concord, Boat-
swain dcfending Gilpin against the attacks of all
comcrs.

W hen Boatswain died, his mourning master

veared ovcr his grave a monumcnt on which was
envraved the most touching epitaph and the most
celebrated that ever graced a dog’s burial-placc.
You will find it in Byron’s poems.

last two lines:

Here are the

“ To mark a fvicnd’s reinains thcse stones nrise ;
I never knew but onc,— and here he hes.

Regarding dogs of grcat intelligence, hkc those
of the Count de Barral, for example, we some-
times say, “ He can do everything but talk.
And yet there is a very well
of a dog bcing taught to talk "

“ Rural Sports,” a work of high credit,
hshcd in London in i80i, the story is told of a
dog born near Zeitz, in Saxony, that was taught

authenticated

to ask in an intclligible manner for tea, coffee,
chocolate, etc,, and an account of which was com-
municatcd to the Royal Acadcmy of France by no
less a person than Leibnitz, one of the most emi-
nent philosophers that ever lived. The account
says ihat tbe dog was the proporty of a peasant,
whose little son, fancying that he heard the dog
attempt lo make artictlate sounds, underlook to
teach him Co speak, with the result afore men-
tioned. The sagacious creature, says Lcibmtz,
finally mastcred no less than thirty words. Not-
withstanding this dog’s grcat talent, he was an
incorrigible truant, and often ran away to escape
the lessons that his young master taught hira.
Dogs have been taught, as wc have hinted,
almost everything but to talk, and the story of the
Saxon dog must be accepted as affording at least
one instance of its powers of speech.

Dogs have
been known to hold such

intercourse with each
other as to give the impression that they do talk
among themselves. A gentleman liymg near
Boston has a large and dignified hound that usu-
ally accompanies his master in his walks. Nero
never forgets his dignified composure, even under
-reat provocation. For a time, however, he was
Oreatly exasperated by the snapping and snarlmg
at him of an ill-conditioned cur that master and
dog encountered at a certain place, Finally, after
many days of trial. Nero suddenly stopped, seizcd
the poor cur in his powerful jaws, cnished its spine
iust back of the neck, and dropped it on the
ground, limp and lifeless. Then he walked on
composedly by the side of his master, showing no
si°ns of agitation. It was noticed that after that,
the intelligence of Neto’'s summary execution of
the cur having apparently spread abroad, e”ycry
doo- in the ncighborhood tookto his heels in flight
wh®encver Ncro appeared, Hoiv did dogs that saw
not the execution of the httle cur learn what had
ha%%ned ? . , LN

8n we can answer this question, we can also
learn, perhaps, why dogs of high degrce, like men
of dg&htle blood and good breedmg, perpetiate their
fine qualities from generacién to generation.



THE CREATURE WITH NO CLAWS.

By Joel

“ W'en you git a leetle bit oidor dan u’at you
is, honey,” said Unele Remus to the little boy,
“ you 'll know lots mo' dan you does now,”

The oid man liad a pile of white oak splits by
his side and these he was weaving into a cliair-
bottom. He was anexpcrt in the art of “ bottom-

HE CWISE TER HIT UE CRERTUR,
(SEE NEXT TACE.)

“ liRER WOLF MAKE LfKB
EN DEK~— 7

ing chairs,” and ho carned many a silver quarter
in tliis way, The little boy seemed to be much
intcrestcd in the process.

“ Hit's des like I tell you,” the oid man went
on; “ 1 done had de speiince un it. | done got
so no'vdat | don’'t b'lieve w’at | see, much less 'v'at
| year. It got ter bo whar | kin put my han’ on
it en fiimblo wid it. Folks kin fool deyse'f lots
wuss dan yuther folks kin fool uni, en ef you don’t
b’licve w’at 1’'m a-tcllin’ un you, you kin des ax Brer
W olf de ncx’ time you meet 'im in de big road.”

“ What about Brother Wolf, Unele Remus?”
the little boy asked, as the o!d man pauscd to refill
his pipe.

“ Well, honey, 'tain’t no great long rigamarolc ;
hit 's des one er dczc yer tales w’at goes in a gallop
twel it gits ter de jumpin’-off placo.

“ One lime Brer Wolf wuz gwine ’'Inng de big
road feelin’ mighty proud en high-strung. He wuz
a mighty high-up man jn dcm days, Brer Wulf
wuz, en 'mos’ all de yuther creeturs wuz feard un
'im. Wcll, he wuz gwine ’'long lickin’ his chops
en w'alkin’ sorter stiff-kneed, uwen he h.appen ter
look down 'pon de groun’ en ciar he secd a track

Chandler

H.arris.

in de san’. Brer Wolf stop, he did, en look at it,
en den he ’'low ;

“ *Heyo ! w'at kind cr crectur dish ycr?
Dog ain't make dat track, en necder is Brer Fox.
Hit 's one cr deze yer kind er crccturs w’at ain't
got no claws. | ’ll des 'bout foller 'im up, en ef |
ketch 'im he ’'ll sholy be my meat’

“ Dat de way Brer Wolftalk. He followed'Jong
atter de track, he did, en he look at it closc, but
he ain’t see no print er no claw, Bimeby de track
tuck 'n tu'n out de road en go up a drcen whar de
rain done wash out. De track wuz plain dar in de
wetsan’, but Brer W olfain’t see no sign er no claws.

“ He foller en foller, Brer Wolf did, en de track
git fresher en freslier, but still he ain’t see no priiu
ernoclaw. Bimebyhe come in sight cr de crectur,
en Brer Wolf stop, he did, en look at 'hn. He
stop stock-still and look. De crectur wuz mighty
quare-iookin’, en he wuz cuitin’ up some mighty
quare capers. He had big hcad, sharp nose, on
bob tail; en he wuz walkin’ roun’ en roim’ a big
dog-wood tree, rubbin’ his sides ag’in it, Brer

Brer

DAT CKAF.rii> Dk» roTcH ose swire IliS awav,
SWIPE DAT AIVAI'" (SEE NEXT PACE.)

“wrLl., sru
EN N'ER

W olf watch 'im a rightsmart while, he act so qgiiarc,
en don he 'low:

“ *Shoo ! dat crectur done bin in a fight en los’
de bes’ part er he tail; en wat make he scratch
hisse'f dat away? | lay 1°'ll let 'im know who he
foolia’ ’'long wid.’



. Atter -while, Brer W olfwentup aleetlc lugher
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ON APPLEDORE.

By WILLIS BOYD

A FLUTTER of wllite

On Applcdorc’s shoulder —
The prctticst sight!

A fluttcr of white,

One by one they alight

On the dark, jutting bowlder;
A fluttcr of whitc

On Applcdore’s shoulder.

Six girls in a flock

W here the white sea is breaking
Against the gray rock.

Six girls in a flock —

Their gay voices mock

The din it is making;

Six girls in a flock

W here Uic white sea is breaking.

Ali-en.

Each flutters and clings

To the torn granite cdges —
The merriest things !

Each flutters and clings.

Have they fcathers and tvings,
As thcy perch on the ledges?
Each fltitters and clings

To the torn granite edges.

Mattic, Edith, and Grace,

May, Grctchen, and Mary ;

W ith bonniest face

And daintiest gracc

Each rcsts in hcr place.

Not with sca-bird or fairy

Each bowlder is laden,

But a truc-hearted maiden —
M attie, Edith, and Grace,
May, Grctchen, and Mary.



By Celia

“ChRISTINE! May we come

in and see you
to-night, Christine?”

The children, peeping m
at the kitchen door, pushed it wide and danced
over the threshold, delighted at the smile which
greetcd them. , . . j

There were three of them, bylvia Hastings and
her little brother, Charlie, and Archie, a boy of
fourteen, at home for the winter holidays. Dearly
thev loved to visit Christine in her bright kitchen,
and no wonder, for both the place and its occupant
were most cheerful, to say nothing of the charms
of Minzie, the sleek Maltesc cat that lay baskmg
on the mat in the red glow of the fire, and the
absurd old gray parrot that sat muffled up in h.s
feathers on a perch in the cérner of the room. It
was early dusk of the winter day, sharp and coid ;
a thin, crisp layer of snow covered the ground
without, and made the warmth and brightness
within more dclightful. And as for Christine, the
Norwegian maid who kept the house, she was as
refreshing as morning sunshine, vvith her rosy
cheeks and milk-white skin, and rich hair piled m
a beautifui rcd-gold heap at the top of her head.
The children adorcd her, and her cmployers
blessed the land of Norway for having produced
anything so charming and so satisfactory.

“ Now, what are you doing, Chrisiine. asked
Sylvia, as thcy stood by the table and peered mto
a dull, red carthcn dish filled with water, in vytoh
lay polatoes peeled as smooth as ivory. W hat
are those things ? Petatees ? Are n’'t they pretty,
Archie? They look just like ivory !'”

“ Take me up and show me !” cried httle Char-
lie, and Archie lifted him so that he could peep,
too. Christine laid a dean towcl on tbc table,
spread ihe potatoes on it, rolled them about in it
till they were quite dry, then put them mto asha -
low tin pan which she had buttered, and shook
them till they all shone with a thin coat of butter.

“ W hat are they for? ” asked Sylvia.

“ To bake for your suppcr, Miss Sylvia,” an-
swcied Christine. _

* But why do you butter them ?”

Thaxter.

“ Oh, 50 they may bake a lovely liglu brown,
and the skin ) ou will not have to take off at al! 1

answered she.
“ Oh, yes,

good "'”

I know,” said Sylvia, they are so
and while Christie went on with hcr prep-
Vtions for supper, all three sat themselves down
on the neat braided mat bcside Minzie, the sleepy
comfortable cat. She stretched her long length
out slowly, and really seemed to smik at the chil-
dren, as she lay in the ruddy firelight with her eyes
half shut, lazily responding to their caresscs. She
put out her paw, its sharp claws softly sheathed,
and with a deprecating gesture gently patted thcii
hands, as if she were boxing her pet kilten’s ears.

“ Pretty Minziel!” Archie said, “ you are so
eood-naturcd, and you know so much!”

* Good evening, good evening! Won t you
take awalk?” cried aharsh voice from the cérner.

“ It 's Polly 1” cried Sylvia. “ Oh, you ridic-
ulous old bird1 How you startlcd me ;”

“ What have you got in your pocket. Poli)
continued, turning her head this way and that, and
eying the children askance. n

“ Poor Polly 1 Not a thing!” said Sylvia. 1
wish I had thought to savc some nuts for you !’

“ What does Polly want? What docs 1lolly
want!” cried the bird, and then began lo IUter
sounds no language can describe; sounds which
move nearly rcsembled the racket of a «atchman s
rattle gone distractcd than anything else 1 can
thinic of- 1 1

Minzie raised her head and looked to«’ard tho
cérner where Pollv was perched, and then settlcd
comfortably back again, blinldng her green eyes.

“ Wise kitty 1”7 said Archie.

“ Indeed sbc is wise,” said Sylvia, “ What do
you think she clid, Archie ? Whcn wc fed the birds
under the dining-room window, she hicl in the
hedge and pouncecl on abivd every day, till Mamma
at last gave up feeding them at nll, for it scemec
cruel tolead them into a trap like that. Wcl!, what
docs Minzie do then but steal a piecc of bread from
the kitchen and carry itout on the snow, and thcre
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bite it and crumble it, herself, and scratch and
scattcr the crumbs all about. Then she hid in the
hedge, the sly thing! and watched. Down camc
the birds — poor little hungry dears, and Minzie
sprang and caught one, and off she went with him
to eat him up behind a busb. Oh, you nauyhty,
naughty cat!” continued Sylvia, lifting her finger
and shaking her head at the comfortable crcaturc,
who only blinked in supreme indifference and con-
tecnt.  “ | wonder at yon! How can vou be so
cruel?”

“ But she is n’'t naughty, Syl,” said Archie.
“ Cats werc made to catch birds, don’t you know
it?”

“ Well, / would n't pounce on poor little birds
and eat thcm if | werc a cat,” cried Sylvia.

“ And | would n’'t eat ’ittle birds,” said Chaiiie,
making up a virtuous, wee mouth which Sylvia
stooped to kiss at once, it was so irresistible.

“ But you do eatthem, Syl,” Archie said. “ You
are just as bad as Minzie.” Sylvia turned to him
a shocked little face. “ What do you mean,
Archie?” she said.

“ Why, Syl dear, did n't I see twelve small
birds served up on a dish yesterday at dinner, and
did n't you cat one, all but his bones? And all
their claws wcrc curied up so pitifully above them,
too !'”

“ Oh, but Archie, that’'s something quite differ-
ent! Thosc birds werc bought at the butcher’s, you
know.”

“ Never mind,” interrupted Archie; “ it isven-
nearly the same thing. You were made to cat
some kinds of birds as wcll as kitty, so don’t you
biame hcr for doing what you do yourself. Don’t
you remember when Papa was reading to mamma
last night in a book callcd ‘Emerson’s Essays,’
how astonished Mamma was when he read this,
‘Only che butcher stands bctwcen us and tlic tiger,’
or something like that, and how they talked about
itafterward? The catisa little tiger,— shebelongs
to the samo family.”

“ Yes, 1 heard them talking,” said Sylvia, “ but
1did n’t undcrstand.”

“ Wcll, ncver mind, dear,” hcr brother answered;
“ 1 don’t think it is very casy to undcrstand ! Wc
nccd n’t trouble ourselves about it. Only don’t
you blainc poor Minzie for doing what she was
made to do.” Sylvia shook her head thoiighifuily;
shc found it a very hard ridclle to read. Most of
US do.

“ Ship ahoy !” cricd a harsh voice from the
cérner. “ Good morning, dear! How do you
do? What have you got in your pocket? Polly
wants a cracker! Good gracious! Wish you
happy Ncw Year!”

Thcy all broke into laughter, Christine’s mcrrv

TRAGEDV. S9]

voice mingling in the chorus. Minzie rose from
the mat, streichcd herself, slowly ciossed the
room to where Polly sat chattcring on hcr perch,
and bcgan to play with the chain by which the
bird was fastcned, giving the loop a push with hev
paw where it hung down, striking it evcry time it
swung within rcach. The parrot watched hcr

mcanwhile with the gi-catest interest. “ Miaw I”
cried Poly, siiddenly, Minzie stopped and looked
up. “ Ha, ha, ha!” shouted the bird, as much

as to say, “ Did you think itwas another cat?”

"THERE IN IHE MIDDI.E a.T E DOLOH SAT I'OU.Y."
(SEE NEXV UE.)

and forthwith began to scream afresh, cvowing
like a cock, barking like a dog, imitating the
creaking of a door, and then suddenly going
into a frenzy of sneezing, and coughing and sniif-
fiing, likc a person in the most dcspcrate stages of
influenza.



ALMOST A

Minzic sat still, looking up at the b.rd, as if she
enjoyed the performance ; and as for the chikUen,
they laughed till thcy were tired.

“ Truly, they are tho best of friends, the two,
said Christie. “ 1 don’t know what one would do
without the other; they play with each other by
the hour together.”

“ Come, Sylvia, bring Charlic upstans, it s
time,” called Mamraa’s voice, and away tbe chi -
dren skipped.

Christie went to and

”»

,

fro about

pleasantest picture imaginable. nN
my bread to rising before suppcr,” she said to liei-
scif; “ then

| shall have more time to wriie my
letter home this cvening.” So she worked

busily, and when the bread was made, she put it tn
a lar"-c wooden bowl and covered it up with a mee
white towel, and left it to rise on tbc dresser. Tho
cat and the parrot watched all these operat.ons
wilh an intercst that amused her,— it wa= so
'ATfim supper, when she had done all Ber work
and everything was in order for the mght, she
bade good evening to Minzie and Polly and went
upstairs to write her weekly

letter to her dear
far-off Norway.

Her room was very warm and
comfortable, and as fresh and tidy as herself. S e

set her lamp down on the talMe, took out her httle

portfolio from the drawer, and began to write.

She wrote slowly and had bcen Busy about an
hour when she heard a loud, distressed
outsidc her door, She looked up. M.aw -
Miaw ! Miaw!” sounded quickly and anxiously
from Minzie. Evldently something unusual was
the mattcr- She had never heard so anxious a
crv from that comfortable cat before.

“Why. what is it?” she cried. as she rose and
opened the door. Minzie sprang in, apparently
greatlv exeited, wilh her tail upright and curhng
at the top; she ran round and round Christie, iiib-
binix herself against the girl’'s anklcs and looking

up rnto her face with a most curious expression of
solicitude and agitation.

M.aw !

“ What is the matter ?
W hat is the trouble, Minzie ?” Christie kept ask-

ing, aa if the poor dumb creature cou d expla.n
her distress in words. But Minzie only “ mt.awed
more distractcdly than before; she went toward
the door, looking back at Christie, thcn ran to her
again took hold of her apron with her teeth and
tried to drag her toward the door.
to go down stairs? ”

The cat frisked before her, turmiig to sce if she
were following ; thcn, as if satisfied, she fled hglitly
and swiftly down the staiv and mto the kitchen,
Christie coming after, bearing the lamp m her
hand. When she reached the kitchcn door she
heard a cry from the parrot.

“ You want me

wer.
TRAGEDV.

“ Come,

gracious!

come, come!” cried Polly. " Good
Won't you take a walk?”

The voice did not proccccl from the bufo s accus-
tomed cérner, and looking about, the first thmg
Christie saw was the Imen towel she had spread
over the bread, on the floor, and Minz.e standing
up on hci- hind paws with her two white-miuened
fore-feet at the edge of the table, cranmg her head
forward and crying piteously. Therc, m the mid-
dlc of the large pan oi soft doiigh sat Polly, sunk
to her shouldevs in the sticky mass. only her neck
and head with its huge black beak and glassy
yellow eyes, to be scen. She had pullcd the towc
off the bread, and in procese of invcstigating
had become fastened in the thick paste, smkmg
deeper and deeper till she was in danger of d.sap-
pearing altogether.

* Ship ahoy!” cried Polly. “ Come! Poor
Polli-! What does Polly want?”

Christine burst into laughter, and, g"ei‘"y
M.nzie’'s distress, k.st time in going to cal SyMa

and Arcbie before rcscuing the pnsoner fiom ber

'w iZ Z L crieiS»:™ -

W hat sball we do, Archic?” a rhrw

Archie, wilh shouts of mernmcnt, helped Chris-

tie discngage the poor bird, and thcy set her m o

a basin of warm water to soak. She was peifecty

quietand let them do as they pleased with Ber, only
eiaciilating now and then, “ Good gracious ! M hat
does Polly want? Oh, my! Won't a
walk?” with other irrclevant rcmarks, which sent
hei deliverers off into frcsh peais

“It’'s all vcry well to laugh,” said Chnstme,
“ and nobody could hclp it; but if it bad not been
for Minzie, poor Polly ~oou/d have been smothcied

in the dough, and that would have bcen

Good
gracious !’ I think!”

Thcn she told the children
how Minzie had called her, and msisted on her
coming down stairs. Thcy pcttcd the cat and
L If,, ,oc,d of pr.i.=, tal “ !
bird'” cricd Syl to the parrot. Now you see

what it is to meddlc with things thatdon t concern
you! Just think ofit!

>

All Chnstie’s mee bicad
must go to fced the chickens, and >'0"
losing your life' Don’'t you cvcr mcddle again,
Poliv; do you hear?”

Pully looked too comical. Thcy BN
her as well as they could, and tned to dry her anc
had set her on her pevch as near as thcy da.ec
the firc. She was so ljcdtagglcd and forlorn, «i
her wet, rufflecl fcathcrs. and her lean, shiveun,
body! Minzie sat and
sympathetic cycs.

“ Bless my soul!

(o]

looked up at hei

W hat does Polly uanl-
chattered the poor bird- . n

“ 1 should think you wanted to be pumshcd if



you were n’t punishecl cnough alrcady,” laughed bread In place of that «hich had nearly made an

Christie, as she fastened the chain more securcly end of poor Polly; and presently left the two occu-

about the panot’s leg. pants of the kitchen to lakc care of each other till
Then she proceeded to make a fresh bowlful of morning.

INTO THE OCTOINBR \YOOPS



A DOLL ON MOUNT ETNA.

By E.

On the doorstep of the house sat little Lucia
with one hand in the other, Within she heard
the voice of hcr baby sister who ivas cooing w.th
pleasure lo see the inamma’s broom su’cep across
the floor. Near the doorstep the speckled hen
was scratching in the warm, black earth w.th her
chickens around hcr. At the
stood the bay mare, snuffing the Apr.l a.r, and
beside her was her cok, unsteady on h.s lon, legs.
Two little pigs had found a cabbage-stalk, and .n
the middle of the road shared the damty w.th sof
grunts of conteni. The cat on the w.ndow-sill
blinked her drowsy eyes in the sun, w.th the calrn
of a good conscience; in the hay-loft, annong the
grain. no rat dared venturc — she could be siirety
for so much! From the road sounded the anv.
ofneighbor Memmu the blacksmith ; and, Lmther
away, the soldiers were at dnll, and the officers
were heard shouting, -Perfil'a destr'-marche!

The young Icaves of the Indian fig trees and the
olives, of the vines and the ma.ze, were bright
against the side of the mountain,

hke countless
points of cool, grcen flamc.

In the sky, the con-
iinual smoke of Etna waved l.ke the plume of a
giant’s cap. Lucia’s papa and her

Giuscppino, were atwork, away there m the fields.
If she were theie, too, wcedmg between the lows
of maizc, it would have been a pleasure for hev.
She only had nothing todo — the little one, and
the idleness wearied her. Finally, a cloud of dus
and the noisc of wheels drew hcr attention. Itwas
a carriago that seemed to belong to a bardén at
least. she thought, with the fine horses and har-
nesses. It camc to a halt at the door of Memmu s
forge The driver dismounted, and afterward a
gcntlcman, a lady, and a little girl of Lucia’s owr.
age — about seven years. Lucia could hear all
that they spoke, but could not undcrstand a word.
The driver, who was from Catania, explained to
Memmu that one of the horses had cast a shoc.
The blacksmith set himself to make another, while
hisboy Neddu blcw the bellows and the coals red-
dened. The lady and gentleman were not unlike
othcrs e Luciahad seen many travclers pass through
the village. Thcy would come up the road from
Catania, and look in the sky at the smoke of the
crater and down at the black carth, and pomt
herc and there, and talk in such strange tongues

Cavazza.

that Don Ambrogio had move than once said it
was indeed a renewal of the confusién of Babel—-
these travelei-s. But the little lady-she carried
in her arms a most beautiful doli! Lucia could
not help going.forward, timidly, and at a respect-
ful distance, to admire it; while her scnous, blaclc
eyes were round as the beads of a rosary, for won-
der at this magnificent image of fine porcelam,
with hair blonde as wheat, in a travcling gown of
brown plaid wool, with the relalive bonnet,

bag,
umbrella, even tiny,

high-heeled bronze boots.
The owncr of the doli, however, appeared discon-
tented. ) v N

“ Mamma,” she said in English— and Lucia,
notunderstanding herlanguage, thoughtitsounded
likc the idiom of the squirrels m the oaks of Bcl-
passo. “ Mamma, what was | thinking of, to buy
this horvid doli ?”

“ Don’t interrupt Papa, darling.
saying, Fredcric?”

“ At the time of the cruption of 1669, the group
of hills called the Monti Rossi suddenly appeareci,
and from these new cratcrs came a flood oi laya
which spvead over the Southern slope of Etna, like
the black waves of a sea, petrifiecl in a moment ol
tempest.”

“ 1 don’tlike light hair for a d_oli, mamma;
toocommon.

As you were

it is
All the girls have light-haircd dolly
When we go back to Naples, can’t | buy one with
chcstnut hair? ” . .

“ Even more dismal than this regién, is ti
Valle del Bove. Clouds hang and twist continu-
ally above iis black masses. It sccms hke a dead
city of Dis

Mamma, can’t 1 ? Say, can’t 1 buy

Professor Alleyn forgot his descriptive cloqucnce
and turned quickly toward his little daughter, who,
it must be admitted, was a tnfie spoiled.

“ Gladys, I will not have you so pctulant. bmce
you do not care for your doli, you shall give hcr a
once to that little Italian girl.”

“ 1 think Gladys is tired,” said gentlc Mrs.
Alleyn. “ she is not usually so silly.” The mothei
drew her little girl to her side, wh.le the professor
went on lo speak of the chemical co.npos.tion of
lava, and to wish that it might be possible to
examine a quantity of it whilc still healed, m ouler
to determine the nature of its crystalline dcposits.



His wife heard his discourse with intercst, yet her
mind ivas a little preoccupied by the effect likcly
to be produced upon Glad)'s, by the sudden com-
mand to give up her doli, bought a few days
before in the largest toy-shop of Naples. Gladys
waited for hcr papa to finish speaking i then:

“ 1 am sorry I was naughty,” she whispered.
“ But I wish 1 loved my dolly more, if | am to
give her away.”

Mrs. Alleyn comprehended that her little daugh-
tcr’s words carne partly from a tenderness for the
do», partly from a curious penitcnt wish to make
a little sacrifice. Gladys went toward Lucia.

" *COME, GL.IDVS, «<E ABE RBADY TO 00 NOW, SAIO TIIF.

“ Little girl," she said, Lucia understood noth-
ing. Neighbor Memmu had shod the horse and
was helping the coachman put him to tlic carriage.
“ Litlle girl, this doli is for you.”

Lucia, encouraged by the smile of Gladys, caine
timidly, touched with her brown forefingcr the hcin
of the doll's dress, then kissed it seriously. Gladys
thrust the doli into Lucia’s arms.

"E 'tica qucsta— ” herc the professor paiised,
not having lIcarned, in course of his correspond-
ence with the Italian scicntists, the word for dol!.

But Lucia understood now. She kissed alter-
nately the gown of the doli and the small glovcd
hands of Gladys.

“ Hcr fame is Margherita,” said the American
girl. _

“ Si, si — Margherita — bella, bella, bella!” an-
swered Lucia «ith more kisses.

“ Come, Gladys, we are ready to go now,” said
tlic professor. And as he seated the little girl
bcside her mamma, “ Did you think Papa a little
severe with his chattcrbox ?”

“ 1am glad you told me to give that little girl
my doli. She is just perfectly delighted. And I
have twcnty-six dolls, and a hundred and seventy-
nine papcr dolls, anyway,”

“When they come down the mountain,” said

I'KOKES.SOR."

Lucia to herself, “ I shall offcr to that little lady one
of my hcn’s eggs. It is little, but onc does what
onc can.”

The doliseemed to hera worthy namcsake of the
good and beautifui queen whose photograph had
been shown her by the corporal of the garrison.
She did not yet daré treat the doli familiariy — to
play it ivas her little girl,

“ Signora,” she said to it, “ do me the favor to
accommodate yoitiself on the doovstcp while 1
scek the egg. Mamma, Mamma, come and scc !”

Liicia's mamma, whose fiame was Marina, ap-
peared at the door.

“ See my beautifui doli!”
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'« Eh'! Onccan’t live without water, for man and
beasts. It is an ill death to die of tliirst.”

“ 1 tell you, better drain che wells! W ho knows
if Hcaven will not send us a little rain, afterward ?”
said a more hopcful person.

“ Better qiiit the town, and then if the wells
burst, thcy burst,” said the corporal, who was of
the group.

“ And I am ruined, | am,” said Compare Brasi,
he of the olive-trees. “ I and my family, we shali
be in the middle of the road, asking alms.”

The terror lasted for nearly a fortnight. The
noise ofthe lava was like the rattlingof great hail-
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stones upon tiles, with frequcnt explosiona likc the
firing of cannon. The images of the saints, Sant’
Antonio and the otliere, were taken from their quiet
shelter in the churches, where candios were burned
and the doors and doorways were strewn with rosc-
petals and bunchcs of swcct herbs and the yellow
flowersof the broom, that sent forth delicate odors.
The images had tn come out and stand in the
pia:za to encourage the pcople. The daylight
was not flattering to their appcarancc. Their
woodcn faces painted in not the palcst tint of pink,
their round glass eyes without intclligence, and
the tinsel and jewels of thcir robos looked gaucly
enough in the open air. Then Turiddu and Ce-
lestino and Memmu gave a hand to the litter
whecereiipon the iinage of Sant’ Antonio was c.arried
X\'L.

Aol. -57.

up the hul, while the people cried, “ Viva Sant
Antonio!™ “ Do us the favor, Sant’ Antonio!”
W ith banners and psalmody, they took him up to
the Altarclli— which is a small structure of threc
arches painted, in the Byzantine manncr, with
curious stiff figures of saints. Thcy set the iinage
in front of the lava ; the glass eyes stared at it in
vain. “ All the saints together could not work
this iniraclc,” said Brasi; and soon the image was
brouglu back into thepiaxza.

Bcfore tlic dose of the second week, the telc-
graph operator received official notice to remove.
Many of the people were gone to Pedara, to Trc-

«UN DOWN THE SIPE Of THE MOUNTAIN."

castagni; but more rcmained, unwilling to leave
their homes. The officcrs and soldicrs of the gar-
rison counsded the peasants to depart, since from
day to day the lava threalened the village. Thosc
who still remained packcd their goods, and great
cart-loads were sent along the road castuard.
Marina, full of care, liad no more time lo admire
Lucia’s doli. With the oid of her husband, she
had taken out of the house thcir small stock of
bcdding, dishes, and clothes, and ar-
in llie cart, which was painted in
vivid colors. Also (liuseppino and Lucia clid what
they could. They put the cat into a basket made
of rushes, and ticd a piccc of cloth over, so that
she could not escape. Giuscppino made a slip-
noose to catch the little pigs, that soon after.

furniture,
ranged them



squealing, with their feet tied, were thrust into a
sack and placed among the other valuables in the
cart. Lucia stood near, with lier doli m hcr arms,
dismayed by the confusién of carts and carriages,
some taking into safety the inhab.Cants of Nicolos.
others bringing strangers to sce the lava, as it it
were a festival with Bengal lights.

Giuseppino, near the hcn-coop, was trying to
secure the hcn and her brood. “ Eh, bow she runs,
the poor little beast!” he said. “ Come, Lucia,
she is your hen ; come and catch her.

The hen ruffled her wings as if she would dely
notonly the children, biitEtna itself. Luciaseated
her doli on a little hay behind the hen-coop, and
helped her brother to reduce the hen to discipline.
They had not yet succeeded when Marina called
her daughtcr.

“ Come herc, Lucia!”

Yes, Mamma.

“ I 'm coming, coming.
Run quick to the house ofthe no?ma, and tcll
her we shall corac in a half hour to take her ; and
you, Lucia, do what you can to help her.”

“ Oh, willingly.” s

The nonna was not really Lucia’s grandmother,
but hcr father’s. She was old, and had seen many
things, of which — and also of giants and pvin-
cesses and sirens — she knew liow to tell famous

stories when the Christmas ceppo was lightcd on
the hearth.

She never carne to an end of her
stories and rhymes, and had a dned fig and two
kisses, always, for good children. And to help
the vood nonna, Lucia left her hen and ran along
lhe road like a fawn. Then, remembermg her
doli, she called back over her shoulder, “ G>us«p-
pino, oh, Giuseppino-o-01 Take care of Mar-
gherita-a-ii-iJ-A!”

“ Brava ! With thatvoice we will have you lor
trumpeter 1” coramented the corporal, as she ran
past him, But, alas, in the uproar of the roadand
the bombardmcnt of the mountain, hcr brother
could not hear her. And, being a boy, he forgot
the doli in the glory of the conqucst of the hcn.
At last, the chioccia and her brood were in a bas-
kcc on tlic cart. Celestino had taken off the sluit-
tcrs, the latches and hinges, even some of the tiles
of the roof and the floor of his housc ; and thesc,
with similar belongings of other

ilersons, were
loaded upon an ox-cart.

Marina had put a haltcr
on the neck of the colt, thereby the more easily
to lead him behind the cart to which his mother
was harnessed.

“ Are we ready, Marina? ”

“Ye?. Oh, my litlle housc! Who knows if 1
shall evcr scc again my poor little roof? Wc were
so content, were we not, Celestino?”

“ Yes, yes, indeed. But Lucia; where is she ?

“ With the nonna, waiting for us.”

[OCT.
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Maddalena, come up 17 This was to the

The cart began to move. The colt trotted
wcakly, not to fall behind his mother, who walked
with long steps. Marina sat on top of her goods,
her babv in her arms, while Celestino guided the
marc on foot, and little Giuseppino kept pace be-
hind with his friend the colt. Arrived at the house
of the grandmother, they found her standing at
the doorway, with Lucia at her side, and dressed
in hcr best plaid cotton gown, and clean apron and
kerchief, content as if she were going to mass.
Marina gave the nonna her own place on the cart,
while she herself, with Lucia by the hand, walked,
carrving her baby on her shoulder.

The road to Redara was blockcd with carts and
with persons on foot, with goats, and sheep, and
cattle, straying to this side and that, driven by
men and watch-dogs. The people were in a pamc
terror; some wept, some praycd, some raoaneci,
bcating thcir arms, and others appeared stupe-
fied Trumpets were blown as a signal that the
village should be clearcd, officers and soldiers were
evcrywherc to help, cheer, and advise the peasants.
“ Truly,” complained the corporal, “
sclf into four, 1 make myself;
do everything!”

The archbishop caused
acres from the churches
Redara; and the mayor
here and there to dircct

I make my-
but even so, i can i
tbe relies and the 1 -
to be carried toward

and other officials ran

things as the procession
moved. , . ,
It was only by slow degrees that Celestino and

his family approached Redara.

Marina
a fountain;

and the grandmother rcpeated,
must have patience,”

We
while the sighs carne from
her heart to think of tbc village that would soon

be buried under the lava. They encomped for the
night among the yellow broom that grcsv m tufts,
in bushes as far as one could look, so that it ap
peared endlcss, Through the early hours of the
night, people were passing, and added their shouts
to the crashing bursts of the volcano.

Suddenly little Lucia awoke to the consciousness
that her clear doli was not in her arms. Where
was Margherita? W as she safe in tbc cart, or had
she been left in the village, a prcy to the lava
Tears carne into Lucia’s eyes. “ No, | must not
wakc mamma, w'hois so tired, fior the dear nonna,
fior papa who has worked so hard,” she said to hcv-
self. But she could not rcfrain from givmg a gentle
push to her brolher. He awoke and said, W hat
is the matter, Lucia?”

“ Margherita — did you bring hcr with you.

“ Oh'" what should I dowith a doli?” answercd
the boy, a little roiighly — precisely because he
was so sorry.



“ 1 called to you, while 1 was running to the
house of the no//fia”

“ And 1 did not hear yon.”

“ You mighthave brought my poor Margherita.”

It is true. Lucia. W:ill you forgive me?”

She Idssed him in token of pardon. Lucia crept
back to her place beside the nonna; both children
lay still, but it was only Giuseppino who slept.
Lucia had in time come to love her doli like a lit-
tle mamma ; Margherita no longer seemed to her

a great lady. Lucia could not bear the thought

“ MARINA CAUGHT HER LITTLE DAUGHTRK Iy

of the desertad doli; perhaps at that very moment
the lava was entering the town, Margherita would
be covered deep with the hot laval— at the idea
Lucia lierself felt suffocatcd. She was resolved.
W ithout noise, she ar6se and moved softly away
tivvard the road. She knew the way, and was not
afraid ; the road was lincd with wagons, near which
mules, horses, and donkeys were tethercd, whilc
the peasants slept under or bcside the carts, as it
might chance. Many were awake, but none would
hann a httle girl, or even notice her in the apathy
which followed their alann and toil. Lucia made
her way toward Nicolosi, with her head and limbs
heavy with sleep, so that she often swayed from
side to side as she walked, and could hardly lift
her feet from the ground. Her mind was confused
with dreams. Then a new explosién and a fresh

thought of her doli impelied hcr, and she has-
tencd forward.

At last shcreached Nicolosi. Was this herown
town? A hght rain of warm sand and ashcs was
falling, the stvcets and the piasoa were descrted.

Now and then she heard the howl of a vagrant
dog, She put hcr hand against the wall o fa build-
mg to guide lierself. By the broken cérner of a
stone, she knew it to be the house of neighbor
Nanni, Her own home would be the next house.
She halfsaw, half felt her way to the hen-coop.

HER ARMS."

Margherita, are you herc ?” she said, and was
frightened to hear hcr own voice in the solitudc.
She gropecl with her hands behind the hcn-coop,
caught the do» in hcr arms, and kissed it many
times.

Then carne a great explosion. It seemed to
Lucia as if the end uf the world wcrc come- the
shower of ashcs and sand fe» thickcr; and the
little girl, elasping her do», ran as fast as she could
from the town. When she had reached the first
encampment of people, she felt quite safe. The
corporal, with some soldiers, carne by.

‘“M'ho is this? LiUle Lucia! What are yon
doing here?”

“ Signor Capédlale, I returned for my doli.”

“Pia/ You are worse than Lot's wife. What
will yourmamma say? llave you thought of that?



1, secms to me timt she will be «pable of scolding

vou a little. Run along to her!

Before dawn the weary Lucia was not far from
the Dlace where she had Icft the family.

Marina,
with her white mantellina over her Bjud

,'vasrj-
ning up and down the road among the peopte
,-rvin-'like one possessed:

* My child, my Lucia! Who has scen my httle
Lucia?”

“ Here 1 am, Mamnua.

Marina caught her little !
ond hastened back to the nonna, who sat tendmg

the baby Giuseppino was still asleep.
©.'SZ 1..»,L i, safe !” eKclai,ed ana
The boy awokc and opened bis eyes, still full

of slecp. Caw

* Oh 1 you found your doli, Lucia.

L Fe to KBE Ilm lg one.’ said the granel-
mother, but not untii she—llm'(;ik sscd }_«IPm LR

youtnoryo6u have caused a great fright to us

m NN ?2rirVcecm idno, icave my de. M .-
Mierita all alone. Don’'t you remcmber, she
fainted only to come to the house of poor people
Alone with no one to speak a good little word to
her. Indeed, she might have had a fulmmatmg
admit.” said Lueia’s papa, “ that the
doli is a great lady, and so dclicate that you are
rmht to kecp her asif in cotton-wool But, anothci
tinhe, think alse a Hitlie pf the rest of us. i
* 1did wrong,” answered Lucia. 1knov -

“ And you proved yoursclf a bravo 8">

the mild reproof, now gave himself the satisfac
z i poiil W.ta»gl..er
heart— and good little legs, Lucia.
Aftcr their breakfast or black bread and a few
ol rthne fomiii; set for® again em thcir wayto

Olives, fue

o.I»vo . gecl

,uv.n vedbcvond

'iL i o,

would remain until the fate of their own town
should be decidcd.

Day by day, the strcam of lava grew more slug-
trish and finally carne to astandstill, barely touching
fhe wall of the Altarelli, threc hundred kilJ « « s
from the northern outskirts of the villagc of N.co-
losi A fovtnight after the abandonmcnt of tM

town the trumpets blew-joyfully, as »~

ofiests, With the Im@@fﬁ amd relies___  Bnlhantly
olored banncrs 1 an ’g‘ peop e caiTie alter, ilg
By the civil sumeriti@%, and the seldiers, with
nklms and shouts and military mus.c

The streets and the fiiazza wore readily clcared
of the layer of sand and ashcs ramed upon them
from the volcano; shutters and doors Bung

again upon their hingcs, tiles were replaced, and
ag.iiii The
househoiQgooassci-

seemed so gbear, and all were Bappy and coritent.
« it is a fine thing to be able to end one s days

wherc one was born." said the nonna to Lucia.
Lucia had not thought of that;

; but she felt it to
be a fine thing to live when one 0o mamma,”
papa, a grancilmamma, a brother, a baby sistei

UL ,Av.y...

"u only renmitis to say that Professor Alleyn and
his fam ly returned one day, before the lava was
fooled aml made the ascent of Etna as far as

MonteAlbano, incompany with f

Italian scicntists. It is now thought— the pr

feecer told rre at a f@@@ &ien — that mcandescent
lava is not to ue ] 20 @n_unifermly fused
mass, vesemBling the vfiie B? g foundvy, Bup ges

its crystalline deposite to *Be cbcm.cal results of a

eradE| process of fusion.

It may be so. Who

was the story of tBedoi, which om of the Itahan

ai Nieolosi. He told it to Gladys.
L o Ota fou i. fo

had nEQ/fé/P had never



MAKE-BELIEVE.

By Etlizabeth

Every now and then | come across books—
sometimes they are quite new and just piiblishcd
— which gire rules for Stage-Coach and Proverbs,
Hunt-the-Slipper and Scandal, Little Sally Waters
and Pig-Tail, and the hundred and one games wc
havc all of us played at afternoon partics, in the
nurscry, and in the schoolroom. No one really
knows for how many generations children have
gone on playing these games in exactly the same
way, until novv the laws which govern them are as
unchanging as those of the Medes and Persians-

But, delightful as they are, when | see thcm ex-
plained so carefully in a printed book that thcrc is
no making any mistake, | often wonder if all of
them taken together are worth one of the pl.i)s
ivhich we invcnted for ourseh'es, and which lasted,
sometimes for but an hour, sometimes for days
and sveeks, sometimes even for years. | mean
those beautiful “ make-believes,” when we were
somebody else, and every'thing about us was some-
thing else, and nothing was what it seemed. For,
while nursc or mother or schoolmistress took us to
be little boys and girls playing games, we were
great kings and queens ruiing the nations of the
world,— we were brigands with long beards and big
hats, like the robbeis in the bailad,

“ Always blood a-clrinkin’,
Killin’ folks like winkin"."

We werc Robinson Crusocs or Christopher Colum-
buscs, George Washingtons or Rob Roys; we wcrc
even, at times, saints and angels and martyrs.

When 1 look back to my schnoldays, | do not rc-
meniber best the games of Okl Man and Bands, in
Miilberry Lanc, where the ripc fruit from the great
trccs Yvas crushcd under our feet as we ran, and
where beyond the high gate at tbe end we caught
glimpscs of the world from which wc were so jcal-
ously shut out; but more vivid in my memory is
the wonderful year during which 1 lived in a palace
in Rome, on terms of intimacy with the Pope him-
self, and wilh the Borgias and the Borghcsis and
the Colonnas.

Were such battics ever fought bcfore or since ?
Wecrc there ever such sumptuous wcdding-feasts?
such gay christcnings? such solemn funerals ? And
there was one of my schoolmates who woukl nevcr
have anything to do with the othcr girls, but diir-

Robins

Peknell.

ing lecreation hour would wandcr through the
woods alone, pcnctrating even into the forbidden
Poisonous Valley, opposite the “ nun’s gravc-
yard,” simply because shc was a duchess on bad
terms with her father and cruelly separated from
her lover; and all the time we ncvev dreamed of
her greatness, but thought her silly and affccted
and putting on aij-s.

Every one has lived— ifnotin a palacein Romc___
at least in a castle in Spain. Ithas been said (and
every boy or girl must admit, with truth) that he
who has never been on a quest for buried treasurc,
has nevcr been a child. And the adventuresofour
own making, how much better they werc than the
sitting in a circle and pivouetting around at a given
signa!, as in Stage-Coach ; or tlic crouching on the
ground pretending to be iittie Sally Waters cry-
or the kissing in the ring? In
in our

ing in the sun;
these games wc did as we were bielden ;
O'vn we were mastcrs and creators, and thcrc was
their charm. But for this very reason no one can
put ail our plays into a book and tcach us how to
make-bclicve; we must tcach ourselves. As a
rule, too, the children who grow up into the men
who tell make-believe stories, tell them so well
that, as we read, wc forgct thcy are only make-
believe. Is n't Robinson Crusoe as real to you as
Columbus ? Don’t you belicve in Leathcrstocking
just as firmly as in the Sioux chicfs, or the Zuifis,
who occasionally come to Washington? And
David Balfour, and Little Lord Fauntleroy, and
Paul Dombcy, and the countless others,— where
can you sec any make-believe there, if you pleasc ?

But there are lwo men — onc is still living, the
othcr died but yesterday — who not only roiidc-
bclieve whcn they wcrc children, but in thcir
grown-up ycars have bccn abie to tcll us all aboul
the fairy-land in which thcy once lived ; who not
only havc invcnted advcntiires and shipwrecks,
and savages and hcroes, and huntcrs, and al! ilic
othcr tliings, but have taken us into their confi-
dcnce, and shown us the make-bclicve from the
very bcginning. These two men are Robcrt Louis
Stevcnson and Richard Jeffcrics; and there are no
writers of books who should be more dear to chil-
dren still busy making-bclievec, and lo mcii and
women still capablc of a thrill of pleasure in rc-
calling the make-bclicves of the past.

Mr. Stcvenson, of course, has written stories as



MAKE-BELIEVE.

real and as true as “ Robinson Crusoe. Thcre

is no make-believc about Jobn Silver anc David
Uaifour and Alan Breck; we know they hved as
certainly as we know Robin Hood went shooting
through Shcrwood Forest, or Ulysses went wan-
dering from shore to shore. But thero is a httle
voluine of poems called the “ Child’s Gaix en of
Verses,”— and | hope eveiy reader of ST. NiCHO-
LAs hasgiven it space on his or hcr book-slielves,
which is nothing more than a record of the make-
belicves of the little Robevt Louis Stevenson,
when he and his cousins Willie and Hennetta, in
the old manse and the garden by the mill-stream,
were
" King and qucen,
Were hunter, soldier, tar,

And all the thousand things that children are
a record of tho days when “ in the basket on the
lea,” he was a piratc a-steering ofhis boat to 1 rovi-
dence, or Babylon, or off to Malabar; or ej-en-
ing, when the lamp was lighted, a hunter with his
gun, crawiing

‘e Round the forest track
Away behind the sofa-back.”

W hile his parents sat by the fire he played at
books he had read, so that, in the giuet parlor he
saw himself surrounded by hills and woods and
ciése to rivers where roaring lions camc to drink.
Have you not known the time, whcn to you, as to
him, your bed was a boat, sofas were mountains,
carpets, seas— when you marched to victory to
the stirring sounds of a comb, or when, with chairs
and cushions. you built ships to go sailing on the
billows? What was in your ship’s lardcr? — lor
never i-et did expedition set out from the nursery
without provisions. Stevenson tells all he carried
with him on one of his long journcys:

'* We took a saw and several nails
And water in tbe nursery pails ;
And Tom said, ‘ Let us also take
An applc and a slice ofcake -
Wiliicb was cnough for Tom and me
To go a-sailing on till tea.”

There was not an inch of ground in the garden,
with its yew-tree nnd rivcr flowing past, which had
not its historical associations, which had not seen
immonal actions and valiant battles. Here one
had to step on tiptoe, for the land was enchantecl,
and he who loitercd slept, like Beauty m the woods,
or Barbarossa in his mountain cave ;

and thcre \vas
Ali Baba’s cavern.

At one side was the sea, on the
other the sand, and a part was “ Frozen Stberia,
whcre Stevenson and Robcrt Bruce and WiUiam

10cT.
Tell were once bound by an enchanier’s spell.
W hat fine company we keep — what friends we
meet, in our make-believes1 W ho, that saw the
little boy running by tbe hollyhocks and throug
the gorsc, could have known that he had just burst
in twain his iron fctters and, with the great heroes
of Scotland and Switzerland at his side, was flecing
from the cliead giants ;

“ On wc rodé, the oibers and 1.
Over tbe mountains lilue, and by
Tlie silver river, tbe sounding sea
And tbe robber woods of lartary.

* A thousand miles we gallopcd fast,
And down die witcbes’ lafie we passed,
And rodé amain, with brandisbcd sword,
Up to the middle, tbrough the ford.

“ Last wc drew rein — a weary three —
Upon tbe lawn, in time for tea,
And from our stecds aliglilcd down
Before tbe gates of Babylon.”

And none of the people round tbe table, you
may be quite sure, had the least idea they were m
that great, wicked city of the East.

Grown-iip people have to travel long and far in
search of adventurc and strange lands;

childhood, giants and enchaniers and
and, better still,

but, in

great héroes long smce dcad,
wait for Us at our front doors; in the tinicst garden
we can sec more marvels than are to be met witli
in ajourney round the world; in onc mornmg we
can (lo more great decds than a Napoleén m his
lifetime. In his other books Stevenson is con-
stantly showing, in onc way or anotbci, bis love of
advcnture anddaring; but his “ Garden of Verse
is filled with that romance which comes to us all
when we are children, but which goes forever, once
we take our seats by the fireAwith our eiders and
rcfuse “ to play at anything.”

I am afraid Richard Jeffencs is less wcll known
than Stevenson. He was not what the world calis
a succcssful man, though he wrote books which
will be read until the English language is forgot-
ten His life was along striiggle to make both
ends meet, and his last years wcrc still fuvthci
clarkencd by ill health and cruel pain. But he lor-
-ot his troubles wben he was at work. As a boy,
he had lived in a country which, for cultivatcd
England, is wild enough. His homc wasabcauli-
fiil old fannhouse, and closc by were wide, lolltng
downs-rcally “ups” or hills-marked herc and
there with great Druiclical stones, and rcmams of
British earth-works, Above all tlimgs be

lotul
this w.ld and lovely country, and,

next to it, e
loved his books — the story of Ulysses, bauacls, the



adventuresof travelers in strange and savage lands.
Like the little Stcvenson he was always playing
at the books he read. One who knew him as a
boy tells how the two favorite p.ascimes of his happy
young years were, “ those of living on a desert
island, and of waging war with the Indians,”

As a man, he remembered with kcen picasurc
these delightful makc-believes and put thcm all
into a book that other little boys might enjoy them
with him. Like Stcvenson he wrote some stories
m which there was even more make-believe, be-
cause he tried to pretend there was n’t any make-
believe at all. One of his little hcroes he sends
running over the hills, chasing the “jolly oid
wind,” which tclls him all sorts of secrets, so that,
by and by, it proraises he shall “ understand all
about the sun, and the moon, and the stars, and
the carth which is so beautiful.” Another he
leads through a field of ripe wheat, and the swal-
lows fly down to whisper to him, and the golclen
wheat-ears, bending low, tcll him thcir story.

But in his story of Bevis, though Bcvis and his
great friend Mark meet with advcnture after ad-
discover ncw seas, and are lost in the
jungle, are pursued by savages and tracked by
tigers, you know all the time that they are only
making-believe, and that when they dcciare thcra-
sclves thousands of miles from everybody, they
aro, if not within sight, at least within casy rcach
of the oid farmhouse. I can not begin here to tell
you about all their plays. But | can give you an
idea of /ww they played, for the bcginning and end
of everything they did was “ make-believe.”

Listen to this: The two boys are starting out
bright and early one morning, for a day’s amuse-
nient, with their dog “ Pan.” As they went
through a meadow toward thcir bathing-place,
“ they hung about the path, picking clovcr-heads
and sucking the petais, pulling them out and put-
ting the Icsser onds jn their lips, looking at the
whilc and pink bramble-flowers, noting where the
young niits bcgan to show, pulling down the wood-
bine, and doing everything but hastcn on to their
work of swimming, Thcy stopped at the gate by
the New Sea, over whose smooth surface slight
breaths of mist were curling, and stood kicking
the ground and the stones as flighty horses paw.

“ ‘We ought to be something,” said Mark,
discontentedly,

* *Of course we ought,” said Becvis.
are very stupid unless you are something.’

“ ‘Lions and tigers,’ said Mark, growling and
showing his teeth.

“*Poohl

* * Shipwrecked people on an island.’

“ *Fiddic ! Thcy havc plenty to do and ave
always happy, and we are not.’

venturc,

‘Things
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“ ‘No; very unhappy.
pvisoners running away.’

Let 's try cscaping —

‘Hum! Hatefull”
‘ Everything ’s hateful.’
“ ‘Soitis.’

“ *This is a very stupid sea.’

“ “There 's nothing in it.’

“ *Nothing anywhcre.'

* ‘Let ’s be hermits.’

“ *There 's always only one hcnnit.’

“ *Well, you live that side’ (pointing across),
‘and 1'Ulive this.’

* *Hermits eat pulse and drink water.’

“ *“What's pulse?’

“ ‘1 suppose it 's barlcy-water.’

* “Horrid.’

“Awful.””

So long as they could not make-believe, they
were unhappy; once they could. the world about
them no longcr seemed stupid, and there wasonly
loo much to do. Let rae show you what a diflcr-
ence it made this very same morning, when they
finally decided to be savages. Remember, they
were just about to take thcir daily swim,

* ‘Savages,  shouted Mark, kicking the gate to
with a slam that startled Pan up. * Savages, of
course !’

W hy?’

‘They swim, donk., don’'t they? They 're
always in the watei-, and they have catamarans aiul
ride the waves, and dance on the shorc and blow
shells ’

* ‘Trumpets?’

‘ ‘Yes-’

‘Canoes?’

“ ‘Yes.'

“ “No clothes ?’

“ ‘No.

Al!l jolly?

“ ‘Everything.’

“*“Hurrah!"”

Then thcy hurry to the bathing-place, 011 the
way deciding they are savages of the South Sea
sort, and, jumping into the water, thcy suddenly
remember they should have a proper language.

“ * Kalabala-bhong ! ' said Mark.

* * Hiiduclu-blow-flug,” replied Bcvis, taking a
hcader from the top of the rail on which he liad
becn sitting, and on which he just continued to
balancehimscifa momentwithout falling backward.

**Umphumum !’ he shouted, coming upagain.

"'Thiklikah,” and Mark disappearccl.

“ “Naklikah," said Bevis, giving him a shove
under as he came up to brcathe.”

Is n’'t that just the way you play ? Have n'tyou
inveiitcd languages? Havc n't you bccn terrible
savages, wilder and ficrcer than any Stanley ever
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mcetin"with witches and inonsters; their working

New Formosa. upon whose shores they

®
wreckcd

And when they did not know just ho
to ficht or just how to get sh.pwrecked, what do
jou think they did? They went and consulted

AnN/iia
Vi

THKV HAVB COSTirMBS, W T

M AKE-SELIEVE.

* Odvssey” and “ Ofd satiads,"— it was

the “ Bailad of King F.stmere” ‘>cy It"'od Bes .
These they found full of htnts for good plays,
x d f i)u don’t believe it, just go and borrow

next play fvom Ho.ner, or from any of the

W e'lie‘afr'Hved in the land of make-believe;

wc bave all loved it. | am notquite sure thatany-

thing wo can do in after years can Bave qu. e Uic

7 7 7 7
1L 1Z IH S 75
Jeffenes in his sWr> of_ ~verses.” Thcey

L“dLSraV;:elasSdoo, rselves:and,fo"

this, let all honor he given lo them .

// '
/ > ~1'IE.

ki,

MO PARTS.



TEDDY O'ROURKE,

(.1 Camiu’'s Story.)

By Mai.coi.m Douglas.

“* Teddy O’'Rourke s my chitm, you scc,

An’ how it happened was, him an’ me

W as down at the dock with the rest that day,
A-lookin’ fur somethin’ to come our way,

Fur shincs, | tell ye, was prccious few,

An’wc thought we could pick up a dimc or two,
Along with somc of the other chaps,

Luggin’ a feller’'s valise, perhaps.

It was time the boat was a-gittin’ in,

«An’ of all tlic crowd on the dock, who 'd bccn
W aitin’ fur friends, none took our eye

Like two who was standin’just closc by —

A iady, if evcr was one, | guess —

Yon could tell as much by her way an’ dress —
W ith a little girl who had 'bout the looks

Of them kids you sec in the picture-books,

W ith her big blue oyes an’ her hair like gold —
| s’pose she was four or five years old.

An’ blcst if she docs n't tell Ted an’ me

How her pa ’'s on board an’ how glad she ’'ll be
W hen he is libme with 'cm both again,

An’ Teddy he sees the boat just tlicn.

W ell, the boat swings inter tlie slip at last,
An’, while thcy 're busy a-makin’ fast,

W ith the passengers ready a’most to land,
The little girl loses hcr motlicr’s hand,
When every one 's crowdin’ an’ pushin’ hard,
An’ blamed if she docs n’t fall overboard —

1 can’t ezzactly tell how she docs,

'Cause 'fore | knows it, why, thcre it was—
An’ then there follers a great, big splash

As Teddy goes after her in a flash !

Talk about swiramin’, now, Ted kin swim !

Not one of the fellcrs I knows tops /lim.

Stay under the longcst you ever see ;

Dive about twict as high as me ;

Go out so fur you 'd be scairt clean through ;
W hy, they ain’t a thing 'at he dassent do !—
More like a duck, | guess you 'd say

If evcr you saw him in, some day —

An’, though tlic tide is a-runnin’ strong,

He strikes right out, an’ it ain’t so long

"Fore he 'sclingin’with her to the slippery spiles,
An’she ’'s safe— an’ he just looks up an’smilcs!

Then they git the little girl up all right,
An’thcre’snothin’the matterwith her’ceptfright.

W hile Teddy unlielpcd clinibs up the beams
W ith the water a-runnin’ from liim in streams :
An’, while he 's shiveriii’, kind o’, there,

The little girl’s ma don’t scem to care

At all fur the pcople a-standin’ by,

But gives him a kiss an’ begins to cry;

An' the iittle girl’s pa ain’t noways slow

In grabbin’ his hand — an’ he won't let go;

W hile everybody upon the pier

Just whoops hcr up in a bustiii’ cliccr,

An’ one of’em yclls out, after that,

Come, chip in, all ofyou ! Here 's the hat!'

An’ did n't they? Well, now, thcy just diii '
Teddy was aliers a liicky kid!

An’, while around with the hat they goes,
F.very one reachcs down in his clo’es,

An’ you 'd laugh to sce how the ol’ pliig filis
W ith dimes an’ quarters an’ halfs an’ bilis,
Till at last it 's a-holdin' so much tin

Looks ’s if the crown would just biist right in ;
An’ they takes the moncy ’at thcy have riz,
*An’ they goes to Teddy an’ says it ’s his.

W hat?’ says Teddy. ‘This ain’t all mine !’
An’ you oughtcr have seed his black eyes shine,
An’ | feels so good ’at | givcs him a shove,

Fur 1 knows just what he ’s a-thinkin’ of—

't 's about his mother, who ’s piirty old,

An’ that sister of his'n the doctor ’s told

If she only could go fur a good long spcil

Out in the country she might git rvell —

An’ every onc laughs 'cause he stares so hard,
W hile the little girl’s pa lakes out a cavd

That says whcre Teddy ’'s to cali next day,

An’ thcy goes in a hack of their own away,

W hile somc onc tells Teddy to scoot homec quick,
An’ change his clo’cs so he won't git sick.

That 's about all,— 'ccpt Teddy O'Rourke
Has got a chance, and has gonc to work

In the little girl’s pa’s big dry-goods store,
An’ be ain’t a-shinin’ 'cm up no more;

An’ now he ’'s a-goin’ to free-school, nighis,
An’ he 's Icarnin’ so 'at he reads an’ writes,
W hilc | tells him to kccp on peggin’ away,
An’ he ’ll be a big duck hisself, some day.

— An' me? Oh, Teddy 'll look out fur me —
Teddy O’Rourke 's my chuta, you see !"

di



THE GREAT PROCESSION,

Bv Harriet Prescott Spofford.

Did you ever happen to think, when dark

Lights up the lamps outside the pane,

And you look tinough the glass on that wonderland
W here the witches are making their tea in the rain,
Of the great procession that says its prayers

All the workl over, and climbs the stairs.

And goes to a wonderland ofdreams,

W here nothing at all isjnst what il seems?

All the world over at eight o’clock,

Sad and sorrowful, glad and gay,

These with their eyes as bright as dawn,
Those almost asleep on the way,

This one capering, that onc cross,
Plaited tresses, or curling floss,

Slowly the long procession streams

Up to the wonderland of dreams.

Far in the islaiids of the sea

The great procession takes up its wa>',

W here, throwing their faded flower-wrcaths down,
Little savages tire of play;

Though they havc no stairs to climb at all,

And go to sleep wherever they fall,

By the sea’s soft song and the stars’ soft gleams
Thcy are off to the wonderland of dreams.

Then the almond lids of the Tartar boy
Droop like a leaf at ciése of day ;

And her mat is pleasant as clouds of down
To the tawny child of the Himalay,

And the lad on the housetop at Ispahan
Sees night, while the rose-breaths around him fan,
Lead up from the desert his starry teams
And mount to the wonderland of dreams.

Still westward the gentle shadow stcals.

And touches the head of the Russian maid,
And the Vikings' sons leave wrestle and leap,
And Gretchcn loosens her yellow braid,

And Bess and Artluir follow along,

And sweet Mavourneen at even-song,

All mingling the morrow’s hopes and schemes
W ilh those of the wonderland of dreams.

The round world over, with dark and dew,
See how the great procession swells;

Hear the music to which it moves,

The children’s prayers and the evening bells.
It climbs the slopes of the far Azores,

At last it reaches our western shores,

And where can it go at these extremes

But into the wonderland of dreams?

Hurrying, scampering, lingering, slow,
Ah, what a pattcr of little feet!

Eyelids heavy as flowers with bees,

W as ever anything half so sweet?

Out of the tender evening bluc —

| do belicve it has come for you

To he off to the wonderland of dreams,

W here nothing at all is just what it seems !

ABOUT TED RUSSELL

(A Coluge SUtry.)

By Eleanor Putnam.

1 DON'T know just when it was that | first bcgan
to notice it. 1'm not good atrcmembering things,
but | should say it was somewhere about the middle
of the winter term. 1 know it was before the river
broke up, because the crews were working at the

weights in the Gym,, and | remember that Will

Hamuiun used to rub himself down with snow
stead of ivith cold water, until
Wi ill that he would n't have it.

So | think it must have been about the middle
of the winter tcrm that we bcgan to suspect there
was a thief about the college.

in-
his captain told



You sce you would n't be as quick to notice it iu
college as you would anywhere else, for, beside
the errand boys (who aiways steal cravats, and
gloves, and canes, and you expcct it of thcm),
the fellows are always running in to borrow
things; and if you happen to be out and thcy
happen to be pretty intimate they hclp themsclves
just the same, and sometimes forgct to mention it
to you.

I remeraber 1 once lost some studs. W eeks after
| happened to speak of itone day when the fellows
were in our room, and Ned Smith said :

“ Why, 1took them out of your room the night
we went to Wayburn to see Den. Thompson. 1
supposed you knew | bad them.”

You can understand it would take some time
for US to fancy that there was a thief around in
college.

The first thing, however, that struck us was
when Bill Walters’s watch was stolecn. It hap-
pened one night when wc were li.aving a german
at the town-halL Walters did n’t wear his watch
with his evening dress, and when he looked for it,
next morning, it was gone. The very next week
Tom Burbank's pocket-book was stolcn, and the
next night two silver candlcsticks went. They
belonged to Ned Jcwett, and were real oid solid
things, none of your plated gimcracks. By that
time we fellows bcgan to be on the alert. W'c
knew, by the thefts all taking place at night, that
the thief was no outsider, but that he must be
some one in the dormitories who waslocked inwith
us at night.

W e were talking it over one day in our room.
All the fellows of our particular set were there —
Hastings, and Smith, and Stuart, and Houghton,
and Brownc, and the rest. Ted Russell, my
chum, was sitting in the window-scat; Stuart and
Browne «ere in the hammock, and tlie rest wej-e
“reposing promiscuous,” as Ted says, on chairs
and lounges — and had somehow hit on the sub-
ject of circumstantial evidence. Stuart, whose
father was a judge, had mentioned ccrtain cases in
which the sharpest lawyers had been taken in, and
he was proving how little one should trust to it.
But Ted Russell, who was my chum and room-
matc, persisted in disbelieving the whoie ihing.
He deciared that it was impossiblc for a train of
cvidecnce to be complete enough to convince in-
telligcnt men, without leading them to the truc
conclusién.

“ 1 don’'t take any stock,” said he, “ in thcse
cases of injured innocencc. | believe a man
carries his passport in his face and that it always
gives you a true impression. You can tell a—"

Just thcn Ted started fonvard and looked out
of the open window near which he was sitting, on

account of our all being smoking, and the air blue
and so thick that you could have cut it with a
knife.

“ What is it, fcd?” said I. He drew his head
back, gave me a queer sort of a look, and scratchcd
a match.

“ Oh, nothing,” he said, “ | thought 1 saw
Stevens, and was going to cali him up, but it
was n'the.”

Then we began to talk of other things, and

chiefly about the boai-house.

You see we had a new one, a first-class affair
with convenient dressing-rooms, and arrangements
for bathing. Somehow, though, the boys had
failed on their payments; and one oid cove, who
had subscribed a bundred dollars at Alumni din-
ner, up and died intestate, and we could n’t coliect
the moncy ; so we ivere hard up, and it worriecl us
fellows \'ci-y nnicli; especially Ted Russell and
myself, who had been tbc chief movcrs in gctting
the new boat-house.

After the boys had gone, Ted said to me, with
a queer sort of look on his face,

“ See here, Jim. You know Piper.!”’

“ Of course,” said I ; “ he sits in front of us in
recitations.”

“ Well,” said Ted, in a hesitating sort of way,
“ 1 don’'t like to accuse an innocent man, Aor to hit
a fellow when he 's down. Nobody likcs Piljer.
He 's a hang-dog sort ofa chap; but— ~

“ Well,” said I, “ out with it. What do you
mean?” Ted got up and left the window, and
took to poking the fire.

“ The fact is,” said he, “ that just now, when
all the fellows wcrc here, Piper went along under
the window. He was alone, and he Cook out a
watch in a sneaking sort of a way,— a liandsornc
gold watch, as | could see from whcrc 1 sat. He
looked at the face and then at the back, and
turncd it about and rubbcd his hands over it-
Just thcn the fellows in hcrc carne out with a big
"ha, ha,” and Piper gave a great start, looked up
and saiv me, grew red as a bcet, and Ininied the
watch out of sight, Now what do you make of

that ?2”
“Why, Ted,” said I, “ | thought 1 would n't
mention it yet, even to you, but I caught the

fellow doing the very same thing on the stairs this
morning, just after prayers. Hejumped as if he 'd
becn hit when he s.aw me, turncd red in the face,
and hustlcd the watch into his pocket. ‘We have
along lesson in physics to-day, Mr. Sandford,’ said
he — you know how the sncak will always ‘ mistcr’
US fellows, | scarcely answered him, but |l thought
lo myself his actions wcrc mightily suspicious, and
that I 'd just kecp an cyc on him.”

“ His face is bad enough, anyhow,” said Ted;



wc 'd better kcep an eye on him, | shoukl say.
Sec here, we 've just lime to look at our ‘Inter-
national,- beforc club. W hat page will you take ?

“ 1 'll take the second,” said 1; ‘‘you 'd better
take the fifth ; it ’'s good big print.”

(OcT.

You take your text-book and pick out onc page
or topic, and lcarn it in your best style; you let
all the i-est of the lesson go. Then you go mto
rccitation, and when the professor comes near the
part of the lesson which you have learned, just

You bccomc suddenly ab-
stractcd; take to whispev-
ing to a
the room, or staring out
of the window, or prc-
tend to be asleep, and ten
to one the Prof. thinks
he ’'s caught you off
guard; comes down on
you and calis “ Russcll!”
or “ Sandford 1”7 (with a
gleam of triumph in his
eye) and up you juinp
and recite swimmingly on
the only part of the lesson

fellow across

that you rcally know at
all. I nevcr knew this
plan to fail but once or
twice, in all the times wc

have tried it. But all this
has nithing to do with the

story.
As |

and

said bcfore, Tcd
I made up our minds
to keep a good sharp eyc
on Piper, and so wc de-
cided lo, but that very
night Ted was taken ill.
The doctor said he had
overtraincd; but we fel-
lows think he took cold

on his way across the
campus after working hard
in the Gym. Wc re-

membercd that he stopped,
in the full swcep of the
wind, to show W ill Hamlin
a letter he 'd just had from
the Lakc George Associa-
tion. Bcskles that, he satin

e was AIAINE and me 160K i1 a WATCIL IN A SHEAKINC; SORT 0? A WAV- the open window whcn wc
. were all smoking, and of coursc he ought to have
“ AIl right said Tcd, “ don’'t talk for ten 9 9 )
ght, known better than that. Anyhow, he fcll ill wHI a
minutes.”

You see Ted Russcll and 1 havc a good dodge
to avokl Icarning the whole of any day’s lesson.
Of course no fellow in his senses wants to wastc
his time studying page after page of jargon that
docs him no good, and that he may never be called
on to recite. That is. unless he is a regular duffor,
working for rank, and gctting a “ ten” every day
for the whole four years. So Ted and 1,

some thought, figured out this idea :

after

fcvcrand some sortof rhcumatic trouble ; was light-
hcaded nights, and all that; soyou may fancy tnat
1 had n’t much time to tlimk of I'ipcr or thieves.

Poor Ted was ill, and no mistake I Part of tho
time he did n't know us fcllows, and whcn he knew
anything, he 'd worry about making up his Icssons.
and about losing bis place on the crcw ; and, more
than all, he would worry about the boat-housc and
how we werc to pay the debt.



“ W e mustpay it off somehow, Jim,” he 'd say;
“ we must pay it off somehow. Can’tyou think
of some way out of it, Jim?”

Over and over the poor fellow would say this,
and toss and throw himself about, until thcre
seemed to be no way to quiet him. Then he 'd
spring up in bed and fancy he was i'owing; he 'd
go into it so hard that his teeth would be set and
the muscles of hisarms stand out like those of that
uncomfortahlc chap on the anatomical chart.

But he camc out of it all right at last,— himself,
old Ted Russell, again, only as white and weak as
any girl. He could n’t even walk across the floor
without leaning on me, and he 'd sit all day in his
Sleepy Hollow chair, without life cnough oven to
read. He 'd bend his arm and fccl of his biccps,
and then open and shut his hand and look at me
and shake his head and laugh in a dull sort of way.

“ Bad Outlook for the race, Jim,” he 'd say;
“a girl might be ashamed ofsuch a wristas that.”

However, when he was able to drive out, he
began to improve fast. W e used to diive down to
the ship-yards every day for a sniffof the sea, and
the strong smell of the pine chips seemed to do
Ted no end of good. We always stopped at a
red greenhouse, half-way home, for a drink of
milk for which we did n’t much eme. There was
a pi'ctty gil-i there, with ljlue eyes, who uscd to
bring it out to us.

W e stayed at college through the vacacién, on
Ted’s account, for he lived in some out-of-the-way
place in northern Vermont.

I remembecr that he liad a box from the okl aunt
he lived with. Thcre were wines and jellics in the
bnx, but it was mostly full of papers of dried hcrbs,
with cirections for steeping them, all wi-itten out
011 tho packages. Thcre were piles of lint and
bandages, and a beastly hop-pillow for poor Ted
to sleep on. .She appeared to think he was wounded
somehow, and | found out afterward that it was all
my faiilt, because | had written her a letter {so
she should n't worry about Ted) and had said that
he was“ all broke up” and*“ no end cut up by
being dropped from the class boat.”

Of course 1 clid n't think she could misundcr-
stand a fellow in such a way, but I fancy she thought
poor Ted had n'ta whole bono left in his body.

W ell, the vacation was over, and Ted began to
be able to walk about a litlle, and the boys camc
back to college, and the terni began.

March went by, and April. The sti'cets grcw
muddy, and we began to kccp our windows open,
and sit on the soiuh doorsteps in the sun, to
smoke and look our lessons ovcr between recita-
tions (all took colds, of course; we always do in
the spring-time, but we keep 011 doing just the
same things every year), and finally the river

broke up. The ice began to nm out; the spring
frcshet camc; the grcat booms broke, up river,
and the logs began to thunder down and pitcli
hcadlong over the foaming dam by hundreds.

Then Browne, who was captain now, in place of
poor Ted, said it was time wc took out the boat.

It is a big thing, I can tell you, when a fellow
gets out of that dusty, dark old Gym. and on the
river at last, in the class boat (and you must un-
dcrstaiul that our boat is the beauty on the river
this year, twenty-two inches wide, forty-seven feet
long, sharp as an arrow, and swift as lightning;
oh, a regular Ayer, you know, and no mistake
about it).

I was so jolly over the prospect that | was slam-
miiig about tlie room at a gi-eat rate, and whist-
ling “ Litoria,” as | got ready to go down to the
boat-house, and | never thought of poor Ted at
all. Suddenly, though, something in his eyes, as
he sat in the window-scat and watchcd me, made
me reinomliei- what a solfish fellow I was. | felt
ashamed of myself. If | had been a girl, | daré
say | should have cried. As itwas | only said to
him:

“ Ted, you 're my captain for next fall, you
know.” Then 1 took his liand and we gave cach
other a grip which meant more than all the kisses,
and crying, and protestations a pair of girls could
get up in a week.

But all Ted said to me was, “ Oh, go along,
Sandford!” and | said, “ Come along down and
sec US off.” But we understood each other,

Whcn we reached the boat-house we found
quite a cvo'vd of our fellows waiting to sec us start,
and, just above, the Juniors wcrc unlocking thcir
door and shouting down to our boys.

Our new boat-house was worth being proud of. In
fact, it put the others quite into the shade, It was
built out over the water on piles, and the floor was
cut away in the middlc, Icaving a “ wcll” about
fifty feet by ten whcre we raised and lowcrcd the
ljoat. We had a handsome hard-wood floor of
matched boavds, tcngue-and-groove made, and
wc had good drcssing-rooms with lockcrs and vari-
ous convcnienccs for keeping things safe and in
ordcr, Wc did n't go in for anything fancy, but
itwas all strong, neat, and well made, «liicli could
n't be said of our old one,— a regular slicd. A
sparc “ jap-streak” and our old class-gig wcrc slung
lo the rafters, and thcre were pairs of spnicc oars
with spoon blades hung on pegs in the walls. It
was a good boat-house, but itworricd us, thinking
how wc should pay for it.

The fellows all stood around the wcll as we low-
ered the shell, and dropped into it by number, ac-
cording to Browne’sorders. Then Browne himself
dropped; Houghton handed down our oars, and



gio
we cleared the boat of hev gaskets.
Brownc shouted to Houghton :

“ Time us, will you, Fred?"
Can’t,” said Houghton.
W hat do you mean?”
My watch hasbeen borrowed,” said Houghton;
at Iciist, | can’t find it.”
I thought at once of Piper, and, looking over
my shoulder, exchanged looks with Ted Russell.
Then Hastings said he would time us;

gave the word :
“ Back her out,— easy;

Just then

“

Brownc

hold hard, port, and

back her, starboard! Now, hold all! ready!
give way !”
The shell swung round and pointed down-

stveam, and at last we were off for our first puli.

Russell was waiting when we camc back to the
boat-house, and as wc walked up home together,
he told me that Jim Bassct had ten dollars taken
from his rnom, and that Piper had bccn ovcr at
Harwood’s buying a cheap ulstcr.

That evening, sure enough, we met him in his
ncw coat; a vulgar affair of yellow shocldy, that no
fellow but Piper would have worn, anyhow. We
stepped into Harwood’s, Tom and I, and priced
some like it, just for the curiosity of the thing.

“ Ten dollars apiece, gentlemcn,” said the clerk,
“ and your choice of shades; butternut, mastic,
light tan, and cream. Worth twice the money.
Out of a case of smugglcd goods. Greatbargain.”

We concluded that we did n’t care to buy that
cvening.

“ Jim Bassett’s ‘ten’ bought the ulster, Sand-
ford, and no mistake,” said Russell, as soon as we
were outside; and | agreed with him.

“ Trae foryou,” said I ; and then went up into
Atwood’s for a game of pool. Browne was there,
and onc or two fellows who ljelonged in our
six-oar.

“ Take your last look at a billiard-tablc, Sand-
ford,” said Browne. “ We go into our real training
to-murrow, and no nonsensc about it.”

Sure enough we did.

Next morning our regular training bcgan. It
was something like this: Up at five o’'clock in the
moi'ning, and taking a four and a half mile pad-
die, on two raw eggs; back, to breakfast on oat-
meal and rare bccf; out on the river again at five
in the afternoon; then home for a supper of
crackcd wheat and milk ; at nine o’clock a double
run around the campus; home, rub down, and go
to bed; and perhaps I did n’t slecp soundly when
bedtime camc those nights !

One afternoon Ned Smith beckoncd me into the
room.

“ See here,” said he, “ 1 would n’t have spoken
toasoul, if  had n'tbeen absolutcly rt/r-zyou know,

— all solid. But I just want you to keep an eye on
Piper. Don’'t mention it just yet, but he sold a
silver candlestick at Wayboro, Mondiiy. Dun-
lap 's gone over to trace it and scc if it was onc
of Jewett’'s. Don’t say a word, only kecp your
eyes open, that's all.”

Itwas thatvery afternoon that 1 made an odd dis-
covcry in the boat-housc. We were all seatcd and
ready to start, and as we passed the boat ahead to
clcar the stern gasket, | happened to look up and
noticed that one of the planks of the flooring,
instead of being in a line with the othersround the
eclgc of the well, ran out an inch beyond line.

It struck me as odd that I had nevcr noticed it
bcfore, and | was wondering how it happened,
when 1 hit my oar against a pile and snapped it
short off. Browne gave me a rcprimand which
brought me up standing, and 1 kcpt my eyes in
the boat till we got back.

I was such a long time rubbing myself down
that afternoon that Browne called out at last:

“We ’'re going up, Sandford — sha'n't hang
round for you any longcr.”

“ All rigln,” said 1, “ go ahead, Leavc tbe key
in the door.” Then ! heard them pass the bo:rt-
house, and their voices died away.

As soon as | was alone, | left my dressing-room,
and went to examine that plank. It was matchecl,
and so of course driven in like a weclgc, but the
nails had been taken out, and it was slipped about
two inches from the wcll, leaving a space cor-
responding with the end of the plank which ran
beyond tho others, at the edge of the well. 1
managed to drive it out with a hatchet, though it
was no easy task. The floor was double, with
about eight inches of space between, and there,
clevcrly hidden under shavings and sawdust, were
all the things which had becn stolen from the col-
legc: the watches, ihe pocket-book, one silver
candlestick, and about fifty dollars in money.

I left the things untouchcd. drovc in the plank,
and went up to college. 1 did n’'t mention what
I 'd seen, even to Russcll, for | hoped to jiisl catch
Piper in the actof hiding some of his stolen goods;
then, when | was perfeetly sure about it, I would
let Ted know, and we would have things straight-
encd out in no time.

It was about eleven o’clock when 1| started that
night, for I had to wait till Tcd was asleep, so
that he should n’'t know about it. It was dark
ancl still and misty, especially when 1 went down
into the water mcadows ; the frogs were croakmg
away at a great rate in the marshes, and, late as it
was,' | heard voices coming through the fog from a
great “ gundalow” which lay out in the channcl
waiting for daylight, when it would crcep up river
with its cargo of cnal. | had a key to the boal-



house and carried a Uttle dark-lantcrn which had
served Ted and me manya good turn in our Sopho-
more pranks. ‘

I ivondered how in the world Piper got into the
boat-house, when we had a new combination-lock
on the door, till | remembered how easily he could
steal Browne’'s key and then carry it back again

1 had to wait some time. The town-clock struck
twelve and | was begmning to grow sleep)-, what
wuh the darkness, and the raonotonous sound of
the water stnkm g the piles underneath, when sud-
denly heard a step on the grass outside, and
you d better believe | was wide enough awake in

the boat-house and up the sloping wooden plat-
form wluch led to the door. Then a key turnee!
n the lock, the door opened, and in he carne, |
uined the slide of my lantern, shielding it
cautiously, and there, sure enough, was the thief
rcvealed by the faint glimmer oflight | allowed to
escape, steppmg along softly, and far too near the
edge of the well for safcty. On he carne till he
eached the loosened plank; then he went and
took the hatchetfrom a beam, drovc out the plank
hk M T down with
h s back toward me, he began to put something
into his hiding-place.

This was just the minute to take him.
the shde of my lantern wide, and sent a broad
beam of yellow light full on him. He neither
smrtcd Aor turned toward me, but kept on hiding
something; went to the edge ofthe well and drovc
the plank back, put the hatchct where he found it

I drew

TThy " ‘Bced thé

ui that was sensi-
ble, had | been deceived so long? Piper' Whv
it was not Piper at all. It was Ted Russell 1

U was Ted, sure enough, with his eyes wide
open and lookmg iiowbere at all. He never
glanced at me fAor noticcd the bkze from tlic
antern. | ciosed the slide, and drew back into
the corner. Ted walked away. always keeping
on the extreme edge of the wcll, so that an inch
would have thrown him mto the water. | had all

back"*'* '*° ®Boiiting to warn him

W hen he had really gone and locked the boai-
house door behind him, Z moved out the plank
once more, collccted the plunder (both the candle-
sticks were therc; | had missed one under the shav-
ings before, somehow), and went back to college

My first thought had been that Ted was crnzy
I honestly thought so. | could see no other reason
torhisdoingsuchathing. Thcn | remembered that
qucer look m his eyes, and how he never cven no-
hced the light, and m a minute | know that the oid

fellow was asleep, as sound as a top. But what

could he want of the boys’ watchcs and money?
i hat was more than | could understand.
red was in bed and asleep when | reached the

easily and

heSVi
to see that

hcalthful’ly, and | mude up my mind
he did nt leave his room another night

I said nothing co the fellows next day, but I
felt mean about Piper, for we had done him an

AN

isrm
Ted went olT to bed about nine o’clock, but I
sat up and read; | did not daré to lie down, for
lear J should lose myself.
He slept like a baby till about eleven.
bcgan to stir uneasiy and mutter in an odd, dull
I went into the bedroom and found him

Then he

voice.
drcssing.

“ What are you doing, Ted ?” said I, as quietly
asi couid. " -

Drcssing,” said he, spcaking in that same curi-
ous way, as if somebocly else were spcaking out of
Ted s mouth.

“ Where are you going? ” said I.
0 nto Carleton’s room to get some moncy,”
sam ne. I have almost enough now, anyhow.”

Enough for what?” said I.

“ Enough to pay for the boat-house.
you suppose ?” said he.

I said the first thing I could think of. to kcep
him from going,

“ Oh, the boat-house is ail right,” said 1
~M¥ Do you mean it?” said Ted; “ who paki for

W hat do

“ Never you mind,” said I, “ butit's all right
and squarccl up, Ted. Sojust you get back into

He did n’t say another word, but did as | told
h:m; and very soon | heard him brcatliing as
rcgularly as a child,

You sce, that was what the poor fellow was up
to all the time. He had begun it away back in tho
wmtcr, before he was ill, when the fever in liis
blood made him resticss, and set him to trying,
cven m his slecp, to somehow pay off the dcbt on
the boat-house that worried him so. And, in his
sleep, it scems, lie adoptcd foul means; perhaps
because he liad found that fair means did n’t seem
lo accomplish much,

Next morning | restored the boys’ property, and
bound diem to kecp the thing quiet as long as we
stayed m college. For, though ofcourse poor Rus-
scll could n’t hclp himself, .and it was notliin<- to
be ashamecl of, still I knew he would fcel horribly
cheap if the thmg got about, and camc to his
cars; it would be sueh a grind, and 1 was n't
going to have the fellows chaffing him about it.



That was why 1 went to see a doctor about his
case; and why | made him accept my uncle’s in-
vitation (my unclc is Captain Walter Shorley, of
the bark “ Victrix”) to go with him to Cardiff.
Of course | went along, too, to look after Ted.

-l

The doctor said that a sea-voyagc would cure
him of all his nonsense. and set him up again as
nothing else could do.

-And about Piper ?

W hy, it was all a case of “ circumstantial cvi-
dencc,” you know; ncthingelse. The watch which
Ted and | had seen him gloating ovcr fias his own
fast enough ; apoor, chcap thing that he had found
at a bargain someLvhere.

The reason that he acted so queeily about it and
luistled it out of sight, in the way he did, was
because he had never owned a watch beforc, and

was afraid the fellows would poke fun at him for
looking at it so often.

The cancllestick that he sold was his own, too —
a battered affair, but really silver, and he only got
five dollars for it, and earned the other five work-

WENT *li THE EDGE OE THE WELL AKL DROIE THE I'LA.SK UACK.

ing on a catalogue, and bought his light ulstcr as
honestly as any fellow.

The doctor was right about Ted.
hoine from sea as riglit as a trivet, and now
he ’'s the most su))crb oar on the river, and the
best fellow in all the four classes, as you 'd say, if
j'oii knew hirn.

Yes, | had to rcsign my place on the crew, of
course, and give up the race. Yes, | believe you,
it certainly was a grind, but then, it’s all past
now. | did it for old Ted, and I know my chum
Ted would do the same for me.

He canio



THE MAKING OF A

By G.

GREAT STEEL GUN.

™ MUILKR.

m From Ilm-iilonceof tim oro

Toihsbattie's din and roar."-F.

UME into a big, queer
building in the upper
part of a busy city, for
in this building some-
thing is going 011 that |
wish you lo sec; and
then, having seen it, to
understand it,

Some of you may
know how so common
ametal asironis turned

into Steel, and
how, of that
fincr metal, a
great cannon
is made. But
to those ofyou
who do not
know how this
is done, these

pictures and
"*hat 1 write
will, 1 hope,

make piain the
diffcrent proc-
csscs by which
iron becomes a handsome, shapely, polished'can-

CASTING THE CANNON,

the hills, so fast that you could not sce it eo

fos er than swallow or luimming-bird can flv, al,d
With a forcé so great that the shot-or siieli—
WIIl pass through a thick uail of slccl. or iron or
jone, as casiy as the circus-ricler leaps tlirou-h a
Come, therefore, and ,ve ivill
2 St%eel IcYannon intended to destroy foﬁsma%%-lgmﬁg
and with them human beings.
Pittsburgh js callcd the City of Iron.
Mr takes US to a scction whcerc all the houses are

paper-covercd lioop.

The Street

hroiil . osparagus-sUoots pu?h
thioiligh a g.ardcn-bcd in May.

and high,_so high that if it stood at the edge of

sail straight_in
Everything Tinside

Tom
rien

ithou
lowcrmg her masts,

v,
'vithout

A M.
this building-exccpt the workmen-is hiir in
skINTfi™ 'wi-mCM along one
red hot fire shincs out, looking like the fiery cves
of a remendous giant. Immcnse chafos l.a™m
fmm the top of queer things that look likc a let ?
ofthe alphabet upside-down, so: -q, onlv the {7
verted letters are as high as a houk Ead, lifk

These

Steel in cadi Imk is as thick as one’s leg
No

affairssupporting the chains are called cmnes
boy who has ever seen a live crane, would J e S
nuc these othcr crancs from the Aiame, The iron

and httcd to thcir work; which is to lift hu-e bowl?

ofmclted metalor tremendous masses ofSteel This

basket. A steam-engme forms part ofeach of these

Chain come sloivjy down, or rise, or move from

I ﬂqie min-""h ~7 movement
- € mans hand wupon a jever as readily ~as
the~efophants obcy every sign and word of their

annon.
ere where

S oan

S and here a moment and look over th
die bnghtness ofa hundred electric lights and the
fii-eworks of forty Fourths of Julj- seem holding a
What do you see the,e.? Why some
likc a stumpy bottle, and as’big as
Near it isanoiher
Thcsc are

niectmg.
tjng shaped
an ordmarybcdroom m a hotel.
object likc the first, but smaller.
converters.” They are so callcd because in ,hc7
ron is converted into stoel-and in a few minutes
too. | can not m this article tcll you how this is
But this much | can sav
iron purifies ft
ftdm

makmg of ihe cannon.
being blown through molten

ai,
it into steei. If you hav7

and makes

f )ou havc a good pockct-knifc, yon probablv

know that Its blades are made of*mcT ' Iro‘ ft
8‘8 ;81': ILnlffe-BlaJos. It ft ,ot hard enoulgh«}lw%lr
Jrong enough. So with our cannon. It could

made of n-on, but an iron cannon couid not



witbsland the expansive forcé of cxploding gun-
Dowder So the

iron is converted mto steel, and
Cannon

ismadeof theharder, tougher, stronger

shade your eyes with your
i,no the mouth of the hottle-shaped affau |
mentioned, you will see a glowmg
metal, that is now steel,
t.me before,
Soaholc

have
of mclted
but was non a shot
It is ready to pour

into-whalL
tn the ground-

A hole as deep and
as wide as the well in your grandfather s yard in
the country. You can not see this hole, though it
fu tatyoV fect; and nothing betrays rts presence
brL a big funuel that opcns itsdark mouth to swa -
low the lake of mclted steel in the converter. That
Vneileads the metal into the hole,

is made in fine black sand, so cunmngly packed
ani arranged that the hole itself is just the shape

uf a cannon standing small cnd uppermost. This
mold is nearly twenty fect deep.
Put one of your fiugers m damp sand. Press

the sand closely about your finger,
carefully out, and you will leave a mold of tbe
finiEcr Now, if you had some melted Steel and
pmied it mté that hole, you would make a finger
of cast-steel. Just that sort of an operation

take place in ihe building we have cntcred.
mold is ready.

is to
The
It was made by putting a wooden
cannon in the sand, packing the latter “ f rite
wood, tiren carefully removmg tins
tern,” so that a cannon mold remained. Th sis
to be filled with Steel, which, when cooled, w.ll be
a cannon “ inthe rough,” that is, a cannon begun
but not finishcd.

Do you hear that shout?
man

»
It is the signayl to the
in the crane, the man who runs the stcam-
engine. That ratting, thundering noise is made
by the obedicnt crane which has begun its work
It lowers a monster ladle or bucket down to the
mouth of the converter.

The latter is tipped over
on

its side, and, when the ladlc is low enough,

thcre is another shout, and another crane goes to

work. Its duty is to tilt the converter unt.l a

stream of white-hot steel pours mto the ladle, ex-
actly as water is poured from a bottle mto a g ass®
And how the brilliant, dazzling sparks do fiy

It
is as if a firc-work, a “ pin-wheel” as big as a
steamcr-s paddle-box, bad bccn set off. The gieat

bucket is soon fillcd, and thcre is another shoun

The crane begins to move, and the bucket (as b g
as tho biggest hogshcad), nscs mto tbc air and
slowly swings toward the funnel already “~cribefo

How in the wotld is tbc metal to nm from the

ladlc into the funnel? Glance at the picture on

the prcceding pagc and you shall see. SJ”
crane lowers tho Imckct slowly and carefully unt.l
it hangs just over the mouth of the funnel.

(ocT.

the bottom of the bucket is a hole closed with a
plug Another orderis shouted, and a brave man

Sose skin seems insensible to heat and who
irerno more for flying sparks than . they were
snow-flakes, comes up ci6se to Ndleful o

moltcn Steel
pluo-
Lvn

and tuvns a little crankthat hfts the
A dazzling stream of metal rushes straig i
into the funnel and disappears from sight
The funnel leads tnat dazzling cataract mto a pipe
running below the hole m the
makes a turn and rises into the mold '«elf.
would not do to let the heavy metal go tumbling
twenty feet into the sand, for it wouldbrcak down
lie"4 s tho ,0.d, ohd so ruin
In about two minutes the mold is full
greatladicisempty. The cannon has been cast,
'nd if we could look through the sand we would
see-what? A red-hot cannon, the color ofa
ripe cherry, standing on its large end or .
Now, thcy must leave that cannon in its sand-
bed for five da>-s, whcre it shall
and hardcn so that it can be handied.

Let us, however, suppose
over and that we are again

PN

and the

in the big biuldmg.

Whérc is our cannon? It has been hftcd from
the sand and is lymg in a tremendous turmng-
lathe.

Most of you Imve sccn a woocl-turncr at

work, and some of you may have a lathe of your
own This cannon is “ in the rough, and must
be turned smooth. More than that, it is z so/td
cannon Thcre is no bore init-n o place to pu
the powdcr or the shot into. It niustbe turned
on the outside and bored on the msidc, clear from

one end to the other, until it looks hke a pipe with

very thick walls. To do this requires an enormous

lathe, one as long as a large room and as stron,
as it can possibly be made.

Up among the dusky rafters of the roof, iigh
above this big lathe, is a whcel, or, as it is callcd
S shop language, a - putiey--perhaps because
it “ pulis” abelt. From thts pulley n
down to another pulley at one end of the athe.
The second pulley turns a cog-wheel very fast, and
that turns a larger cog-wheel somewhat slowcr

and the second whecl, In turn, gtvcs a yet slowcr

motion to a third whecl. But what these wheels

lose in speed thcy gain in powcr, and b>

f ne
the rapid motion of the pulley reachc the b.g
geared whecl that turns tbc cannon the latter

makes but six turns in a minute or even revolves
more slowly yet, if desired, This slow mo ton
however, is an cxtrcmely powerful onc, as «di be

~"eThcre, then, is the cannon, as big as alog in a
saw-mill, lying in this lathe and turning slowly,
steadily, and irresistibly by the power of steam

acting through the bclt, pulleys, and cogs | have
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described. The cannon must be borcd from end
to end through the heart of the coid hard steel.

It must, also, be turned smooth on tbe outside.
As taken from the sand it was no smoothor than
the sand itself, that is, about as smooth as the

surface of a pressed brick, or of a school slate.
The surfacc of the cannon must be made as
smooth and nearly as bright as that of a tin bucket.
To do this the cannon is turned just as a wood-
turner turns a bedpost, except that in this case
the chisel is firmly bolted to the lathe, and the
gun turns very slowly instead of rapidly. The

TIIK CAHNON (N

trimmings, or shavings, do not fly about the shop
as they do in a wood-turning cst.nblishment. No,
the c.mnon revolvcs with a certain leisurely dig-
nity— about as slowly as the cylinder of a large
musical-box — as if it had weeks for its complction.
The chisel turns off spiral curls of Steel parings
as graccfully and much more slowly than a cook
pares apples. Gradually the outside of the can-
non loses its dull. deacl-black appcarance and
begins to shine. The long parings are bright as
new augcrs, or “ twist-drills.” and quite as stiff as
ramrods.

At last the cannon is turncd down. and is ready
to be bored inside. In this opcintion it nuist be

GKICAT STEKI, GUN.
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bored so straight and true that the boring tool,
entcring at the exact center of the small end of
the cannon, will come out prccisely nt the center
of the large end, sevcntcen fcct away. Those of
you who have tried to bore a straight hole length-
wise through even a short bit of wood will know
that this work vcquires not a little skiil and carc.
When any of you boys have a job of boring to
do at your work-bench, you make fast the articlc lo
be bored and turn the boring tool. It is just the
other way in boring a cannon. Tho boring tool, or
“ bit,” is held firm and motionless, while the

‘*1IK OORISO LATU&

great mass of Steel to be bored turns around.
This plan is found to insure steadiness of the
“ bit.” It would be almost impossiblc to make
this bit firm and solid enough to do its difficult
work, and yet free to turn around in the cannon.
So if you had been at the side of this gim-lathe
when the work was bcgun you would have seen
that the bit was motionless — exccpt for a slow
advance into tho gun.

The bit attcnds strictly to I>usiness. and sleadily
boros its way through the steel. Most of you have
becn to the country and have scen a pig “ rooting”
in the ground. Imagine, thcn, the pig to be stand-
ing still and the ground to be slowly passing undcr



the piR-s snout and being “ rootccl,” and you will
fvelL cas. much lite that ot the ~ uta
cannon. In fact, the boring tool is called a hog-
noscd” bit, and it roots up tbat cannon as if it cn-
S the épcraiion. No long, graceful eurri come
from tbisboring, but small, cnsp shavmgs thal are
removed as fast as they accumulate m -dor at
the boriito tool’s work shall not be mterfcred vith.
The bit is going into the steel at the rateof threc-

eighths of an inch for every t~ of the cannon

and it is making a round hole almost '
for a boy to put his head m -five and thrcc-
quaners inches in diameter. As

grows deeper, the heavy bar, on n
fastened advances into tbe cannon steadily, moved
by a number of wheels and scvews tbat form part

°~N "ttlo s e sightof the ~Bavings, the liute

ones that come from the ms.de, and

spirally twisted ones that are tur.icd from the

outside of the cannon. A military- ookmg nmn

standin”™' near the lathe, does not lose sight of

these shavmgs or trimmings, either. You can scc

him in the picture. This man’s business is to
otofiilv inspect the borings and tnmmings.
TMniKhatLis paid todo. Unele Sam p~s
him

and expects him to earn his salury. me
cannon is bcing made for Unele Sam, and be in-

tends to Aind out all its qualities, whether good o,
bad So tbc man

eyes the bormgs carefull;.
20w

if with a plafie, or your knife-bladc you w.
é thin shaving from a bito -od. U 'vd
show any little fiaw cxisting m the wood from
which it was slicccl. The tinicst knot-hole or

crack will show in tlic shaving much more plamly
han in the wood itself.

So it is with a cannons
shaving.

It is a drcadful tell-tale, and the faiilt-
findingman beside the gun knows this pevfcc ly
wecell He examines the spiral turnmg, or the
httlc piece of boring, and finds no evidence of a
flaw or crack. The long spiral str.p is as smooth
as glass and as glossy as your sister s curls.

Into the solid Steel the hog-nosccl Bit roots ts
way until it is in so far that a httle electr.c hght
must bear it company, to show the «xrkmcn how
maltereave pvogressing die heartof the caimom
Aftcr cightecn days of stcady bonng, tbc bit Icts
daylmht into the borc of Ihc cannon b> cmergin,,
at the other (or larger) end, sevcntcen feet away.
If you should look through tlic cannon "ow, you
would he sure it was made of glass, not stcc -
shines like a polishcd mirror, and the clectric hg
at tito farther%.id makcs a patliway of reflection
like a little sunset in a small ocean.

So the most difficult part of the work is done.

To trim down and polish tbe outs.dc of tbe cannon

J crriiparatively easy. During this operation the

tOCT.

gun revolvcs more rapiUly. The polishing is done
with emery, until the surfacc shines l.ke the mcWcl-
work on a brand-new bicycle.

Some of you will say, about this lime, We
have seen plenty of big cannon, but were nevei
able to look lhrougli thcm from end to “
the hole did not go dear through.
not that kmd of a cannon. Those yo- ~aw were
“ muzzle-loaders.” This is a *“ breech-loadci.
Like a breech-loading shotgun, this cannon is
charged from the rcar, not from tho muzzle.

In ordcr tliat this may be possible, the bore at
the big end of the cannon is closed witi a breech
plug or pin, so arranged tbat it can be rapidly
LLed .0admi..dopoad.rn,d ,h. otedc
About thrce feet of the borc neavest tbc Breech is
made a trifle larger than the rest, in eider to hold
the proper amountof powder to send a tierncndou
ihell out of the cannon at the rato of two thousand
fecr in a second of time.

The cannon now looks like a hugc
with a hole bored through it, or hke a very
thick base-ball bat. It has been erough bored,

and is ready for a quito different process.
be put in a pit.

d, because
W cll, this is

ninc-pin

It mus
Not sueh a pit as received Joseph
whL his wicked brothers persecutcd him, lon ,
long ago, but iu a very different sort of a pit. One
in whic\ the thermomctcr-if it d.d not meU -
would stand at fourtccn bundred degrecs. You
all know how suUry the weather is at mnety or
ninety-five degrees, so it is not hard to tmag>nc
how hot is the place where ihis gun go It is
the “ anncaling pit”; mcrely abnck-hncd welldug
in the ground, but deep enough and -mugh
to hold the cannou, which is shu. tm pi,
muzzlc down, and sealcd as tightly as if it «as a
inummy in the hands of an ancient Egypt.an undei -
taker Thcn the heat is turned on, httle by httle,
until a gas-flame surrounds the gun from end t

ncss once more. It takes three day

nights to bring the pit and gun up to
and thcn tho wcll and

and hree

>'eat
its contents are allowed
rool slowlv for seven days.

W hy is this done? Because it has bccn found

that metal, and glass. too, is the better or bemg
so trcatcd. Slow beating followcd by
ino, makcs the Steel gun bomogcncous.

Hiat s
a vecry lon- word, and

it mcans tbat, aftcr the

annealg process, tbc Steel im fo cannon is more
uniform in tcxture. It is

and from the outsidc to the center. ”~ has no soft
nhccs heve, and hard places thcrc, Like a pef
fcctly sound applc, it is free from soft places, ot
hard nlaccs When our cannon's ten days bak-
17 ata Z,ing ane oven, i. istei-ta nu, o0 «
fervkl quarters and placed once more tn tbc lathe



for its final boring inside and polishing outside. A
thm shaving is bored out from the inside, making
the bore five and three-quarter inches in diameter.
After this last boring the interior of the cannon
shincs still more brightly, and if you look into it,
at the electric light, seventccn fcct away at tlic
other end, you sce a dazzling sight. The Steel
seems a mass of crystal, full of all manner of
beautiful colors, like a sea-shell. The outside is
now polished until it shines likc a new silk hat.

add to the beauty of the big weapon. It is going
out into tho world to be sevcrely tried, and its god-
fathers feel a certain amount of anxicty for their
pct.
It is the first gun of its kind made in ihe City
of Iron, and on its succcss or failure much clopends.
Mcanwhile the last touches have been put to the
camién. It is oiled insidc and outsicle, to prevent
rust, and is carefully placed ona “ flat” car, stand-
ing on a track alongside the foundri’. The rails of
this track stretch in an
unbroken line to Wash-
ington City, and over the
rails the gun is trundled,
behind a locomotive, to
the Washington Navy
Yard. Here another
boring takes place, inak-
ing the interior diameter
six inches. Here, also,
the brecch-pin or plug is
fitted into the brcech.
Still another operation
thatthe cannon must un-
dergo is “ rifling." A
ball that is thrown with
a twirl will go inore
speedily and truly to the
mark than one that
“wabbles about, every
way.” When you throw
a base-ball, and wish it to
twirl, you give your fin-
gers a certain twist just
as the ball leaves your
hand. Our cannon’s
twisting fingers are four-
teen in number, and
they stretch inside from
near one cnd to the
othcr. They are slight
grooves cut in the sur-
face of the steel, and
thcy make onc and a
if half turns in the four-
ip leen feet of thcir length.
As the shell passes
out, a cuppcv ring which
surrounds it is forccd into
these grooves, and the

TRIMMING AND FOLISHING THE OUTSIDE OF THE GUN

It is a month since the steel cannon was bcgun.
Under the eyes of the workmen in the big shops
it has grown into shape, and now that it is ready
to leave its birthplace the men grow devoted to
the shining monster. Theylinger about the lathc,
and are glad fo have some work to do which will

slight twist in them gives
that makes it turn faster
than a buzz-saw, as it lcaves the miizzle of the
gun. It goes out in a huiry, as a matter of
course, when fifty pounds of powdcr are cxplodcd
ciéosebehind it. So, in the time in which a boy
would leisurely stcp two feet,— say one second,—

a twirl to the shell,



the Steel shell sent from this cannon goes two thou-
sand feet, and it kceps on going for six miles, or as
faras you could walk, vcry briskly, in an hour and a
half- The shellisaslongasyour arm, and it weighs
nearly oue hundred pounds. Inside, it is packcQ

IHE IW.N IN THE AXNEALINU

with powdcr. When that shell hits anything, it
strikes point first, for the shell travcls stra”~ht
through the air like an arrow from a bow. Tho
pointcontainsa kind of powder that explodeswhcn
struck. W licn, that shell hits a wall
iron, steel, or wood, it bursts as soon
as it goes in, and any living thing near that place
dies suddenly.

To do this deadly work is the cannnn’s— and tlie
shcll's — business. That is what they w-ere made
for. A great man once said: “ Intime of peace,

therefore,
of stonc,

prepare for war.”

Tliis advice is followed by all
nations.

Unele Sam is at peace with all his
neighbors, and the world in general. But he
finds it best to buy cannon and ships, for the de-
struction of forts and of other ships, so he said to
the gun-makeis in the
City of Iron, “ Make me
a Steel cannon, and if it
does what 1 desire it to
do, 1 will ordcr more.”
Thus it camc about that
the doings here illus-
trated and described
carne to pass. If any
of you bright boys,
whose eyes follow thesc
lines, will come to tlic
City of Iron, I willtakc
you to the place where
thesc mcn-killers and
fovt-smasliers and ship-
sinkers are niadc.

Thcre is a scqucl to
the true story of the
making of a great steel
gun. As the faithful
historian of our cannon’s
career, | must tell you
also of its cnd.

“ If” is about as small
a w'ord as letters can
make,butitmeansever\ -
thing in the career of a
cannon,— that is,
“ experimental”
You will findan “

an
one.
if”illa
paragraph not far above
this one. That little
word was a sort of loop-

for Unele Samuel.

“ tho Steel cannon did

what the Govern t
desired it to do, nifit
bravely stood tlie trial
test, then wij Unele
Sam woukl buy more guriﬂ«e it. gun
burst whilc bcing tried, or oukl not thriw the
Shell as far, or as accurately, as the Government
officers considevcd necessary, all the patient labor
on that particular gun went for notliing,— the ex-
perimont woukl be rcgardcd as a fadure.
altogether a failure, as | shall show,

W cll, our big cannon clid not pass the test. Jn
fact itburst unexpectcdly beforc itwas quite a year
old burst as its strength was for the second tune
being tested. Its fiagments showed the niistakcs

riT-

Y ot, not



of its makers, and so prepared the way for the
coming of another Steel cannon, in which these
orrors will not be repeated. After all, our cannon
did better than to kill men, It instructcd them.
W hen it burst its fragments gave valuable Infor-
mation to its makers that could bo obtaincd in no
other way. So thcy will profit by the knowledge,
and go towork on another steel cannon, which will
be made in about the way which | have described;
but the Steel will be of a different texture. Thus,
our great cannon was not made in vain, even if it
did fail in the desired strength,

But about the buvsting of this bright steel can-
non. Gunpowder did it, onc day, months ago,
bcfore 1888 was quite spent,— gunpowder of a kind
few of you have ever seen. Each grain of this
powder is as big as a walnut, and a round lidle
passes through every one. There are only ten of
lhese grains to a pound of the powder.

When the cannon was ready for the test it was
taken to Annapolis, Maryland, and after being
mounted on a low car, or carriage, in a small shed,
it was pointed at a hill of earth several hundred
feet away. Then the army officcrs in charge of
the test putin the powder and the loo-pound shclL

triT-i
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All was ready, the firing-officcr and the spec-
tators got behind heavy timber “ bomb-proofs,”
and the “ lanyard,” or firing-string, was pulled.
The first shot was a success, and if the little hill
had been a fort it would have bccn blown lo pieces.
Nothing, apparentiy, wcnt wrong. But, if the
human eye could look into steel as rcadily as into
clear glass, ihc cvidences of wcakness and of the
near approach of death could havc been seen deep
in the heart of tho steel cannon. The only way to
find out what the gun could do, and would stand,
was to kcep on firing, and by means of ingenious
instrumcnts Icarn the amount of pressure cxcrted
by the exploding gunpowder. Once more the
cannon ivas loaded, this time with fifty pounds of
powdcr, besides the big shell. Once more every-
body got into the bomb-proofs, and the lanyard

was pulled. Then the man-killcr gave a great
leap — and died. It burst into many pieces, great
and small. It wrecked the little shed, torc great

timbers to splinters, and sent its big end over a
hundred feet away. Its “ Finis ” was spoken, and
the men who made our great steel gun wcnt home
wiser than before, to do what all of us must do
if we fail in any undertaking,— “ Try, try again,”

THE “ Soft” steu.

ItOITE OIS KUENLV ROMF TIMR."



At night, when myrtle bells a-swing
Fill the bare places round tlic spring
W ith ghostly whispers, and the moon
Makes midnight like a ghostly noon ;

W hen even flitter-mice are still;
Then little folk troop down the hill
Into the gardcns poets keep

Hard by the pleasant town of Sleep.

Their torches fiare; thcir dance is set
Between five stalks of mignonctte.
Then arméd gallants click the heel
And bow to clames who wait the reel.

Such dames ! There has not been such
grace

Since all the wood-nymphs left the place :

They courtcsy, pause, and circle round

Upon the sward, yet make no sound.

Long since | quite forgot to dance,
1 have no necd for sword or lance,
But I would follow ciése at hand
W hen thcy set out for Fairyland.



No doubt it is a tiresome flight:

The path runs up, there is no light,
And on sheer licights one henrs the bcat
Of water far beneath liis feet.

And in still valleys, dark and dim,
He hears bis own voice calling him;
W hile his own shadow is a flame
That passcs back the road he camec.

Once thcre, 1 'm sure 1'd find goodcheer,—

Indeed, | might remain a year,—

And haply 1 might learn to know .
Ifsome strange things wc hear are so. Il,ll

1 'd like to know if it be true 1
Of Cinderella’s coach and shoe ;

Ifsly Queen Mab yet mends her ways; "
And where the fair Kilmeny strays.

1 ’d sit with Merlin in his ring,

And listen to the talking spring;

Or hear the magic-throated biid

Sing round the pool that Kynon stirred.

| have not scen them yet,— have you 7—
But some night, through the falling dew,
W c 'll leave the plcasant town of Sleep
And deflly on the dancers crecp.



DORA MILLER'S WONDER BALL.

By Lucy Lincoln

THE pupils of Mts.

Croft’s school werc gomg
in to dinner.

Very dainty and trim they looked m
their pretty winter dresses of garnet and blue and
gay plaid ; and very demurcly thcy walked along
the hall with Miss Bertram, the English governess,
by their side. Yet, each, in passing, cast a shy look
at a little figure crouching in a recess on the land-
ing half-way down the stairs.

Itwas a girl about ten years ofage, richly dressed
in dark blue velvet, with a broad lace collar. She
would have becn a beautiful child, with her daik
broYvn eyes and golden curls, had not apeevish,
discontented expression spoiled the
charming face.

Presently Mademoisclle Flor camc down, took
the little girl’'s hand, and led her into the dining-
room to a seat between the stately Mrs. Croft and
Bertha Cray, one of the scholars.

It was a large, sunny room, and the girls seemed
chccry and happy, chatting quietly with one
another and the teachers— all but the little lady
with sunny curls and the blue velvct dress. She
* gloomed by herself apart,” and if looked at or
spoken to would cast down hcr eyes and pout.

Dora Miller — that was hcr flame — was the
daughter of a Canadian gentleman whosc business
took him to Winnipeg for the winter. Dora had
been illallthe previous summecr, andthe doctor said,
dccidedly, she must not face the rigor ofa Manitoba
winter. So hcr parents decided to leavc her with
Mrs. Croft, an oid friend; not as a pupil, for they
thought hcr too delicate to study, but as a privi-
Icged boarder, hoping the judicious care of Mrs.
Croft and the companionship of the girls would
help to overeéme the pettcd, babyish ways into
which shc had fallen during hcr long illness.

It was now the end of February, and she had
ijecn there two months; yct she was as far from
friendly with these twelve charming girls as shc
was the first day she came, when she had slapped
little Kitty Allcn’s hand, as Kitty held it out to
hcr in kindly child fashion. She stood in awe of
Mrs. Croft and the other teachers, but she quite
ignored the scholars, and would have been nlto-
"cther unliappy but for two friends shc had made
in hcr own odd way.

These werc Maggie, the pantry-girl, and Mrs.
Croft's aunt, Fraulcin Mcyev, an oid Gorman lady.

otherwise

Montgomery.

Maggie had red hair, and no personal”™ attrac-
tions to rccommend hcr; but from the first she
had conceivcd a violent fancy for the aristocratic
little beauty, and attacked her most vulnerable
point,— her appetite,— hiding away sweetmeats
and bits of cake whcrewitli to tempt her, tul,
finally, the oddly assorted pair were on terms of
tolerable intimac)'.

The onc thing Dora objectecl to in Maggie was
hcr fondness for pcppcrmint drops, and her fre-
quent enjoyment of this luxury in the little girls
presencc marred the otherwise comfortable hours
Dora spent with hcr, for Dora detestcd pcpper-
mints, though, in view of the daily daintics re-
scrved for hcr, shc did not like to tell hcr fnend so.

On this particular day, when dinner was ovcr,
Dora slipped out shyly behind the others, and as
they disperscd to their various dutes, she trippcd
up the stairs, along a hall, up another flight, and
knocked at a door on the right hand.

“ Come in, my little Dora,’” said a sweet voice,
and the child entered.

Such a lovely room it was! Onc might easily
imagine she had suddenly stepped from bleak,
northcrn winter into a sunny, Southern climec.
One whole side of the large room was glass, m
great panes, across the lower halves of which
extended shelvcs full of blooming plants, while
from above giacoful vines drooped and trailed and
clambered, spreading their luxurious growth across
the walls adjoining. An immensc globe of pld-
fish stood amid the greencry, while gay-colored
birds, singing and twittering,
among the foliagc.

The cciling was light blue, the walls buff, tfie
furniture quaint and rich, and on the floor lay a
thick, luxurious carpct.

The afternoon sunshinc, stcaling through mter-
lacing Icaves, made a warm and goldcn hght in the
room. Amid this sunny warmth and fvagrance,
in a high-backed rocking-chair, sat a little oid
lady, who seemed scarcely taller than Dora her-
self. Shcwore a black silk drcss shot with satin, a
plain white neckerchicf, and a cap with a border
of frilled lace. ,

Thcrc was a rarc, swcct charm in the gentlc oid
face, and a qgiiick-rcaching sympathy in the Uinclly
heart of Fraulein Meyer, Thcrc must havc becn

flitted m and out



also some subtle magnetism in tho quaint, golden
room, for httle Dora Millcr's face changed as she
carne in and stood by the gentle lady’s chair; tlic
peevish, sullen look faded into one wistful and
earnest, and the large, dark, restless eyes looked
lovingly into the quiet blue ones.

“ How goes life with thee, little Dora?”
asked. “ Have you had a happy day?”

“ No, Fraulein,” replied Dora.

“ Have you not tried to be friendly with your
companions ?” asked the old lady.

“ No,” said the child, somewhat defiantly.
“ There is not one who likcs me. Big Mary Ash-
croft makes faces, and the others laugh. Theyall
hate me and | hate thcm.”

The Fraulein knew that a morbid imagination
and the habitofbrooding ovcr fancicd slights often
made the little girl unhappy. Thcy had manya
talk together, yet Dora pcrsistently refused to be-
lieve herself mistakcn as lo the deep-rootcd dislike
of all the giiis toward hecr.

“ You think yoursclf of too much consequcncec,
little Dora Miller,” said the old lady, somewhat
sharply. “ Your pride must be conquered either
by some severe lesson orby ”

“ W hat?" questioned Dora timidly, as Fraii-
iein Meyer paused, for there was a pained look on
the sweet old face.

“ By love,” was the quiet answer; and then she
shut her eyes and seemed to be thinking, whilc
Dora, with a little stirring of her dormant con-
science, lay down upon a soft rug, nnd felt the sun-
shine creeping over her and soothing her till at
length she fell asieep.

When she slowly carne to consciousness it was
nearly dark, and she had a dim idea of hearing
some one taiking with her old friend, though she
could see no one. She rose and wcnt to the door,
and then Fraulein carne toward her from behind a
tail olcandcr.

There was some one elsc in there among the
I)lants, hidden in the shadow. Dora little knew
what a center of influence to every one in the
house was this beautifui, flower-shadowed, uppcr
charaber, and how many carne for counsel and
hclp to the dear old lady whose life was so nearly
ended.

The tender face looked palé and sad in this
half-light, as she kissed the child and camc to the
door with hcr.

Something was shining in hcv hand,— rosc-col-
oved and gold it looked, flashing and sparkling
even in this dim, waning light.

She smilod as she saw Dora’slook nf curiosity,
and said, showing it to her, “ This little vinai-
grettc carne to me in my first Wonder Ball, more
than eighty years ago.”

she

“ Wonder Hall?” rcpeated Dora.

“ Ah, that is onc of our dear, beautifui German
customs,” said the old lady warmly, “ The little
girls, lo encourage thcm to learn to knit, reccive
all manner of lovely and curious gifts, wrapped in
bright paper, and wound into yarn balls. They
must knit until they come to the gift. Oh, the
eagerncss, the fascination, the delight of those
treasurcs earned by the patient fingers! They
ave among the best memories of my hal)py child-
liood.”

A warm color camc into the old face, and the
voice tremliled with deep feeling at this rcmein-
brance of the dear old Fatherland.

Dora, watching the points of light as she slowly
turned the tiny vinaigrette in her hand, felta sym-
pathctic thrill of fascination as she listened to the
Fraulein’s story.

“ 1 should be tempted to unwind without knit-
ting,” she said smiling; then, throwing her arms
about the dear old lady, she added earnestly,
“ Ah, if I had been a little German girl I might
have learned something— indeed, | think 1
would.”

“ Whecn comes your birthday,
asked the Fraulein, abruptly.

“ The — th of April. It will be Faster Monday
this year,” replied Dora.

The Fraulein lookcd steadily at hcr. A thought
had come to the kindly heart, and in that moment
it grcw into a settlcd purpose; but she only kissed
the little girl again, and, bidding her good-night,
closed the door upon her.

Not long after this, a subtle indefinable some-
thing began to manifest itself at Croft House.
There was something in the air; and it was grow-
ing tangible, too, for tho girls would whispct
togcther, and coukl be seen jotting down notes at
tho oddcst times. One would cry, “ Give me a
rhymcfor and another, “ | 've hit on some-
thing !'”

Dora Miller felt that she was quite shut out from
Ilhc happy understanding that appeared lo cxist
among the other girls. They seemed more kinclly
disposed toward hcr than ever beforc, however, and
for the first timo, she now began to long for
the happy fricndships of thcse merry lasses, and
to be a little asiiamcd of hcv own rude words and
actions; but as yet thcre was no outward token of
the change.

Maggic, the pantry-giri, was under this strange
spell, too, whatcver it was. More than once, as
Dora suddenly appeared, she tliiust a cnimplcd
paper under a dish-cover, and helped herselffreely
to pcppcrmints to covcr her confusién.

In the old Fraulein’s room was ever the same
calm, serene atmosphere ; and Dora loved it bct-

little Dora?”



ter and better, getting daily more than she knew
from her saintly okl friend.

So the wceks went by till Eastcr Sunday camc.
On tho afternoon of that day, Dora went to bccl
with a sick headache, and Fraulein Meyer sent to
her, in ber darkened room, the quaint, little rose-
colored and goiden vinaigreCtc, witli its pungcnt,
aromatic odor.

Toward evening the pain ceased, and as she lay
with the little gleaming bottle inher hand, turning
it idly from side to side, it is not strange that her
thouglits were full of that wonderful Wonder Ball
that camc to the Fraulein more than eighty years
ago. Often, since that first time, she had heard
its story in the goiden gloaming of the oid lady’s
room, and she thought it the most clelightful thmg
that could ever have come to mortal little girl

At length she fell asleep and woke suddcnh’,
then slept again, and dreamed she had a Wonder
Ball herself, a huge, irregular mound ofyarn with
gay-colorcd packagcs sticldng out here and there
in delightful prodigality.

W as she sleeping or waking? Was that day-
liglit creeping in at the windows? And. oh, what
was that great thing on the table, as large as her
head, though not so shapely, clearly defined
against the white wall ?

Dora sprang out of bed and seized it eagerly.
The dream must still be going on! No; she was
awake, and it was a veritable Wonder Bal!, wound
with blue and white worstcd, with the identical
packages of her dream peering forth in gokl and
scarlet, pink and blue wrapping 1

“ Mein Hcrz!” exclaimed Dora, and was sur-
prised to find that she did not go on spcaking
German. “ Whcre did it come from?”  Just
then she saw a slip of paper pinned to onc sidc.
On it were these words:

The teachers and scholars of Croft House uiiile
To give little Dora a birthday delight.

They pray sho 'll accepl this queer Wonder Ball.
And. knitling, find tokens of love from us all.”

Do you know ho'v the ice goes out of the river
in the spring? For weeks, soft airs and kmdly
simshine work upon its frozen surface, weakenmg
day by day its icy bands, till at length the huge
mass breaks up suddenly, and goes floating, bur-
rying, tuinbling out toward the ocean.

Something very like that happened in Dora
Millcr’s heart that beautiful Eastcr morning. As
sbe stood in the dining-room. a little later, shyly
g’-ateful for her beautiful gift, and in timid tones
thanking the kind friends for the undeservcd de-
light,— the ugly passions of jealoiisy, mistrust,
discontent, and hatred wenthurrying and tumbling
out of her heart, leaving a calm, sweet surface of

love and kindliness. There was no room for any-
thing but happiness and good-will with sueh a
magic treasure in her trembling hands,— and the
girls were so lovely to her, and seemed so glad of
her happiness !

It was not vcry long before she was scated nt
the dcar olri Franlcin’s feet, taking her first lesson
in knitting. L

W hoevcr wound the ball had bcen very Icnicnt
toward the lazv, dainty little fingers; for, aftcr a
few hours’ woric of loosc knitting on large needles,
out dropped a small, square box.

W ith eager fingers and sparkling eyes Dora
opened it. On a bed of blue velvet lay a little
gold thimble, and on a wee card tucked inside
were these words in the beautiful, flowing hand-
writing of her mother’s oid friend, Mrs. Croft;

“ This tiny thimble
Is Inclustry’s symbol!.
M. T. C.”

So industrious and patient was sbe, that before
sbe went to bccl that night she liad knit out an-
other treasure — a scarlet strawberry with goiden
sceds and grecn stem, with these lines attached ;

“ Do not think you have a treat,
For this is not fit to eat.
Of emery and cashmere made,
Aml given you by Florence Wade.”

Fraulein Meyer was duly thnughtful for the im-
petuous child, who would have made herself ill in
her eagerness to unfold the treasurcs of her Won-
der Ball, and she gave her only a few hours each
day in which to labor in this wondrous mine for its
stores of hiddcn Joys.

The ncxt thing she found was a flat package,
wrappecl in silver paper, with these words:

“ I'lease accept from Mabel Snow,
This small courl-plaater tise ;
A very useful thing 't will be
Should you cut your hand.s or face.”

And then how her face burned with mortification
when she next unwound and took from its covcring
of soft blue silk a beautiful charm that Mary Ash-
croft had always worn on her watch chain- - a little
gold dovc — Mary Aslicroft, who, Dora had said.
“ made faces at her,” when I am very much afraid
it was the other way !

Tears of shame and repcntance camc when she
rcad Mary’s words;

“'T was my own. My father gave it
Wilh the right to give or save it.
And my sovereign will and pleasure
Is to yieid the hoardod treasure.”



After awhilc lliere were longer strctches between

white Goia’s fingers werc fashioning into a tidy for
her mother gre«’ daily. There w.is oftcn a pain
in hcr shoulder, and the snmll hands wcrc cramijied
with the unwonled labor; but she was gctting to

DORA DIS5COVERS THE FRAI'LEIN S CIFT.

lie a skillful little knittor, and had better rcwards
for her cliligencc than even the kindly gifts ihat
dropped onc by one from the windings of her
Wonder Ball.

Miss Ikrtram’s gift ivas a peavl-handlcd pen-
the tcmpting packages, and the strips of blue and Kkniie, with thcsc lines;

“ Miss Bertram presents,
With her kind compUnicnts,
To little Miss Miller this knife ;

\nd trusts it may prove

A sign of truc love

And not be an cinlilem of
strifc.”

Sadic Grant, a girl
with a largc inoiith and
freckics, of which shc
was hunibly conscious,
put in thcsc words 'viih
a dainty nccdlc-book of
winc-colorcd satin :

“ This little needle-book,
So usefiil lo a lady,
M'as fashioncd by the
hands
Of your homcly friend,
poor Sadic I”

Olive Parker’s contri-
bution was an exquisite,
tiny box of gilt-cclged
stationery, with Dora’s
monograni cmbosscd in
gilt. On the lid wns
written ;

“ I'ray accept thi.s paper
\nd thcso envelojies,
With the best of wishes
And the kindc.st liopes.

OUVK Tarkkr."

Mademoisclle Flor, the
lame Frcnch governess,
incloscd a Russia leather
card-casc witli a few lo\'-
ing words.

Then carne a silver
brooch, in the shape of
a butterfly, with wings
sprcad and delicately
chascd, wilh the inevita-
ble rhyme whicli niatic
half the fun of discovev-
ing each ncw gift:

“Alice llydcand Elsie (hay
Wish, on Dora’s iialal day,

Every blessing under lieaven ;
.And they hoiie 1hat for iheir sake
This litlle jnn she '11 lake

As gladly as 'tis given.”

ot
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For somc time a faint odor, not altogether pleas-
ing, had grected Dora's aristocratic nosc. It be-
camc more and more apparcnt till, at length, the
strands of worsted slipping frora hcr bal!, camc lo
the last onc, which held in place a grccn tissuc-
paper parcel tied with pink ribbon. She scarccly
needed to opcn it to know its eontents— seventeen
great, Hat, pink peppermints!

The soulof Dora’s admirer, Maggic, the pantry-
girl, found veiu in thcse touching lines:

“ mis miller has The Best of Chrisdaii
Wishes
from maggie as Waslics upe the Pishcs.
17 I'epeimints — maggie Mcbrule.’

W hat more touching proof of apprecialion could
Dora have given than to sacrifice herself as she
did on the altar of politeness, by actually eating
onc of tlic detestcd peppermints before Maggie'’s
admiring eycs ?

Joanna Sweet, with a box of cachous, put in
this rhyme;

“ When onc you eat
Think of J. Biveet.”

The nextwas a foldcd bitof paper.
iu large letters, stood:
“1. 0. U.

At the top,

Gf.oruik Carteu.”

Beiow appeared this effusion :

‘1 have ii’'l a cent or a ihing worth giving,
I 'm in debito all ihe girls, as sure as you 're living;
But on next allowance day, whenmy moncy shall appear
Just present ibis paper and | ’'ll redecm il, dear.’

T If Coof«*-5 Dittie n
TI» ShoenmR*"*
Little Boy.

W ilh a sigh that the delights of this marvelous
Wonder Ball were so nearly gone, Dora finally
carne to an oval parcel wrapped in gilt papcr.

Jolly, clever Millie Eustace shall tell its eontents

in hcr own words ;

“ 1 thought meter and rhythm, lilank verse and rhyme,
Were as far from my nature as Araby's clime.
Then imagine my rapture — while wilh pencil and paper
My school-mates are workmg — 1 tind my small taper
Of genius is sending out its feeble, sickly gleams,
I pray your kind acceptance of tbis box of chocolate
crcams ;
And then most humbly sign myself
Your truly, Millie Eustace.
Having no doubt you 'll laugh and say,
‘Oh, what a silly goose 't is!

Dora Miller's heart had gi'own vcry tender and
loving as, one by one, thesc precious tokcns rc-
warded her patient fingers; but the eager fascma-
tion, the unspcakable delight, were nearly ovcr.
Only the heart of hcr Wonclcv Ball remained, and
with nervous fingers nnd glowing cheeks Dora
threw the final blue loop over her wooden ncedlc
and seized the last treasure.

Forth from itsdainty wrapper carne a tiny vmai-’
grette thevery counterpartofthe old Fraulein’s 1
The golden green sunshine, flickering through the
vinc-shaded window, touched its crystal points of
rose and gold, and sentthem dancing and flashing
on the wall beyond.

“ That is the very best ofall!” cried Dora, joy-
fully, as she threw her arms lovingly about the
neck of her dear old friend.

,TIi Hunt«.--eT.d-Trl!p?er hiifi,
Lillh B<7-



AMONG THE FLORIDA KEYS.

A SUMMER VACATION ALONG THE CORAL-REEFS OF SOUTHERN FLORIDA.

liY CHARLIiIS FRKDERICK HOI.DKR.

Chapter XII.

Early the next morning, the impromptu camp
was astir, and, aftei a swim and an appetizing
breakfast, at Long John’s suggestion they took
advantage of a favoring breeze and were soon
homeward bound.

“ There 's a friend of yours, Tom,” Eaton called
oiitasalarge “ Portuguese man-o'-war ' appcared
off their weather bow,

“ Yes,” said Tom, standing up and holding
on to the shrouds, “ I know all about him. But
what is Chat undcr him? Luff a little, John, luff
a little — it 's a turtle, as sure as | 'm alive !”

Long John kept the boatup in the wind a trifle,
and Tom, seizing a large scoop-net, slippcd it
undcr the physalia and lifted it and a turtle about
a foot long into the boat. “ That 's a hawk's-
bill,” said Long John. “ Dead, too, is n't he?”

“ No,” replied Professor Howard, scraping away
the blue tentacles. “ His head is complctely cov-
ered with the tentacles, but I think he is only
paralyzed.”

“ Where 's your oil bottle, John?” said Tom.
“ Here 's another victim, and | sympathize hcart-
ily with him, poor fellow !”

Under the vigorous scraping of the knife the
turtle began to show signs of life.

“ It is only another evidence of the powcr of
the physalia,” said the Professor, “ that he can
complctely overpowcr an animal so active as a
turtle. It probably thought this floating bubble
something good to eat, and so was caught.”

“ W hat a beautiful shell it has!” said Hall,
who was rubbing off the covering of green moss.

“ Yes. thisis the lortoise-shell we know so well,”
said the Professor. “ The pointed bill of this
turtle gives it the namc of hawk's-bil. The scales,
vou sec, are much like those of a fish, lapping over
onc another, and entirely unlike those of the green
turtles and loggcrhcacl tui-tlcswhich fitone another.
The tortoisc-shcll turtles have helped decérate the
world for ccnturics. W hy, cven some of the doors
in oid Roman palaces and villas were covered witli
this costly shell.”

As they neared the fort, Tom, who was now at

the helm, steered the boat near the spile that
marked the buoyij and as they passed by, he laugh-
iiigly stepped off upon it and the boat shot on.

“Nowyou’ll have to swim for it!” said Vail,
laughing jn turn, as he grasped the tillcr.

Tom was rather taken aback at tbc turn his
jokc had taken, for the fort was a quarter of a
milc away, and the water was decp ncarly all the
distance. He called to them to come ljaek for
him, but the boys kcpt the boat away anc! there
he stood, monaveh of all he surveyed. Thcn he
began preparations to swim ashore.

“ Say, boys, we 'd better go back for him,” said
Bob Carrington. “ See therc 1~

In the shoal water on the edge of the channcl,
several large fins were cutting the water, indicating
the presence of sharks; and Tom was therefore,
after considerable joking and an unconditional sur-
render, taken on board.

“ See what you were going to swim into,” said
Professor Howard, pointing toward the shoal of
sea-monsters still at play on the top of the water.

““Well, I 'm glad I did n’t try it, that 's a fact!*
said Tom.

“ Boys, why can’'t we catch one of those fellows
for our moat at the fort? ” asked Bob.

“ Good idea!” said Vail; “ can we haul him
in through the ditch? ”
“ Yes,” replied Woodbury; “ I was looking at

it ycsterday morning.”

“ It 's high-tide, too, this noon, and wc can
easily haul him over then,” said Bob.

“ If he should n’t haul you over first,
Robert,” said Long John with a smile.

“ Well, wc 'll risk that,— eh, Tom?” replied
Bob. “ Away we go!” and the boat was soon
Laid alongside the branch coral that fringed the
channel. The long coral-hook was thrust into the
branches of coral instead of loworing the anchor,
as tho hook was easier to handle.

Tom baited the shark-linc with a headlcss
groupcr, and, swinging il around his head scveral

Mr.

times, launchecl it out into the blue water. The
shark had disappearcd at the boai’s approach.
“ Now throw ovcr the head and gills,” said

Long John. Tom tossed thcm in, and the boys



settled down to wait, after seeing that the Ime

ran easily through a hole in the cutwater. fhey
had lieen quiet for nearly fifteen minutes, whcn
. splashing was heard astern, and somc of
the bait, that had”’been drifting there, waé’%sgﬂ %
have disappeared. Soon Tom felt a faint jerk at
theline, “ He 'stakcnit’” he whispered, hoarsely.

“ Oh, that was a crab,” said Bob.

“ No,” said Long John; *“ sharks bite gently
at first, and sec !— there goes your line.”

They saw that the line had bcgun to run slowly
out.

“ Stand by the coral-hook,” said Tom, who «as
handling the linc. “ 1'H give hhn about fifteen
fect; then, when 1 give the line a jerk, caston the
hook and sce that the line is n’t foul. Get your
knife ready, Bob, and cut the line if it fouls.”

Woodbury and Hall, taking a firm hold on the
line, waitcd until the shark had hauled it taut
and then jerked the hook into its jaus with all
their forcé, and with so much zcal that Hall, who
was last on the linc, went backward head ovcr
heels down among the bailcrs,

oars, and bait -
The astonished shark hcsitatcd a moment, and
then darted off like a shot, wrenching the Ime

from the boys, and making all hands dance about
to keep clear of it.

“ Look out for your legs, and keep amidsinps,
criccl Bob, taking a turn with the slack. His
warning camc not a moment too soon. The line
was all out and the boat lunged ahead so suddenly
that all went down except Tom, who was hokling
to the Une in the bow.

“ It must be a whale !” said Bob, picking him-
s-1f up nnd endcavoring to steady himself. But
this was no easy thing to do. They were dashmg
up the channcl at a terrible pace, the bow half
under water, and there seemed to be a small tidal
wave ahead that was not at all pleasant to look at.

“ Well, it’s strong enough for a whale, whatever
it is,” said Tom, red in the face from trying to
keep the linc in place.

“ Get back into the stern all of you 1”
Hall, “ or he ’'ll puli the bow under.”

“ Cut the rope !” Bob shouted; “ the pace istoo
quick for me.”

Suddenly the boat
quickly slackencd.
— he ’s off now.

cried

righted and the stram as

“ Pshaw, the line ’'s broken
Is n’'t that a shamc !” said Bob.

But scarccly had he uttered the words when the
line stiffened again and ran taut at right angles
to the boat.

“ Look out for yoursclves!” cried Tom, as the
boat caveened under the sudden jcrk and began to
fill with water.

“ Get to windward !” yelled Ramscy, and mcy
rushed to the other side just in time to avoid a

capsize. Now, drawn by its strange s'ecd, the
boat surgcd ahead, with hcr bows buned in the
foam, straight up the channel towards the fort.

“ There !” said Tom, in a tone of satisfactiou,
“ now wc 're going in the right direction! Haul
in the slack, boys” ; and then all hands were haul-
ing at the rope, now gaining and now losmg as
the shark broke into a more furious pace. But at
last they had him in sight— and he was indeed a
monster.

Just as the strain was beginning to tcll on the
boys, the other boat, with Long John, Rob Rand,
and Professor Howard in it, carne pulling toward
them. Tom threw a line ns his boat rushed past,
and now the shark had two boats to tow.

“ Hold on, boys !” shouted the Professor. *“
can't kccp this up much longer.”

Still pulling away on the rope, the boys soon
brought their boat dircctly over the shark’s tail.
“ Now, then,” cried Bob Carrington. “ One,
two, thrce,— puli!” and tho boat ran right ovcr
the shark. Another brisk turn, and thcy brought
the fish’'s head partly out of water. But he liad
notyet given up. The great scythc-like tail boat
the water with terrible strokcs, and he twisted m
every possible position in his efforts to frce him-
self, showing a white mouthful of scrvatcd teeth
which he ground and gnashed in a fearfiil way.

“ Pass your linc astern !” shouted Long Jobn,
“ and then you can tow him in.”

Unshipping the rope from the notch anclquietly
passing it astern, the boys beforc long had the
shark hard and fast behind the boat with his mouth
held open and partly out of water.

“ Now, man the oars, boys,” cried Long John,
and puli slowly so as not to drag his mouth under
and drown him.”

And, with the floundcring shark as a ruddei-,
they slowly pulled toward the brcakwatcr.

It was hard work, and the dinghy was finally
pressed into service ; but after half an hour’s pull-
ing, thcy reached the bridge that crossed the
entrance to the outer moat. Scrambhng out of
the boat, thcy passed the line under the bridge,
and, crowdingupon it, tried to haul him beneath
it and thus forcé him into the moat.

Suddenly the planks, old in the service, crackccl,
gave way, and down they all went! boys, boavcl,
and scantlings, into tbe moat, whilc Bob Carnng-
ton, with a cry of startlcd surprise, fell plump upon
the back of the cqually surpriscd shark.

He

Chapter XIII.

Probably the shark was tbc most frightened of

the party He floundcred and turned, and lashed

the water into a fur>-.

The water was shallow



however, and amid much shouting and uproarious
laughter, the boys scrambled out of the moat, and
when the shark had calmed down somewhat, thcy
passed the line to the tide-gate and along the wall,
while Eaton and Ludlow held two large boards for
a slide. As they gave the word “ Ready!” the
other boys rushed away with the line, and down
the slide went the shaik, floundering into his
prison.

W ith a skillful stioke of his knife, Long John
cut out the hook, and, relieved of this, the great
man-eater dashed off with a savage splash. Round
and round the moat he circled, stirring up the mud
while his captors cheered themselves hoarse. Then,
findiiig himself rcally a prisoner, he dropped into
a more modérate pace and sailed up the moat in
plain view of his delighted conquerors.

“ He must be twelve feet long 1” said Vail.

“ Certainly as long as that,” replied Professor
Howard. “ It’s a good day’s work, boys, and he is
about as big ashark as you could wcll cxpcct to
catch.”

“ 1 don’'t carc to tackle another, right away,"
said Tom, looking at his blistcrcd hands. “ It’s
too hard work to make a second attempt pleasant.
1 think we have earned our supper.”

This suggestion was greeted by all the party
with a hearty, “ That 's so, Tom,” and they hur-
ried away to the quarters for a raid on Paublo’s
larder.

At daybreak next morning, Long John met the
boys as they were turning out, and showed them
a great mass of birds wheeling and sailing in a
dense cloud above Biid Key. Each of the boys
studied the thousands and thousands of birds
through the spy-glass, and when all had examincd
and exdaimed, they were ready to agiee at once
to Long John’s suggestion of an egg-hunt, as their
fish diet was growing monotonous. So, after break-
fast, theyhastened to the water, accompanicd by the
Professor, and scrambled into the boats.

“ What are you going to do with that?” asked
Long John, as Tom Derby tossed a small basket
into the boat.

THE rin’

“ Get eggs ill it, to be sure,” replied Tom.

“ That 's too small,” said Long John; “ this is
the kind of basket you ivant,” and he lifted an
empty barrel into the boat.

‘*Do you expect to gct that full ?” inquired Bob
Carrington,

“ Twicc over,” said John as he shoved off and
stood down the southeast channel for Bird Key.
The long shoal that formed this channel was thick
with coral. It seemed, indeed, a veritable sea-
garden, with all the gorgeous array of graccful
fans, and richly tinted gorgonias waving to and
fro in answer to the gentlest summons of the
listless tide.

Numcrous crawfisli, enjoying their morning
siesta, raised their spined wliips in sudden alarm
as the dark shadow of the boat crcpt ovcr them.
The reef fairly tecmed with lifc, and as the boats
driftcd slowly along, the boys, with faces ncar the
water, closely watched this most wonderful of
nature’s panoramic displays.

As they neared Bird Key a ceaseless and con-
stantly increasing sound, that grew finally into an
unbroken roar,
came from the
moving cloud
that hung high
above the Key,
and the aston-
ished boys now
learned its true
origin. Birds
were all about,
and as they
drew ncarer,
the combined
cries made so
loud a din
that the
hunters
could only
just  hear
one anoth-
cr’s voices.

SHARK.
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and darting into their very faces. Suddenly Tom
gave a loud cry, and the effect was remarkaijle_
In an instant there was absoluto quiet; notasound

was heard, and the great mass carne sweepnig
down in silent fear.

But the lull was only for an
instant;

then carne a confusion worse than tbe
fonner uproar.

Long John rolled out his barrel, and thcy all
started into the brush. The Key wiis about a
mile in circumferencc, and was completely cov-
ered with bay ccdars, forming a closc bush about
ten feethigh, mingled here and therc with patches
of prickly pear. Under them, on the sand, the
spcckled eggs lay in sueh quantfA”~jBat
Step could be takcii without breaking some.

“ 1 think we shall have to sweep them up 1”
said Eaton ; but scarcely had he spoken when an
egg, dropped hy a bird frightened from her nest,
fell plump upon his head.

“ You 'd better use a net,” laughed Tom, it
you are going to take them on tbc fly*.”

“ 1did notthink itwould rain eggs ! ” said Eaton,
wiping the yolk from his hat.

Then the boys dropped on hands and knees and
piled the eggs in heaps, ready to fill Long John’s
barrel The eggs were in little depressions m the
sand, made by tbc gulls, and were cvidently de-
positcd there to be hatched out by the sun.

Resides the great numbcrs on the sand, quanti-
ties of almost puré white eggs were found m the
topmost branches of the brush. Thesc were of
the noddy — a lovely bird, with dove-hkc eyes ex-

pressiveofgentleness, and plumagc quite in keeping
with its charactcr.

y

Tlteir nests were not hollowed
out, and lhc single egg in cach appcared to be
held in place only by tbe twigs. The cgg of a
noddv is ncarly puré white, and the yolk is as yel-
low as that of a hen’s egg, which indeed it much
resembles in flavor.

As the boys were inspccting these nests, a shout
from Professor Howard called them to whcrc lie
stood gazing into a noddy’s nest, upon which was a
yoimg noddy — a queer, featherless little creature.
Overhead tlie pretty mother was wheelmg in evi-
dcnt despair.

* Here, boys, is an example of the struggle for
existcnce,” said the Profcssor.

And sueh, indeed, it was. The young bird was
provided with a libera! meal, a large sardine,-
too large in fact for it to eat,— and, hanging to
the nest were ten or
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nest an

indignant shake trying to dislodge the
crabs.

“ W hat robbers they are!” said he.

“ Worse than robbers,” replied the Professor.
“ for thcse steal from helpless children.”

When all the eggs the party could carry had
been piled up on the sand, the boys stmlled down
to the beach, whcre Long John had just hauled
ashore a net full of fine mullets.

“ Ifsome ofyou boys willhelp me to clean ’era,
he said, “ I’'ll cook you a dinner of fricd mullets
and eggs that 'll make your mouths water 1”

The boys necded no further inducement. They
went to work with a will, the fish were speed.ly

an incredibly short $pace 8F time the Boys wese
dining royally on hard-bolled noddy-eggs and fned
mullets. The hard-tack and eggs made dehcious
sandwiches, and all deciared that they would not
have believed that mullcts and hard-tack could
have made so good a meal.

After the heat of the day had passed. Long John
put the eggs into his barrel, packing them with
cedar leaves, and, all bcing ready, they shoved

°\ h c Profcssor proposed a puli around tbe island
before heading homeward and, nothing loath, the
boys rowed through the shallow water and over the
coral heads toward the boat, while Long John fin-
ishcd cleaning more mullets for suppcr.

“ Here 's an oid stager,” said Vail, holding up
a large cralj he had taken from the coral”™
there, he has a regular forest on his back.”

“ See
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claws were dcckcd with soft sponges and barnacles,

and tubc-making worms had taken posscssion of

some of the joints ofhis legs.
“ He 's onc of the dccoratovs,” said Professor

Howard, and taking a small brush, used for clean-

ing shells, he rubbed off all the “ decorations from

tbe astonished crab and dropped it mto a small jar
of water.

Some fresh bits of seaweed were then
thrown into the jar, whereupon the crab very dc-
libcratcly took a sprig of the weed in bis claw and
pressed one end to his mouth.

“ Now watch him,” said the Profcssor.

“ He 's eating it,” said Bob.

* No, no. Watch him,” the Professor rcpeated.

The crab pressed the sprig of weed agamst his



it there, When they saw the piece of seaweed
stand upright as if it was really growing, the boys
felt like cheering the creature for his display of
cunning.

“ It is his only defense,” explained the Profes-
sor. “ This particular crab is a slow-going old
fellow; his claws are not sufficient protection, and
so he goes to work to make himself look as much
as possible like a moss-covered rock, which fishes

will pass by and nevcr think of eating.
This one in the jar will gradually cover
himself with the wcecd again.”

And this the crab did, much to the
amusemecnt of the watchers.

They made the circuit of Bird Key, now
wading, now pushing the boat through the
narrow passages lined with coral growths;
now jumping ahead and rowing over the
decpcr places; sometimes they stopped to dive
after somc choice shell or coral; and all the time
tho boys were taiking over and discussing thcir
spoils.

Having compicied the circuit of the Key they

shoved off into the blue channcl and stcei'cd for
home.

Chapter XIV.

T hf, last of August found our young naturalists
stiil upon the reef. The days wcrc the same clear
siinny ones they had had all summer, the blue
waters of the Gulf often lying for many hours as
smooth as glass, without a ripple save where somc

Icapiiig barracuda or cliving pclican dis-
turbcd the surface. Thesc days wcrcspent
by the partyin decp-water collccting; the
boatbeing scullcd slowly alongjust outside
the grcat barrier reef, or toward the old
wreck to the south, tnwater thirty or forty
feet deep and so clear that every object
upon the bottom could be distinctly

seen. The recf here was devoid

of branch coral, the bottom

bcing covered by a short
broad-lcavcdalgcc, the graz-

ing-ground of the great
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queen conch, while horsc-conch and numerous
other shells wcrc often found. Eager faces pccrecd
ovcr the gnnwalc as the boat drifted along, and
the moment a shell or a bunch of rare rose-coral
appeared, two ov thrce arclent natnralists woulil

sm
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plunge over and race to the bottom.
won, the specimen was soon torn from
and placed in the boat.

On onc occasion a huge sleeping jew-fish was
started up; its bulky form creating a momentary
panic among the divers. Planting their feet
against the bottom, they thrust themselves up to
the surface as quickly as possible. As seen fiom
the boat, tlie white forms scrambling about, twenty
or thirty feet below, were an amusing sight.

The boys could sce each other plainly bencath
the water, even a submarine grin or a wink Being
readiiy detccted. Sometimes their jokes rcsulted
in making the boys laugh outright — thus taking
in mouthfuls of water, bringing about a gen-
eral rush to the surface. In these submarine
excursions, they often noticed a peculiarity that is
familiar in the atmosphere. In diving thirty feet,
strata of different temperatures would be encount-

cred. At the surface, the water would be very
warm for ten or twelve feet;

W hoevcr
its home

tben the swiramer
would enter a cold stratum, and gomg deeper yet

would reach a warmer area, and emergmg agam
from the warm arca would, at the very bottom,
enter into the coldest of all. Even in swimming
on the surface, cold and warm nvers, so to speak,
were often met with.

They found that many fishes were disposed to
examine a diver from mere curiosity, as if they
wondered what kind of an animal this was, that
had so suddenly appeared upon their mountain
I“umc — for we must remember that tbe marine
inhabitants also havc hills, valleys, and mountains.
The dwellcrs upon the reef were highlandeis,
living far above those in the water a mile away
and under pressures differing as the air pressures
diffcr on high mountains and in valleys, on land.

One afternoon, the boys had been on a trip
down the reef, and werc leturning by Bush Key,
when Douglas suddenly stood up and pointed to a
collection of submecrged

roots that were strewn
about.

“ Look at the angel-fishes!” he exclaimed,
and dropping the oars the crew and Professor also
stood up and saw the greatest assemblage of these
beautiful creatures they had yet observed.

The roots were those of the mangrove-trecs that
liad been washed out into the bay between Bush
and Long Key; and in four or five feet of water
their tangled masses formcd cxcelicnt homes for
innumerable small fry. Whcn the boat was pushed
nearer the great Irlack roots wcrc scen to fairly
blossom with these animated flowers. Some were
vellow, bluc, and brown, with eyes of beautiful
fiues, and others, not angel-fishcs, were of a most
intense blue. AU darted about with great rapidity,
and flashed here and there like living gems. From
every hole and crevice, one or more of these lovely
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forms appeared, attracted by the new-comers, and
either floated by,

gently waving their fins and
plumos,

or gracefully moved up and down m
front of their homes, their vivid colore showing in
marked contrast against the somber backpound.

“If only we had the seine!” Tom whispered,
as if fearful of disturbing the
before them. .,

~Why not go and gct it?” suggested Long

living panorama

proposal,” said the Professor, “ is that
we come outto-night, and draw the seine by moon-
light.”

This met the views of the boys, the oars weie
resumed, and tho boat wecnt rushing through the
water toward the fort, aecompanied by the pet
peiican that had spied them from afar, and had
come out expecting its supper.

The nights on the reefwere often almost counter-
parts of the days; and as the party pushed off at
about eight o’clock carrying the seme piled m a
great heap in the bow, and with collecting-cans
stowed in between the seats, the moon was just
rising over Bush Key, casting a flood of radiance
all about, and lighting up the sands of Long Key
until they gleamedlike silver, whilc the phosphor-
cscence of the water seemed to vie with it in pro-
ducing wondrous effects of light. Not a sound
could be heard sai-e the creaking of the oars and
their monotonous clink in the rowlocks, ov an oc-
casional splash from the outer rcef followed by a
thundering splash, telling of sorae huge fish that
had tried to ficave its native clement and had
fallen heavily back.

The puli to Bush Key was a short one, and soon
the boat rounded to, ncar the mangrovc roots.

“ Now, boys,” said the Professor,
be very careful.
will tear the nct.
run it out.

“ you must
Don’t rush in too quickly, oryou

Two of you take the end and
W hen we get it all out, wc will move
toward Bush Key beach, some of you tossing out
the roots.” , s

These orders were followed exactly. vail and
Carrington leaped overboard, the water being
about four feet deep, and, taking an cnd stick of
the seine, walked or waded away with it, while the
others paid it out regularly.

Thcy made a long swecp, so as to surround the
roots: and when two-thirds of Ihc net had been
hauled over, Ludlow and Ramsey went overboard
and drew the other cnd of the seine toward shore,
the seine making a semicircle. The Professor and
Long John now took their places m the water just
inside the bend ofthe nct, and gave the signal to go
ahead. .,

W hat a sight it was! The moon was lookmg
over the mangroves on the keys, bathing the fish-



ermen in its silvery light. Every move oi motion
in the water seemed to cause it to break into
liquid fire.

The net carne slowly in; the Professor and
Longjohn called a halt whenever a root was found.
Each root was lifted carcfully and the occupants
frightened outof their homes. It was thcn tossed
back outside of the floats. Then the signal would
be again given and the scine taken in until another
root was met, and so on for an hour ormore. The
ground being now dcar the net went rapidly in.

“ Look at them I” cried Carrington, who was
hauling at the end; “ angels, snappere, jew-fish,
and — there ’'s a shark, too!”

Sure enough, a small shark was in the toils,
making the water boil and demoralizing the other
prisoners, who made desperate efforts to escape
his struggling bulk. This would not do, and,
seizing a boat-hook, Ramsey dashed in and soon
had the young man-eater on the hook. He seemed
to be about three feet and a half long. Ramsey
lifted him over to the beach, but be soon fiopped
back into the water and escaped.

The netwas now well in shore, and the splash-
ing and beating of innumerable fish commenccd.
One more puli and the finny assemblage was in
shallow water. The sight of their catch soon
cxhausted the adjcctives of even our young enthu-
siasts.

For tiierc were hundreds and tliousands of
fishes, leaping, splashing, and bounding, one over
another; angel-fishes in gorgeous tints, brown-
hucd snappers, dripping with the molten gold of
phosphorescence, yellow grunts making audible
protests, ugly toad-fisli, long gar-fish, rakish bar-
racudas, prickly porcupinc-fish, inflating their bal-
loon-like bodies. Over all, creating a noise like
falling rain, flapped countless mullets, with sides
gleaming like silver. Besides these, there were
crawfishes, echinuscs, star-fishes, crabs, and oc-
casionallyan octopus,— in fact, almostevery animal
to be found on the great reef was rcprcscnted in
these mangrove-root communities.

“ Now, boys,” said the Profcssor, when their
excitement had somewhat abatcd, “ hold the net
steady, and remcmber our rule, not to kill a single
fish more than we can actually use.”

The seine was drawn, but the fish were still
massed in enough water to kcep them alive, and
out of this wonderful coOection the young natural-
ists made their sclection. O f grunts, snappere, and
the commoner fishes they had long ago secured
a good supply, and only the rare forms were taken,
together with some small specimens that the Pro-
fcssor thought new to Science- The net was thcn
raised, and the afirighted throng relcascd, to swim
back again to the oid roots, and perhaps cxchangc

opinions as to the cause of their remarkable expe-
ricncc.

This haul was during the last collecting tour
made upon the reef. As they reached tho Key,
late at night, Bob met them at the dock, and said
he reckoned they 'd “ better haul the boat inside
the moat and m.ake things snug.”

“ Why ?” asked Woodbury.

“ Listen,” replied the oid searaan.

The boys stood silent. From far away therc
seemed to come a faint moan, and now thcy
noticed, for the first time, that it wasclouding up,
over beyond Loggerhead.

“ It’s a-goin' to blow, and to blow hard, too,”
continued Bob.

“ The barometer is rushing down as if the bot-
tom had fallen out,” said Eaton, who had gone
into the office and examined the glass with a
lighted match.

“ I don’t need a weather-glass to tell it’s a-goin’
Lo blow,” was Bob’s answer. “It’'s a-comill’,
surc.” And so it proved.

The boys secured the boat just in time, and,
fortunately, Bob had made everything snug out-
side. Very soon aftcr, a terrible squall struck the
Key, the shrieking and howling of the wind and
the roar of the water keeping every one awake
nearly all night. The next morning the galc
increased; and as the boys struggled up on the
fort and looked out, they saw a fearful scenc.

The water, so smooth the night before, now
presented an appalling spectacle, bcing covered
by a mass of white foam that was caught by the
wind and carried high into the air. The sea was
m.aking a clean bieach over Bush Key; many ol
the trccs had disappearcd, and the lowcr portion
of Long Key also was washed away. The wind
was so powcrful that they hardly dared show their
heads above the wall. Sticks, gravel, and all mova-
ble objects were flying through the air like hail-
stones. The cocoanut-trees had been dcspoiled
of their beauty in the night, their leavcs had been
beaten into shapeless whips, and from many the
foliage was twisted entirely off.

Later, Raymond, who was looking out of the
window of a cottage in which they had taken
refugc for the time, cricd out, “ Hcrc comes Bob!”
and, surc enough, tbc oid sailor was sccn bent
doublc, buffeted by the gusts, envelopcd in a
wliirlwind of sand, and headcd toward the house.
As he reached the fence, he grasped it and held
on, beckoning with his arm. As Uouglas stepped
out to meet him, the oid fellow shouted, “ Ye 'd
better come out o’ that, all hands!”

“ What for? ” screamed the boys.

“1t’s a-gittin’ wuss. 1 never scc the like,”
answered Bob, crawling up tbc steps; “ and I don’t



like the look o’ that,"” pointing to the big four-
storiecl brick building that. stil!l unfinished, stood
near, towering high above the cottage.

« What were you saying ?” called the Professor,
who now appeared; and, as Bob repeated the
warning, he said to the group around him, “ I
hardly think there is any danger myself, but it is
always best to take the advice of people who knou'
more about such things than we do, so we will
leave the cottage.”

A few moments later, the little party were strug-
gling toward the casemates. The wind had in-
creased to a frightful degree, and as they reached
a clearing midway between the cottage and the
arches, they had to crouch low to avoid being
blown over. As tliey pressed on a fcarful gust
carne, and then for an instant a strange lull was
felt. At an exclamation from Bob, thcy all turned
and saw the huge walls of the brick building rock-
ing and trembling. Then, with a wild roar and
an appalling crash, the mass of stone, mortar,
brick, and broken bcams wcnt down beforc the
hurricane, crushing, as if it were pasteboard, the
cottage which they had just left. From the ruins,
for a second, rose a great white cloud of dust that
whirled about like a living thing, and then was
borne away on the gale.

The boys were too thankful to say a word, and,
indeed, amid the roar, they could only look their
gratitude to Bob, who, always cheerful, responded
by sundry knowing winks, as much as to say, “ 1|
told you so !”

That hurricane did great damagc throughout
the West Indies. It continued all the afternoon,
and not until the next morning did the end come,
and not until then did the young naturalists venturc
out. Theirown quarters were safe; butoutside was
ascene of ruin. Theseahad cncroachcd upon the
island, beatén down the docks, washed away the
aquavium, and hurled coral-rock
mass upou the bcach. Amid the wreckage, Car-
rington found a small board bearing the fame
“ Rosetta ” in copper letters, and, hauling it out,
showed it to the others, who cycd it with sovrow.
It was all that was left of the boat that had
carried thcm so many times over the reef. She
had been toru from her place during the extreme
high water and literaily ground to pieces, the stcrn-

in a confused

board being all that was left, The hurricane
caused great devastation in Key West. Its forcé
may be understood by this incident; A vessel

lyiug at anchor near Havana was blown, without
sails, across to Key West in an incredibiy short

time, the crew finding themselves, in the morning,
high and dry on Key West beach.

The city was floodcd, vessels were sunk at the
wharf, and among these was the schooner “ Tortu-
gas,” upon which our party had often sailed.

Fortunatcly none of the specimens were dc-
stroyed, as they had been packed in the casemates
of the fort.

As they were now without a boat, the Professor
suggested that it was time for the journey noith.

“ 1 have a plan,” he said, “ which 1| think wc
can carry out. It is to go to Key West, and, in-
stead of taking the steamer directly homc, as we
still have three weeks, let us chartcr a smack and
skirt the Keys up to Cape Florida, then to Cedar
Keys, and so home by rail.”

This plan was enthusiastically received, and it
is only necessary to say that the programme was
carried out. Biscayne Bay, whcre the great Florida
crocodile is found, was visitcd. A special trip was
made to the various mounds built by prehistoric
Floridians, and finally, about the middle of Sep-
tembcr, a brown and jolly parly bade good-bye
to Chelittle smack at Cedar Keys and were whisked
away northward on the cars. During the journey,
which took four days, the boys had an opportunity
to sum up the practical results of their trip.

Of its success as a health-giving vacation, their
facestold the story; and as to informacion acquired,
each one had secured better general views upon
natural history, and even gained more kno«’ledge,
than a year of tcxt-book study could have pro-
duced. Thcy had becomc enthusiastic observéis
and collectors, which is the first step to real pro-
gi-ess in the study. Each spccimen had been
taken in its own home, its distinguishing chavac-
teristics had bccn pointed out on the spot, and
would be remcmbercd; and not only had thcy
derivcel valuable knowledge about the curious
inhabitants of the submarine world, but they all
felt that they took a broadcr view of life.
it was evident to all in the party that the per-
sonal observation of natural objects was of the
greatcst valué in iraining the mind; and, above
all, the evidence of dcsign in all the varied forms
did not fail to impress our boys with the convic-
tion that there was a directing Intelligence atvork
in the natural world.

To some of the party this was not the last trip
to the Land of Sunshine; and itwill be many years
before the recollections and benefits of the trip
among the Florida Keys will be forgotten I)y any
of the young naturalists.

lu fact,
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THE FIRST AMERICANS.

By V. s.

IN the middle of the sixtecnth century, whcn
the Spaniards who had followed Columhiis and
Cortes to the New World, worked their way north-
ward into the region that is now New México aml
Arizona, they found to their surprise a pcople
dwelling there in well-constructed, flat-roofed
houses of stonc. They gave to these people the
fiame of Pueblos, or villagers, to distinguish them
from the wild tribcs; and by this namc thcy have
becn known in general ever since, though each
village and chister of villages has its distinctivc
title.

The Pueblos, instead of roaming about, subsist-
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ing on chance game, cultivatcd Indian corn so
largely that thcy 6rdinarily were able to store a
supply to provide against the possibility of future
faminc; and such is still their custom. Not only
had thcy made this progress in agriculUure and
architecturc, but they had also dono something in
the way of inanufacturing, especially in the mak-
ing of pottcry and weaving of blankets. Thcir
pottery wns varied in shape and ornainentation
and skiUfully modeled without the aid of a wheel.
Of the pottcr’'s whbecl they are ignorant to this
day. still following the practice of their forcfathcrs
in this matter as in many othcrs. Their blankets



of cotton were unique in their designs; and these
dcsigns are perpetuated to-day in woolen material,
as well as in cotton, though the iatter is now used
principally in the sacred cercmonies.

Those towns nearest to Santa Fé (which itself
was originally a Pueblo village and is, probably,
the oldcst town inhabitcd by white people in the
United States) camc most directly under the iiiflu-

A PUEESUI INDIAN BESIDE AN EAGLB*CACS.

encc of the Spaniards. They made Santa Fe their
seat of govecrnment, and gradually many Spanish
customs prevailcd among the natives in this part
of the country. The Spanish priests, following
ihe anny of invasion, soon made converts, and
eventually the barbarous rites of the people in the
lowns near Santa Fé were aljolished in favor of
Christianity. Churches of adobe, or sun-dricd
brick, wcrc crccted, and the Christian religién was
in time acccpted by numerous communities.

The towns at a distance were not so easy of ac-
cess, and henee longer maintained their indepcnd-
encc, supporting and favoring the smoldcring
discontent of those in other localities whosc prcju-
dices or patriotism resented the Spanish dominidn.
Thcse native patriots believed the salvation of

their country demanded the expulsién of these
dominecring forcigncrs from their land. W c can
not blame thcm for thus regarding the Spaniards,
for we should certainly resent any interferencc by
forcign powers with our affairs, and the Pueblos
were, in many respects, a civilized people and bad
governed themselves for centuries before tbhc
Spaniards appeared in their territorios. Sccretly,

(SEK NRXT FACE.)

these patriots worked to arousc tfteir fellow-coun-
trymen against the intrudcrs, hoping to succeecl
in a revolution which should annihilate the Spanish
power and restore the ancient rites and customs.
Several of these conspiracics were discovcrcd by
the Spanish Governor-Gcneral, and the conspira-
tors paicl for their patriotism with their livcs ; but.
in a few years, others took their places, and while
pcace seemed to smile on all the land, a volcano
was seething undcr the vcry fcct of the invadcrs.
There had becn so much intern.il disscnsion
among the Pueblos over religion and over water-
privileges (often a mattcr of the titmost impor-
tancc in those aricl lancls) before the arrival of tlie
Spaniards, that concerted aclion must have bccn
difficult to bring aboiit; but at last, near the end



oi the seventeenth ccntury, there was a mighty
uprising, the foreigners were driven out of the
country, and retreated into México, and those vil-
lages which liad been under lhe Spanish yoke,
revived thcir native cercmonics, which had liccn
in disusc for a full century.

Mcanwhile the Spaniards werc not contcnt to
let slip so casily this acccssion to their king’s
domain. Collecting a stronger army, General
Vargas returncd, and conquercd village after vil-
lage, until the rcbellion was extinguishcd for all
time. Never since that day havc the Pueblos
shown a wavlike spirit, having accepted their sub-
jugation as inevitable, They were made citizcns
by Spain, but sincc their territory became a por-
tion of the United States thcy have ranked politic-
ally with the other Indians. The last locality to
be brought under subjcction was the Provincc of
Tusayan, the home of the Mokis.

At that time this province was so difficult to
rcach, that the horses of tho Spanish Geneial’'s
troops werc completely demoralized, and he was
thereforeobliged to omit a visit to Oraibi, the largest
and furthestremoved of the villages. He liad, how-
ever, met with little resistancc from the inhabitants,
and, doubtless, did not decm the Mokis a warlikc
race. After the dcparture ofVargas, the Mokiscon-
tinued their oid ways and were seldom visitcd, so
that even now, three and a halfcenturies after the
first visit of the Spaniards, they remain nearly in
their original condition.

Next to the Moki towns, the Pueblo of Zuii
maintained its primitive customs to the greatest
extent, and from similar causes.

The illustration is from a photograph made in
Zufii by Mr. Hillers, photographcr of the Burcau
ofEthnology, and shoivs one ofthe nacives, dressed
in the costume of to-day, beside an eagle-cagc.
The costume is composed of simple materials, the
trousers being of unbleached cotton, the shirt of
calicé, and the turban generally of some soft, red
cloth. The Mokis wear their hair cut straight
across the eyebrows in a sort of “ bang,” then
straight back even with the bottom of the car,

the rest being made up into a knob behind.
All are particular about their ornaments, caring
little for any common sorts of beads, but trcasur-
ing coral, turquoisc, and silver.

The eagle is sacred among Pueblos who have
not abandoncd thcir native religion, and the fcath-
ers are used in rcligious ccremonies. For this
reason the eagle is protected and every feather
prcserved. His nestingplacesare carefully watched,
and often visited, so that a supply of feathers, from
little downy ones no larger than a twenty-five-cent
piece to the stiffand long ones from the wing and
tail, ave prcscrved in every family,— the first, or
downy ones, to brcathe their prayers upon; the
larger ones for othcr sacred uses. Sometimes sev-
eral “ prayers” are fastened to one little twig that
all may proceed together to their destination.
Thcrc issomething very poetic in chis breathing of
aprayer upon a feather from the brca.stofan eagle
— in flight the king of birds, familiar with rcgions
which man can know only through sight.

The Navajos have no rcverence for the bird, and
use its feathers for merely decoratlve purposes.
They makc raids upon the nesting-places where
for centuriesthe Mokis have obtaincd feathers, and
these raids are a common souree of trouble between
the two tribes.

None of the presenl buildings of the Pueblos are
equal in masonry to the luinscommon thronghout
the regiéon. Thcsc were ruins even whcen the
Spaniards arrived, and, consequently, it is sup-
posed that a superior pcople once occupied the
country, who may, however, have been either an-
cestors or kindred to the Pueblos. In time the
question may be solved through the numerous
Icgends illustraled in pottery decoracidn, for all the
decovations have a meaning, and the lcgends are
lianded down by word of mouth from fathcr to
son. Once whcn the legendswere being discussed,
Puw-k-iwa, an oid Moki, poetically remarked to a
friend of mine, “ Many have passed by the house
of my fathers, and none has stopped to ask where
thcy have gone; but we of our family live to-day
to teach our children concerning the past.”



There was

no difficulty

in telling from
what stock “ Drapeau”

carne. He was a genuine
st. Bernard, bought at the

Hospice. In childhood 1 had often

seen pictures of these noble animals saving

travelers, and it had been my dream to own a
real St. Bernard dog — from this identical place,
onc that had been engagcd in life-saving. So
in 1872, when, Crossing a snow-pass from Zermatt
to Itaty, | returned by way of St. Bernard, | made
up my mind to buy one of the dogs. After a
tedious ride, we arrived just at nightfall, at the
little village of St. Remy, a few miles below the
Hospice. The darkness was dceper than usual, it
was cloudy and foggy, and our guide had beca
cntertaining us with stories of travelers who had
been waylaid and killed near the spot, a short time
prcvious, and we started from the little inn for our
walk up to the summit of the pass with no vcry
plcasant outlook ahead of us. The darkness was
so dense that we had to feel our way with alpen-
stocks and could tell only by the sharp stones under
us when wc left the path. W e could hear a tovrent
raging far below on the left, and there were high
cliffs on our right.

In an houv or two we camc to a little cantine
where we bnrrowed a lantern to light our way to the
Hospice. We crepton slowly, and at about eleven
o’clock were much rclieved b> hearing the deep
barking of the dogs. Late as itwas, one of tlic
Brothers gave us a good supper and assigncd us
clean, comfortable beds. Next morning wc rose
early fo start for Martigny, and the Brothers had
the dogs broughtfrom thcir kcnnels, so that I might
take my choice. They boimdcd about, eight big

By W illiam Dudley Foulke.

burly fellows, barking and capevinglike mad. 1| se-
Iccted Drapeau, one of the largest. The monk
gave me Drapeau’s history, telling me that the dog
had taken part in saving several lives and was re-
garded as a very valuable animal. The keepcr of
the dogs accompanied us to a cantine, three miles
below, where we were to take a wagén. Drapeau
capered around us on the way down, an immcnsc
tan-colored, short-haired animal, much like a lion-
css in appearance, and jumping about with all the
delight of life and liberty, in the cool morning air.
His ankles were as thick as my two fists, and his
neck was enormous.

Leaving the cantine, we lifted him into the wagén
and | held on to the large leather collar around
his neck to prevent him from jumping out, but the
moment the wagén started and he saw that his
keeper was not there, out he leaped and hung by
the collar, struggling fiercely. It was easy to see
that we could not carry him down in that fashion,
so we hired his keeper to ride with us to Martigny.
It would take nearly two days, but thcre was no
other way.

Then Drapeau was quieter, But as soon as
we cntered the valley and it became hot, the
poor animal seemed to suffcr grcatly. He was
uscd to the coid mountain air, and the noonday
sun was too much for hira. The motion of the
wagon, too, made him sick, and we fcared that we
never should get him to Martigny alive. When
we reached the iira the poor fellow was so weak
that he could hardly drag one foot after another.
He would neithcr eat Aor drink, and he lookcd
forlorn.

Early in the afternoon the train started for Ge-
neva. On the continent there is a special place in
trains for dogs, a small compartment in the luggage
van, with a window at each side, and regular “ dog-
tickets” mustbepurchascd. W c crowded Drapeau
into the compartment, fastened him in securely,
and the train started. Near the head of Lakc
Geneva you change cars. Of course | thought
Drapeau would be transferred by the porters, and
1 seated myself comfortably in the other train.
Soon it started, and what was my surprise to sce



Drapeau looking sadly out from his little window
in the train we had left! Luckily, our traiu hap-
pened to liack again to the station. 1 tried to
make things lively for the porters, ordering them
to transfer my dog, but all shrugged their shoul-
ders e.xasperatingly as they answered even more
exasperatingly:

“ C'est a vous, mousimr."
sir.)

How to move that leviathan without help, 1
could not tell. Finally, with the assistance of my
companion and two liberally bribed atiendants, we
dragged him out, each holding a leg, and forcibly
projected him into the dog-quarters of the new
train. Drapeau was too badly used up to resist. He
could hardly breathe. But, about six o’clock in the
afternoon, whcn wereached Geneva, the air became
frcsher, and Drapeau plucked up couragc- The
next problem was how to get him to the hotel.
We dragged him from his compartment, and
hauled him llirougli the depot to a cab. In the
cab Drapeau’svigor seemed to be entirely restored,
for we had hard work to keep him from jumping
out of the window, and a yelling crowd of small

(That isyour place,

boys followed us. At the Hotel de
guests wcrc just waiking in to dinner.
to look, and found us amusing. We must have
presentcd a pictuvesque appearance with our
alpenstocks, our leggins and spikcd shoes, our
flannel-sliirts, and our begrimcd and travel-worn
appearance (the rcsuU of a weck’s tramp) and
hanging on for dear life to a big dog to prevent his
getting away ! The portcr charitably told us of a

la Paix the
All stopped

stablc near by, whcrc he thought they would keep
the dog, and we had him conveyed thithcr. It
turned out to be a poor place for him, and so, a
few days later, I marclied with him myself, in
default of any one else, along tlic dust)' roads, and
left him in charge ofa farmer in the ncighborhood
who kept a “ dog hotel” of the most approved
variety. My bankcr was to pay the farmer a franc
a day until Drapeau left for Paris. 1 went to Italy.
In Romc 1 received a letter saying that the farmer
was “ desolated ” to inform Monsieur that he could
not longer keep Monsieur’'s dog for less than two
francs a day. “ He kills my chickens, he fights
with my other dogs, he leaps my fence, which you
know is high, and three times | had to walk to
Geneva to restore hira.” | could make no other
arrangement, and finally consented to pay two
francs.

When | reached Paris, 1 ordercd the dog senton.
By the omnibus-train it takcs thirty-six hours, and
the dog must be fed. So asortoftraveling-apart-
ment was built especiaily for Drapeau, and plenti-
fully supplied with straw, and food was provided.
The hotel poiter went with me to the depot foi- the

dog. Then, after the same difficulties as at Ge-
neva, a new boarding-placc was found for him in
Parisi but his presence thcic was soon rcgardcd as
dangerous for the other dogs in the establishment.
Tliey would sncak away in terror whcn he cntered.
At last a vacant lot surrounded by a high fence
was rented for a modérate figure, and in ita suitablc
dog-house was constvucted. The keeper whom |
had engaged agreed to take Drapeau each day for



'HERE, DOuGvV, DOGOY,
a walk on the Boulevard, while 1 svas to be away
during my trip through Spain.

W hen I returned from Spain a hotel waiter carne
to me with a very sad face and said: “ Ah, Mon-
sieur, linusttellyou ofagreatcalamity. Monsieur’s
dog waswaiking on the Boulevard one day with his
kcepcr, and ho saw the dog of a certain Major
Duval. The Major slipped and fell and his dog
started to run, when Monsieur’s dog, no doubt at-
tributing some fault to the dog of the Major, slipped
from his chain and instantly dcstroyed the dog of
the Major, and Monsieur has bccn condemned in
the court to pay a fine of four hundred francs for
the destruction of this dog, and Monsieur’s dog
has been arrested as security for that sum.”
vcstigating the matter, | found this truc. 1sought
Major Uuval. He grew warm in his praises of the
wonderful qualities of the dog Drapeau had killed,
until 1 was grateful that the judgment against me
had not been bcavier, and paid it. 1 found that
Drapeau had escaped from his kecpcr, and had
made very short work of the Major’'s dog. Dra-
peau was vcry powerful. | have seen him walk
along dragging a strong man after him, without
trouble.

I could not bring him with me th America on
the same steamer, since the line allowed no dogs
on board, so | senthim on another steamer, in carc
ofthe butcher. 1 metthe vessel on its arrival, and
found Drapeau chained to onc of the biilwarks.
and looking inisanthropic.

In-

SAID HE,

IN HIS OENTLRST MANNIiR.

Two or thrce sailors as they passed exclaimed,
“Zu'ilesiinéchcnU!™ (Whata wicked dog he is!)
So this beneficent creature of the Hospicc had bcen
turned into a wild animal I>y his sad expcricnccs
with IThe world ! | brought him to iny housc with
some difficulty. The animal had now cost me,
including damages, board-biils, gratuities, trans-
portation, and minor iteras, some five hundrcd
dollars, and again the question camc up, what
to do with him. Wc¢ kept him in oui- back yard
for a while, but the back yard of a city house did
not afford scope enough for his activities. He bc-
came friendly with Rosa, the cook, and very playful
with her. He would put his paws against hev
shoulders "'hile she was hanging out the clothes
and knock her over. At last she threatened to
leave. It was not safe for any visitor nt the house
to put his head out of the back door. Drapeau
was always alcrt. Somehow the dog was not “ in
harmony with his environment,” as cvolutionists
say, and after a few months 1 concluded to sell
him. | advertised “ A Genuine St. Bernard Dog,
bought at the Hospice,” saying all the sweetthings
about him that | could, but no answerscamc to my
advcrtisements.

Finally, on onc of the large strecLs, onc day, 1
saw at the side of a stainvay leading down to a
basemcnt, a stuffed black-and-tan terrier. This
indicated, as 1 thought, a dcalet in dogs ; so |l went
down and interviewed him. Terms were agreed
upon : he would keep the dog until sold, and would



sellhim on commission. Drapcau remained a week
ortwo there without result, until the dcaler said we
woukl have to take fifty dollare for him. Meantime
I heard ofa gentleman who offered seventy-five. 1
went down to get my dog, offering the dealcr his
commission, ljut the man refused to let him go, dc-
claring the dog should not be removed from the
shop until 1 had paid twenty-five dollars. | ex-
postulated in vain. Finally | offered acompromise,
lJut the man was inflexible. He was in possession
andwasmasteroftbesituatioii. ldidnotmean to
be swindled in so shameless a fashion, so 1 went
down to court and sued out a writ of replevin. It
was placed in the hands ofa maishal, a mild little
man, to he served. We went up to the dealer’s,
the marshal showed the paper and dcmanded the
dog.

“ All right,” said the dealer,
take him!”

Drapeau stood ticd to a large crate at one side
of the bascment, while a variety of smaller dogs,
gamc-cocks, and other animals were in coops and
cages around the room, or tied to the wall
The officer approaclied Drapeau. “ Herc, doggy,
doggy,” said he, in his gentlest and most per-
suasiva manner. Drapeau gave a low growl and
the officer stopped.

* thcrc he is,—

“ Will he bite ?” asked the marshal.

“You oughttohave seen him drag that crate after
him, trying to get at a man yesterday,” remarked
the dealer, relentlessly.

The marshal stood aghast,— the strong arm ofthe
lawwas powerlcss ! | was sitting on a chcst in the
middle of the room, watching the performance,
when tho dealer quietly said to me;

“ Mebby you ’'d like to see what you are sitting
on?”

I made no objection, and he lifted the lid of the
chest and out from a bed of cotton at the bottom
of it came the heads of two great anacondas. It
sccraed to be a supply store for menagcrics and
circuses. | sought the other side of the room.
In the meantime the officer scampered u|>stairs
and was out Oll the Street. By the time | had
followed him, he was wholly invisible and I did
not know how far away.

But previous to my departure the dealer and
I made a bargain, with the anacondas between us
(he was trying to stuff thcm back into the chcst).
He agreed to send Drapeau to the new owner for
the sum of fifteen dollars, to be then and there
paid. The cash was counted out and the dog
duly sent. And fiom that moment he disappears
from this history.



WHERE SALMON ARE

Bv Julian

TUPENDOUS aswhat we cali “ fish
stories ” often are, none reaches
such grand proportions as those
about the abundance of salmén in
Oregon, Washington Territory,
and the waters of British Colum-
bia and Alaska. Once upon a
time it was held to be sufficient proof that a state-
ment was true, if any one could say he had seen
itin “ black and white.” Perhaps we owe it to the
so-called fishermen’s yarns that this limit upon the
marvelousissweptaway. Nextitwassaidthat “ fig-
ures can not lie,” but to-day even that is no longer
admitted. There now remain only two sources of
Information that the most scrupulous folks never
question. One iswhat they see with their own eyes,
and the other is what the honest single eye of a
photographer’s camera sees. The astonishing pic-
ture of salmén, herc presented, is one of the sights
of the camera about which there can be no dis-
pute. The original photograph from which the
illustration was drawn was made on the bank of
Gordon Creek, near the village of Yalc, in British
Columbia, at the time when the salmén were rush-
ing up the stream, in the annual summer jour-
ne)’ which they make from the sea up the fresh
water-courses, for the purpose of laying their eggs
and hatching their young. You can see that sel-
dom has there becn a plum-pudding so filled with
raisins as is this water with these great, swift, deli-
cious fish. And, from what is known of such scenes,
it is absolutcly certain that the mass of fish was
denser farther under the water than it was at the
surface where the illustration shows them.

A story that the oid settlers of Oregon never
tire oftelling, recounts that a stagc-coach was once
upset by these fishes while it was being drawn
across a ford over a little river. The huge fish
pressed againstthe coach, rising higlicr and higher
on one another's backs as the ones in the rear
pushed ahead over those that were stopped by the
stage. Presently they rose in such a mighty wall,
and all continued to push so hard, that the stage
rolled over. This story is not vouchcd for by
any one in particular, and so must be classed
with those other fishermen’s tales that are almost
as numcrous as the salmén in question. liut the
reports that are made about this fish by men whose

PLENTIFUL.
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word no one disputes are scarcely less remarkable.
Mr. J. K. Lord, the author of a book called “ The
Naturalist in Vancouvcr and British Columbia,”
says that the salmén swim one thousand miles
from the sea up the Columbia River and fill even
the pools left by the receding tide on the sides
ofthe river. “ Thcy are sccn to crowd shallow
strcams,” he says, “ so as to push one another
high and dry on the banks.” Once, when he was
riding on horseback through that wild country, he
carne upon a stream so thickly filled with salmén
that it was difficult to get his horse through the
mass. He spcaks of them as sometimes weigh-
ing seventy pounds, but in Alnska thcy have becn
known to attain far greater weight than that. The
salmén can swim faster than the swiftest railroad
train can move, and are so strong and quick
that they are able to leap small cataracts in the
strcams.

Just as the Indians of the plains, who were hunt-
ers, used to live upon the buffaloes that rangecl the
prairies in numbers no man could either count or
estimate, so the Indians of the Pacific coast of this
continent, who are saiiors and fishermen, livcd
upon the salmén. Itwas Naturc’s plan that the
fish should be as numerous as these stories and this
picture represent them. The Indians depended
upon spearing the fish or, at best, upon dipping
them up with baskets on long poles, and could
only reach those nearcst the land, for the principal
rivers are broad and swift and, when full of salmén,
navigation of them in canoes was not safe, even if
it was possible. Now, the salmén and the Indians
are both far less numerous within our bordéis.
Since the Indians catch them and the Chinese
clcan and can tliem for the merchants, who ship
thcm all over the world, the fish become annually
less abundant, and they are caughtin vast numbers
in ingenious nets, and by great floating wheels
made to be revolved by the currcnt and dip them
up by the thousand.

On the Washington Territory side of the Colum-
bia River, a few little bands of red men come every
summecr to scoop and spear the salmén; but at the
same place fifty years ago, historians tell us, the
anccstors of these Indians came in such numbers
that the shores were divided bctwcen thcm, and
cvcry ledge and rock and bit of bank had its right-
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ful tenants. Their tents of skin were set all about
the background, cach sending up its thrcad of
smoke from the fivcs at which the squaws cookccl
the medis, and their ponics roamed ciése at hand.
The Indians fished until they caught all thcy
needcd, and thcsc they dried for use during the
following winter.

Ivan Petroff, who wrotc for our Government all
that he coukl find out about its great cokl Tcrri-
tory of Alaska, describes just such scenes there at
this day, for there the salmén and the Indians

FKOM A

are ljotti as plcntiful as
ever- He says that tbc
Kaniags, a tribe of Es-
kimo Indians, pile the
dried salmén in heaps
around the sides of the
interior of cach house so
as to make a high, broad
slieif of the fish. But
ivhen thcy catch an extra
quantity they spread thcm
over the floor, laycr upon
layer, several fect deep.

Thcy live wupon this
strange floor, taking up
what salmén they necd

day by day and eating
thcir way gradually down
to the real floor during
tlie winter.

TheYukon isthc grcat
salmon river of Alasita,
as well as one of the
greatest rivers, in ali
other rcspects, in the
world. The .viscst mcn
are unceriain whether it
does or does not pour
more water into tlie sea
than the great Missis-
sippi. It sends out so
much that the water of
the ocean is fresh ten
miles from the coast, and
the river is so great that
at a distance of six Inin-
drcd miles from its mouth
it is more than a milc

wide. In places it is
twenty miles wide, and
the total length of the

river iseightecn hundred

miles. The Yiikon givcs

its flame to the largest

districiin Alaska, and “ in
this regiéon,” Mr. Petroff says, “ during lhc brief
summer thcre, the wholc population flocks tn the
river banks, attracted by myiiads of salmén, crowd-
ing the waters in thcir annual pilgrimagc up this
mighty stream. Then both banks are lincd with
summervillages and camps of fisliermen who build
thcir baskct-traps far out into the cddies and beuds
of tho stream. This annual congrcgation com-
pletcly dvains of human life the valleys and plains
stretching away to the north and south, as well as
manv of the lakc-rcgions in the west.”

I'IJG'TOORAI'M )



«Thol um ajolly milkr lived on the rivcr Dec.”

A MILLER lived upon tlie river Dee.

lie was ajolly roan, and all day long

He worked and never stopped his cheery song:
I wish with all my heart that we could see
More people like him ; blithe indeed was he,
And comely, too, puissant, sturdy, strong,
Loved by the pcople tliat he lived among-

| care forno one, no one cares for me,

'sLmujack Homersat in ihc comer,
W as, itis true, the burden ofhis lay.
But sung by him itmeant notjust the same ‘Whenever T go back and forth to
That it would mean if it were sung some day, school, .
By some one else, perhaps. | fhink tliat we How many quite bad littleboys I sce .
Should Ihus interpret the good nuller s arm, ThiswasJack Horner’s briefsolilonuy
‘1 care for all, and all do care for me.

As he sat by the cliimney on a stool

(It is quite dear thatJohnny was no
fool) .

Ikiting a picce of Ciiristmas pie; and he

Could not help feeling— very prop-

erly—

Thankful that he was one who, as a
rule,

liad his good things, while other boys
had none;—

A small boy’s grace it was before his

A pﬁl% appeai'ed, which he did not
refuse,
W hen he took up the moral he d be-
un—
(His childish egotism pray excuse)
“Oh,whatavery,vcry good boy am I !

"*'i'key”™ tiw <in oid ivoman valio lived in a shoe."

SUME people live in houses, some in Irees,
And some, | 've heard, in shoes; 't was in a shoc
The matron lived wliose story | tel! you;
iler ihmily was large and could not please
The motheralways; nay,how thcy did tease
And vex hertill she knew not wliattodo!
| wonder not— "t was an cnormous crcw,
s All packed as closely as a pod of peas;
And who, think you, could manage better, placed
In her position,— thal is, in her shoes ?
And yet, the bairns were licrs, and should be fed
And kindly handled, not abused, disgraccd.
llowwere theytreated? Kachwilhnaught to
choose,
W as fed with broth, and wliippod, and sent
lo bed.
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s _UUeBo-peef has lost hcr shref.”

T hFRu was a liulc shephcrdess, Uo-pecp,

</ rustic maicleii, wilh a Ullle ci'ook,

JUuo gown, and whilc straw lial, and she dicl look
Fresh as Ihc dawn, and lio-pecp loved her sliccp-
Xcvenhcless onc day she fell asleep,

Hidden away from sight in a giecn nook,

Ilerhat thrown olT,Imt m her hand her hook.

ithe woke, looked round, and ihcn began to weep ;
Hecr la.nhs were gone ! Shc strained hcr oyes lo gel
\ dimpse of their retreating tails, and then

She ran and shouted. Not one dul appeav.

Sit down, dear little girl, and never fret,

Leave thcni alone, and they 'll come back agam,
Bringing their tails behind thcm, never fc""

“ SitnJ'le Sinfnv ~o.'uia-yishing."

A BOY nnniel Siinon sojourned iu ft dale,

Sorae said that he was simple, but I 'm surc
That he was nothing less than stinon puré ;
Thcy thought hhn so because, forsooth, a wliale

He tried to catch in Mother’s water pail.
Ah ! little boy, tiraid, composed, deinure,—

He had imagination.

Yet endure

Defeat he could, for he ofcouvse dul lail.
But there are Siinons of a larger growth,
Who too, in shallow waters nsh for whales,
.And whcn they fail they are “ unfortunate.
If the small boy is simple, then are both,
And the big Simén more, wlio uftcii raiU
At what he calis ill luck or unkind fatc.

“ Therr cuas a man st'ha hada casv,
And he had naught t>give hcr.”

.A CF.RTAIN piper had a nice, fine cow,

Bill the same piiier was a ihriftlcss man,

Ho spent his sulistancc fcting the god Tan,
And piped and danced hut ncvcr touched lhe plow.
And wlieii no hay for corn was in the niow
(The cow grown lliln, and dim hcr coat of tan),
Me iiulled his bagiripes out and then licgan

To plav the bcast a tune. 1lcr noble hrow
tircw ilark; the piper in his hlandest tone
Then said, “ Consider, cow, commune !

She always had been wont to ruminate,

So shc considered well, ihcn wilh a inoan
Meekly replied, “ I can not cat your tune,
lleroic cow, who had to stand and \ait!

WTTT?2!1—



THE BUNNY STORIES.*

FOR LITIXE READERS.

COUSIN JACK-S STORY.

By John

HE Bunnies had planned a
chcstnutting party for thcir
Saturdaj' holiday.

It was early in October and
there had been a few sharp
frosts to open the chestnut-
burrs.

Thcglossy brown nuts were
just peeping from their snug
quarters, like tiny birds in a
nest, and looked very temptiug
in their palé green and gold
setting among the fading and
falling leaves.

Every season brought its own pleasures for the
Bunnies, from their first search for pussy-willows
and arbutus in tlic spring, through all the chang-
Lng months of flowers and fruits and summer pic-
nics, to the gathering of the bright-colored autumn
leaves, and tlie nutting parties; then camc the
coasting and skating, and the long winter evenings
for reading and stoi7-tclling, until spring carne
again.

Next to a picnic, the Bunnies enjoyed a nutting
party, for, besides the fun, it seemed like a pleas-
ant way of saying good-bye to the woods and the
hedges, before they laid asidc their beautifui Icafy
robes, and the winter carne to bring them their
snowy gowns for a long wiuter’s sleep.

The Bunnies had waited a long time for the
chestnuts to ripen, and for nearly a wcck thcy had
been impatiently counting the days until Saturday
should come round to give them a holiday from
school.

W hen the longed-for day carne at last, they woke
in tlic morning to find the rain falling steadily,
and they felt almost like crying over their clisap-
pointment.

Cousin jack said it might clear ofT by noon ; but,
in spite of their hoping and watching, the clouds
thickened and the wind blew in fitful gusts, bcat-
ing the pretty leaves from the tices, and making
eveiything out-of-doors scem gloomy and uncom-
fortable.

When they heard the Dcacon say itwas “ prob-

H.

Jewett.

ably the Linc-stonn and migln last a week,” the
Bunnies gruniblcd and said it was too bad to have
thcir fun spoiled after waiting so long.

Cousin Jack saw thcir glum faces and said
checrily, “ Weil, well, I think wc can bear the
storm, if the poor birds and other shelterless
creatures can; and | never heard of their scolding
about the weathcr. Besides,” he added, “ this
storm is saving us trouble.”

Bunnyboy asked if he did not mean making
trouble instead of saving it, and Cousin Jack re-
plicd, “ 1 mean saving us trouble, for the best
time to go chcstnutting is after a hard storm, whcn
the wind and rain have beatcn off the nuts, and
saved the trouble and risk of clubbing the trccs or
climbing them to knock off the opening buvrs. We
shall probably get there as soon as anybody,” he
added, “ and find i-are picking whcn we do.”

This made the Bunnies a little more cheerful;
and later in the day, whcen, tired of reading and
playing games, thcy found Cousin jack in a cosy
corner in the libravy, they began to coax him fora
story.

Cousin jack was never happier than at such
times, when, with Cuddledown on his knee, and
tbe other Bunnies gathercd around him, he would
say, “ Well, well, I wial put on my thinking-cap
and sce what will come.”

Cuddledown wished for a new story about the
“ good fairics,” but Bunnyboy said he did not
believe thcre were any real fairies, and asked
Cousin jack if he had evcr sccn any.

Cousin Jack said there wcrc different kinds of
fairies, but the only kind he had ever seen wcrc
what Bunnyboy callcd “ real fairies,” and he had
known several in his life.

“ Picase tell us about the ones you have rcally
seen,” said Browny.

Cousin jack rcplied, “ I will try to do so, but
you mustremembecr that my fairies are real, every-
day fairics, and not the story-book kind who ave
supposcd to do impossible things and live in a
faii-y-land, instead of an every-clay, r.iin or shine,
world like oiirs.”

Pinkeyes moved alittle nearer to hira and asked,

* Copyright, jgss, by John H. Jewcit.
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“ Is it wrong to like the story-book fairics? They
always seem to be trying to help those who are in
troublc, and thcy make me wish to be like them.”

Cousin Jack gave her a very tender giance as he
answered, “ No harm at all, my dear, and | am
glad you asked, for I did not mean to say anything
against any kind of good influcncos which make us
wish to be kindcr or more thoughiful of others.”

“ I mcant,” said he, “ only that I had met with
some real, hclpful fairics who live in the same world
we live in, and,” he added, with a smile, “ I am
sitting very near one of that kind now.”

Browny looked up and quickly said, “ Oh, you
mean Pinkeyes; but she is no fairy at all; she is
only the best sister in all the world. Please Isegin

the story I'"
“ Weli, once upon a time — ” said Cousin Jack.
“ Oh, skip that back number,” interrupted

Bunnyboy, who was just beginning to use slang
phrases and thought il knowing instead of vulgar.
“ Wecll, what if it is? ” asked Cousin Jack, good-

naturedly. “ Who knows how this story begins,
ifl do not?”
Bunnyboy said, “ I beg your pardon, but

could you please begin at the real interesting part
of the story and save time ? 1 am tired of these
opening chaptcrs.”

“ Idonot blame you,” said Cousin Jack; “ life is
short and youth is iropatient; let me begin again.”

“ Many years ago,” he continued, “ there was a
harum-scarum young Bunny, whose storj’-name we
will cali Rab.

“ Rab was an orphan: at least he thought he
was, for the family with whom he lived told him
his father and mother had dicd of a terrible fever
in the South, when he was only threc or four
years oid.

“ Sometimos, at night, when Rab was lying
awake, alone in the dark, he used to fancy he
could remembcr living in another homc very dif-
ferent from the place in which lie now lived. Tlie
neighbors called his present homc the ‘Poor
Farm.’

“ Then thcrc seemed to have bccn some onc
whom he called ‘ Papa,” who brought Rab toys and
playthings. and carried him up and down stairs on
his back, playing horsc and rider.

“ At sueh times he thought he could still re-
member the swcct face and gentle voice of some
one who was always near him,— the first in the
morning and the last at night to kiss him and cali
him her ‘ precious child.’

“ Many a night when thcsc fancies carne into
his mind, they made him fcel so lonely and home-
sick that he would cry until he fell asleep and
dream that he had found both father and mother
again and was the happicst Bunny in the world.

bed off and tliey

“ But in the morningwlicn lie wo-kct «as drying.
him was so different from liis drea.'/ss -.we,’ said
seemed as strange and far away as ihc stains.’
had gone with the night. cars

“ In the daytime he was so busy doing odd jobs,
running on errands, or gctting into some new
mischicf, that he forgot all about any other trou-
blcs but his present ones.

“ Rab was active and rcstless, and was almost
surc to get into some kind of troublc if ihc day «'as
long enough.

“ If he was sent to rake up the yard and burn
the rubbish, he built the bonfire so near tlie house
orstables that when the wind changed, as it usually
did, he had to cali for help to putout the five.

“If he
was sent
to hunt
for hens’
nests in
the barn,
he often
tore his
clothes by
clambecr-
ing into
some out-
of-the-«'ay
place un-
der the roof to play at having a housc ofhis own,
or to caiT)' out some other queer notion that carne
into his head.

“ When he was told he might duck a certain
hen in the tvough, to brcak her of setting, he
usually ducked the wrong hen, or fell into the
water himself in his eagerness. The master of the
farm used to say he «'ould almost rather liavc a
hurricaiic on the place once a wcck than to have
that harum-scarum Rab try to do anything useful.

“ Rab used to think that scolding or fault-find-
ing «as a way some persons chose to enjo)' them-
sclves, and that grumbling was so easythatalmost
any one could do it and hardly make an effort;
and so he kcpt out oftlic way as much as possible,

“ One day, Rab found a place whcrc a hen had
made her nest in the dry grass, undcr some bushes.
quite a long «'ay from the barn.

“ Therc was only onc egg in the nest, and, as
Rab was not sure it was a good one, he left it therc
and waited until the next day.

“ When he went again to look there was another
cgg in the nest, and as no onc else kncw about it,
and because he thought it would be fun to keep
the hcn’'s secret «ith her, he said nothing, but
watched from day co day until thcrc were six large,
white eggs in the nest.

“ Rab kncw that Peddlcr Coon,

RAB DUCK& THE WRONG HEN

who carne



.vn with his crackcr-cart every week,
eL.. eggs from the neighbors in cxchange
is crackevs and cookies.

Rab liked sweet cakes as well as any other
Buimy, but he rarely had a twste of any cakes or
cookies at the farm. .

“ He knew how good Peddlcr Coon’s cookies
tastcd, for he had sccn Rey Fox, and bis sister
Silva, bu\' them with pennies, and once Silva had
given him somc of hei-s.

“ Every time he lookcd at the nest, he thouglit
of Peddler Coon’scookies, and wundcred how man)’
he could buy with an egg. At first he only wished
that the eggs belonged to him, and tliat he coukl
buy cookies with them.

* Then he began to wonder if any one would
knou' if he should take onc or twoof tliera, Some-
thing in his heart kept whispering, ‘It is wrong—
they are not yours — you must not take them, but
at fast he Lhouglit so much aliout tlic cookies that
it seemed as if he must have some.
to get them was to rob the nest.

“ He made it seem easier to himself by saying
he would take only one, and that the lien woukl
lay another the next day, and no one would knoiv,

The nexttime he heard Peddlcr Coon’s horn in

the street he
waited for an
opportunity,
and stcaling
quietly to
mtlie nest in
thebushcshe
took an egg,
and, hiding
it carefully
inhis jacket-
pocket, he
ran off down
Street, out of
sight from

The only way

RAD STI?2AL5 AN

tho housc, to wait for the cart to come.

“ Rab felt guilty, and it seemed to him as if
every one was watching him. This uncomfortable
thought made him so cxcited that he forgot to look
carefully before him as he van.

“ On turning a cérner, and trying to look over
his shoulder at the same time, to sce whetlicv tlie
cart was coming, he trippcd and fell flat upon the
ground.

“ The egg, which was still in his pocket, was
crushcd into a shapcicss mass, and Rab knew his
chance for conkies was gone, and that be was in
difficulties besides.

“In trying tn get the broken egg from his
pocket, lie smeared his hands and jacket: and the
more be tried tlic more the cgg-staiii spread, until

it looked as if he liad been trying to paint a golden
sunset on onc side of bis jacket.

“ What to do next, puzzicd him. His first
thought was to go back and try to expiain the
accident by telling alie about how the egg carne
in his pocket.

* R,nb nevcr had tokl a lie in his life, but it now
seemed to him that, having bcgun by stcaling the
e""', the easicst way out of the scrape was to lie.

“ The more he thought about it, the harder the
case seemed to grow. He wondcred whether the
master would believe his story if he made up one.
Ifhe clid not believe it, would he flog him until he
owned to the truth, and then flog him again for
both stealing and lying?

“ Then he began to pity himself, and to wish
that he had a father or mother to help him out of
his trouble. s o i

‘“This made him wonder what they would think
of their little Rab, if thcy were alive, and knew be
was beginning to steal and tell lies, and the shamc
of it almost broke his heart.

* He crept behind a stonc wall, out of sight, and
lay down to have a good cry before deciding what

“d(\Jl\'/hcre does the fairy como in. Isnt it
almost time for onc ?” asked Browny, wilh his eyes
full of sympathy for Rab.

“ Yes ” rcplied Cousin Jack, “ the fairy was just
coming that way, and she was one of the swectest
little fairies you evcr heard of, in or out ofa story-
book. .,

* She was a graceful young fairy, with a gcntlc
face and large, tender, brown eyes, very much hkc
your Mother Bunny’s.

“ As she was passing, she heard some one sob-
bing behind the low wall, and, stopping to look
over the wall, she saw poor Rab lying thcre ivitli
tlic hot tcai-s strcaming down his face.

“ “What is the mnttcr, little Buni®™y; why are
you hiding there and crying so bittcrly ?’ asked
the“fair%. . . , r

Rab brushed tlie tears away with the slccve ol
his jacket, and rcplied, ‘Because | am unhappy;
please go away !’

“ Reaching out hev hand to him, the fairy said,
‘That is a good reason why | should not go away,
and leave you alone. If you are unhappy you
must be in trouble, so please get up and tcll me
.about it, and let me try to comfort you.’

“ The fairy’s nmniier was so kind and friendly
that Rab thankod her, and, getting up from the
ground, he said, ‘ You are very kind, but you do
not know what I have done. | ought to go back
to the fann and be floggcd, instead of bemg com-
forted by you, and | will go now.’

* *Oh ! do not say that,” said the faivy. H



youi- trouble is so bad, you must come home wilh
me and sce my mother. Shc will liclp you if any
onc can.'

“ Rab looked at liis soilcd jacket, and blusbccl
as he said, ' Oh, no! 1 am ashamed to be seen,
or to spcak lo any one.’

“ “But you need not be afraid of my mother,’
replied the fairy; ‘she knows just what every one

HAZSL PAWN FINDS KAD

needs who is in trouble, so come with me and |
will help you cloan your jacket, and mother will
tell you what is best to do.’

“ Taking his hand, she iirgcd him gently, and,
almost in spite of hiiiiself, Rab yiekled and went
with her.

“ On the way the fairy told him her namc was
Hazel Fawn, and that she livcd in the Deer Cot-
tage with her mother, Mrs. Dcer.

“ She did not ask him any questions, but whcn
thcy reachcd the cottagc she said simply to hcr
mother, * Herc ’s a little Bunny who is in trouble.
I thought you could help him if he would tcll you
about it, while 1 am clcaning his jacket.’

“ Mother Deer said kindly: ‘1 am glad to sce
you, Rali, for | havc heard about you, and knoiv
where you live. You must trust me as you would
your own mother, and let me help you just as she
Yvould wish to, if shc were herc.’

“ Tiien she showed him whcrc lie could wasli
the cgg-stains from his hands, and helped liim take
off his jacket.

“ Hazcl took the jacket and left the room, with-
out waiting to hear what Rab should tcll her
mother, becausc she thought he might not wish to
have any one else hear his story.

‘“Mother Dcer asked him to sit b)- her side, and
told him not to worry aboul bis jacket, for Hazel

woukl soon have llic stains waslicd off and they
would have a little talk while the jacket was drying.

“ ‘1t is ii't the jacket that troublcs me,’ said
Rab, ‘it is ever so much worse than cgg-stains.’

“ Then he bravely tried to hold back liis teai-s
while he tokl her tlie wholc truth, from the day he
first found the ncst to his taking the egg, the acci-
dent which followed, and even about liis first plan
of telling a lie to save himselffrom being found out.

“ There were tears in Mother Deer’s eyes as she

said to him, ‘1 am sorry for )'Ou, Rab, but it might
be worse, and I am glad you came to me.
“ ‘1t is liai'd for a little Bunny, like yon, to

begin life all alone, without a kind father or mother
to ivatch over you, and | only wonder how such
little liomelcss waifs do as wcll as you do.

“*J havc known many homes,” Mother Deer
continued, ‘where everything that love and pa-
tlcnce could do was done for the little ones, and
in spite of it all they would go astray and gricve
everybody by their waywardness and wrong-doing.’

“ Rab hkl his face in her lap and cried softly,
but Motliet Deer took his hand in hers and said
cheerfully, *You must not be discomagcd; you
havc done wrong; but you can do right about it,
and | am sure you will, for you have becn brave
and honest to tcll me the truth, and have not tried
to spare yourself as many might have done.

“ “Now, I will tell VOUwhat we will do. I will
write a note lo the master of tiie farm and tcll him
what | think of a Bunny who wishes to do right,
and \'ou must go to him and tell the whole story,
just as you have told it to me.

“ *Whatever he may think best to do about it,
\ou must bcar as bravely as you can, for that is
your part of the matter.

“ ‘It is not always casy," Mother Deer went on,
‘to be bravo when one is right; but it takes more
ncrve and real courage to be brave and truthful
when wc know we are in the wrong.’

“ Rab looked up into hcr kind face and said,
‘No onc ever talked so to me bcfore, and 1 will
do just what t'ou have tokl me to do, no matter
what comes. | am not afraid of a flogging, now,
if you will only think I do not mean to be b.ad any
more.’

“ Mother Dccr kissed him and said, ‘ You may
bo surc I will, Rab,” and just then Hazcl came in
with the jacket, clean and dry, and a big biinch
of grapcs which she had saved for him.

“ Hazel walked part of the way with him, as he
wcnt back to the farm, and whcn shc bacle him
good-night, Rab said, ‘You and your mother
must be my good fairies, for no onc elsc ever
hclpcd me out of my troubles as you have done.’

“Then Rab wcnt dircctly to the master and
told him all about finding the nest and what haci



followecl, and gave him the note Mother Dccv had

written.
“ The inastcr rcad the note and then said,
‘Wcll, youngster, you have told me a straight

story, and if yon will show me the nest, | will cali
it even for the broken egg.

“ 1 should not wonder,” he ackled, *if it proveci
fortunate all round, after all. Mrs. Deer secms
to think there is something in yon bcsides mischief
and thieving, and she says she would hkc to have
you come and live witli her, to work about the
cottage, and go to school.’

“ Rab did not know what to say except * Thank
you, sir,” but he went to bed witli a trnly thankful
heart that night.

‘“A fecvdays later Rab went to the Dcer Cottage
to live, and the two good faivies, who had helped
him out of his trouble, made his new home so
happy, for the next few years, that he grew to be a
vecry different Bunny from the harum-scarum Rab
of the Poor Farm.”

“ Is that all ?” asked Browny. Cousin Jack did
not reply, but Cuddledown looked over to Bunny-
boy and asked, “ What do you think about ‘real
fairics’ now ?”

Bunnyboy answered, “ I should
what became of Hazel Fawn.”

“ | thought so,” said Cuddledown, “ for you are
alsvays liking some one who is not your sister.”

like to know

Bunnyboy blushcd but said nothing, and Pink-
eyes, who had sat quietly while the others asked
questions, turned to Cousin Jack and said, “ I think
1know what you mean by calling Hazcl and Mother
Deer ‘good faivies.” You mean that sve can all be
good fairics to others svho are unfortunate or in any
kind of troublc, if sve try to be gentle and patient
and helpfiil svhen sve have a chance.”

Cousin Jack nudged Brosvny, and slyly asked,
“ Who said Pinkeyes isas no fairy at all? If it
takes a rogue to find out a vogue, surely a fairy is
the best onc to find out another fairy, and Pink-
eyes is right.”

Thcn, turning to Pinkeyes, he said, “ That isjust
what the story mcans, if it means anything.”

Browny fidgeted a minute, and then asked Cousin
Jack, “ Hosv did you find out all about this Rab ?
Did you ever knosv sueh a Dunny ?”

“ That is a secret,” said Cousin Jack, “ which
perhaps 1 will tell you some other time. All I will
say now is ihat Mother Dcer and Hazel Fawn were
not the only ‘good fairies’ who carne mto Rab's
life to brightcn and gladden his other dark days—
just as this simshine has come to checr us, while 1
have been telling his story to you.”

And indeed, the dark clouds had rolled away and
the sun was shining again, and the Bunnies forgot
the disappointmcntof the morning m making new
plans for a chestnutting party for another day.

A PAGE OF BOATS,

(Scc fiiciure opposife.)

—_—

Drcdge-boat.

2. Cruiser.
Day-boat on the Hudson.
Sound Steamer.
Iron-clad.
Revenue Steamer.
Towing on the Hudson.
An Atlantic “ Liner.”

9. Steam Yacht.

10. Coast-going Steamer.

11. Steam Barge.

12. Ohio River Stern-whecler.
13. Mississippi Steamer.

14. Lakc Steamer.

15. New York Ferryboat.

16. Western Ferryboat.

17. Abroad.

18. Ocean-going Tug.

19. Lake Propellcr.

20. Towing on tbc Ohio.

21. Torpedo-boat
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ELKCTRICITy FOR SNAKES.

A rr.porT cOmes by way of Germany tl.at a novel use
of electricity has been mmle in India for the J
of the intrusién of snakes in.o dwcilings. Before Ml the
doors and around the house lwo
nccted with an clectrical apparalus. p'ould a snake
attempt 10 crawl over the wires he icceives a shock of
clectrfcily, whicit ei.liev idlls o. frightens

Inm mio a
hasty retreat.—

Tnrnsaipt.

MINUTE SCREWS.

It is asserted ihat the smallest screws in the world
are those used in lite production of watches. Thus, he
fourth jewet-wheel screw is almost invisible, and to tlie
naked eye it looks like dust; roagmfied by a glass,how-
ever it is seen to be a small screw, and with a very fine
class the threads may be seen quite clearly. These
minute screws are four-lhousandths of an mch in diamc-
ter, and the heads are double; it is said that an ordmaty
ladv’s thimblc would hold many thousands of these
screws No attempt is ever made to count thcm, the
metliod pursued in delermining the number being to
place one hundred of them on a very delicate
and lhe number ofthe svhole amount is estunatod by the
weight of these. After being cut the screws are hard-
ened and put in frames, about onc huiwred to the ftame,
heads up, this being done very rap.dly by sense ofioucb

instead of by sight, and the heatls are then M

anautomatic machine, ten thousand ata
Keviero.

SAND-DRIFTS.

DRV, loose sand. whei-ever it occurs, is constantly bemg
shifted by the wind, and oflcn buries cultivalcd lands,
buildings. and foresls. On the shores of l.ake Michigan
are drifts one hundred feet deep, and thosc of ConnvaU
reach three hundred feet in depth, while the dnfls of
Gobi desert are forty miles long and mne hundred
higb in places. On the shores of the Bay of Biscay the
drifting sand travels inland sixteen feet a year, m parts
of Dcmnark Iwenty-four feet, and in Southern”™ India
seventeen vard.s. In some places walls aml harners M
veccialion havc been created lo slopihe destroying dnfts
Tifie sand is taken up lo a greal bcigbt m the an, and
deposited many miles away. In 1S82, Teeland was vis.ted

CT\NW>

by a remarkable sand-storm, last.ng Ilwo weeks, which

hid Ihe sun and objecls a few yards olT hke a

and caused the death of thousands ot sheep and horses.
Portiand Transcript.

A COUNTRY CORONER'S VERDICT.

Tht resultof apost-morlem examination to determine
the cause of death, enabled a certain coroner in Connccl-
iculto return the following verdict:

«The aiitopsy of the body o f--------- ,made by D ..

~reosvedi salisfaclorily that the sus-
nicious cleati cut, ncav an inch in length, on the Icf
side through the vcst and shitts and the mtcguments
of ffil bcdy, was arrested by one of the nbs and did
not enter ihe thorax, and was not a cause of death.
fior was there any wound that might cause death any-
where on the body (besides the injuries by the tmm of
cars, believed to be the ten o’clock P. M. sleamboat anj,
unless upon lhe head, which was .so crushed that any
fatal iniury upon il could not have been discovered wUh
any certainty-leaving tho case enveloped m mystery .
hoi a man so intoxicated that he went on a railroad
irack a half a mile, in a concrary direction from bis home,
not knowingwhcre.aiidyct wasahle in the darkness
the night under a covered bridgc. wilh nothing but cross-
S . » S®»pPO,, -l.M.b,.
have gone through into the river below; and then to
have pfoced himself safely, lying at h.s upon the
crossitimbers.near ihe end of the bndge-for. had e
been standing. lhe engincer would "«j'
means of the headlight, anywhcre upon the
nigh inex.ricablc-so that if he was not so p ace lor
the cars to concea! a felony, it becomes a nine-days
wonder how he gol there.”

QUICK .ANT) STRONG.

DvNAMITFissoinstantaneousinits action that a grcen
leaf can be compressed iiUo the ha.dcst steel beforc it
has lime to flatten. One of the experimenls m Je
United States Torpedo Works was to place some kaves
Swecn two heaif;, flat pieces of iron. set them on a
firm foundation, and see what nN

forcing Ihc iron pieces together. .\ charge was placul
upon them by compressing lhe gun-cotton mto a cylin
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A STORY THAT TELLS ITSELK.



A GLOSE CORPORATION.

By Ruth Putnam.

Seven little girlswere havingasolemn meeting.
It was no light and trivial matter that was occiipy-
ing their minds. Indeed, to judge by their faces
you would have thought that by some strange and
unexpcctced turn ofthe wheel of Fate, the direction
of the affairs of state had fallen into their hands,
so carcworn and solemn were their expressions.
Thcy were about to undertakc a mighty enterprise.
They were to start a paper. Afier some discus-
sion as to the proper mode of beginning, one little
girl said she was sure the first thing was to choose
a president — wherever ber papa went they always
did that. Nothing could ever be done without a
president, “ especially in a republic, where there
13 n'ta king,” she added. Her sister Clara said
yes; Edith did n't usually know much about iise-
ful things, but she was right that time, and bcsidcs
the president, they must have two “ vices,” a treas-
uier, a writing person, whose fiame she could n’t
lemember, and a committee. Tbe memory of the
others supplied the fiame of secretary, and sug-
gested that “ vices” were really presidents when
the other one could n't come. They then pro-
ceeded to have an election. Eva was elected presi-
dent. “ She is n’t quite the oldest, but her fiame
is sueh a very ancient onc,” remarked Edilh.
Clara was chosen secretary; Lucy, treasurer;
Edith and Alice, “ vices ” ; and the two others, a
committee ; so thateach one was dignified with an
«office. Then the matterwas thoroughly discussed.
Thcy decided on The Rose as the fiame of the
paper. Each one had the right to bring her own
contributions.

“ But, of course, there must n’'t be too many
long stories,” said Eclilh. “ It will take a long
time to publish my ‘ Egyptian Adventures,’” and
therc is never more than one long story in a maga-
zine.”

“ Wc can have two poems a number,” said
tbc president, whose age was twelve ; “ and I should
say that we ought generally to let Agnes have one
of thosc, because, of course, she belongs — even if
she is 'way offin the Western Hemispherc.”

“ Wcll, 1 do think,” broke in Cora, rather de-
risively. “ Are n’twe all in the Western Hemi-
sphcre? You 'd better study geography.”

“ Is n't California more in the Western Hemi-
mspherc than New York is.?” asked the president,
mcckiy.

This brought on a discussion not pertinent to
the new magazine, in which the more practical
Clara camc out strong, and finally dcmonstvatcd,
by means of a half-eaten applc, that if you were
lhere, you were there, and “ you could n't be any
more than that!” as she acldcd, triumphantly.

Their first plan was to write out their magazines,
each one doing three, and they thought they might
have twenty-one subscribers.

1 should mention that Agnes, thcn in California,
had been a foimer schoolmato of the small group,
and was to be associated in the enterprise, but, of
course, she could not aid in the labor ofit.

W ell, they also arranged that each one should
write to her fricnds and ask them to subscribe.
The proceeds, after expenses, wcrc to go to the
poor.

“ Naturally,” said Cora, “ it will be like a
grown-up party— we must invite a great many
more than wc expect to come.”

Then they separated, after composing the first
number from copy already on hand.

It was a busy week for the editorial staff. The
twenty-one numbcrs were copied, but the ink was
obstreperous, the pens were filled with evil spirits,
and sometimes Uttlc sisterswould jogyle the tables
at critical momcnts so that horrid big blots would
appear on the laboriously written pages, and the
work ofan hour or more would be destroycd. Ah,
the lot of editor and printcr combined was not an
easy one!

Finally, some grown-up person suggested that a
poor deaf-mute in the village had a printing-prcss
upon which he was in the habit of printing pro-
grammes, bill-hcads, etc., and that perhaps he
woukl print their paper cheaply. TItis individual
was visited, and after a lively pantomimic conver-
sation with the finger alphabct, which one of lhe
little girls kncw, they made a favorable bargain
with him.

So now, instead of twenty-one subscribers, they
could have fifty. Oh, itwould be splendid !'— and
thcy would have to correct proof!

The letters were written to their friends in New
York, and thcn carne several days ofhappy anticipa-
tion in which they saw the subscription mount to
onc hundred fiames, iniagincd tho money poiiring
into the treasury, and planned out all the good thcy
could do for the poor, next Christmas. Thcn, too,



they made up their next numijer from Edith’s some-
what grimy store and the cherished productions of
the others.

At the end of the week, Clara received the fol-
lowing letter from her cousin in New York ;

“Dear Clara ; My litue friend, Ada Croswell, and 1
are going for the same subject as yon, to help poor peo*
pie.
is soinething to do, so that we can earn
and, as she goes to Sunday-school, she will give it tliere.

Wc are going to work real hard, whenever tlicte

some nioney,

“Aboutyour magazine, | do notcare so much for that,
liut, as I am fond of writing, I wil give you another plan.
“ buppose | am to give you five cents instead often, and
instead of taking the magazine, I would
stories for it, if you have no objection.
you would rather not, why just say so.

like to write
But, of course, if
I will renew my
old stories, and give you my best.

“ Good-bye, from your loving cousin, Gertrude.”

This was not altogether satisfactory to Clara as
she read it, and she proceeded at once to cali a
meeting extraordinary.

It was a stormy session. The idea had never
entered their editorial heads that other contribu-
tions than their own should appear in their pre-
cious pcriodical. Clara thought the fact that this
was their cousin ought to have some weight. But
Eva suggested that perhaps all their cousins might
write, and sometimes one’s frietids were just the
same, and more, too, than one’s cousins. And —
if every onc wrote, what would the poor editovs
do with all iheir things? The question was left
unscttled.

The next mail brought the following letter from

Elise, another cousin of Edith and Clara, in
Newport.
* My Dear Ci.ara : We would be delighted lo lake

the paper, but I wish I could wright .some stories for it;
would you mind if I wrote a story for this next month’s
paper, and if it is not nise cnough please tell me would
you mind having me write for the paper. If you would
notlike it write and tell me. | think itwould be a grcat
deel of fun to write for tbe papcr. | will write this short
story, and if youw-ould not want me to write for it don't
hesitate to tell me, because 1 suppose you have enough.
Good-bye, from Kt.iSK."’
This letter was discussed as hotly as Gertrude’s
had been. The board were not quite so indig-
nant, because no rcduction in subscription-price
was asked, and the whole tone of the letter was
more modest. But thcy becamc more and move
convinced that, however good the articles might
be, thcy really and truly had no use for thcm —
“ because,” as Edith remarked plaintively, looking
at her beloved pile of MSS. beforc her (she had

brought it to the meeting to put certain arti-

cles to vote), “ We will just have to put ali our
own things away again, and all tbc proof we
read will be other people’s work. Oh, it will be
horrid ! ”

The following morning another
for Clara, from Winifred in the city :

letter arrived

“Dear Ciara; | think your jden of a real printed
magazine is just splendid, and | will be glad lo lake il.
I suppose you know that I can wiite poetry; things
about ghosts and water.witche.sand splendid weird tliings
are what | like best. If you have any room in your
paper | could let you have them- Of course, | would n’t
cbarge anything, because you are going to give tbe
money to tbe poor, and | 'd like to help do that.

“Your friend, W inifreD.”

Then carne a letter from Agnes, inclosing two
poems, three rebuses, one charade, and some
chapters of a continued story by herself. After
mentioning these inclosures, she went on to say,
“ i know three real nice girls in San Francisco wlio
think they coukl write some stories and poetry if
you would like them to. | send you some of my
writings. The rest are locked up in Mamnia’s
trunk. 1’1l send them along with the girls’stories.”

Clara carried the two coraiminications to tlic
meeting and read thcm aloud. A dcad silence fell
upon thcassembly, and then Edith burst into tears
and said, trying to puli her handkcrchicf through
the mass of papers in her pocket, “ It x~too dvead-
fiil to have to say ‘No’'to Agnes— but, all the
girls in iz//Califoinia!— Oh, that is too much!"
and she sobbed bitterly until she discovered that
she had drawn out a MS. with her handkerchief,
and that her tears were fast effacing the writing.
She borrowed another handkerchief, rushed to the
wmdow, and was so absorbed in trying to dry
her beloved paper in the sun, and to replace the
blotted-out words, that she took no furthcr part
in the discussion that day.

But the discussion was continued without hcr and
became very serious. For thcy began to fccl more
and more the weight of their cnterprise— now that
so many people wished lo share in il. At last, it
was snlcmnly decided to announce to tbc world
that, for a year at least, theirs was to be a ciése
Corporation. Perhaps, when they had uscd up all
they had written, they would take tlic best thcir
friends could write.

So, next year there may be a chance for some of
yon to become coiitvibutors to The Rose.

This all happened in America, | write this in
France, and here | find that the presents liked best
for Christmas, by the little Frcnch girls svhom 1
know, are blank books in which to write their
poems and stories.



MOU-VI' VkRNO'J on THE rOTOM.VC, VA.

Dear .Sr. NicHOlas: As my older sister wrote lo
you liist year, | will coinribnte a letter this year. They
are now restoriiig the slave-quarters here at Mount
Vernon. the money for which was raised by the school-
chihlveu of Kansas ; and, after the slave-quartcrs are fin-
ishcd, all the bnildings that were here in Washington’s
limo will be restored. On one side of this building is
a while inarble slab, and inscribed on il is the followingr
"Re.slorcd bv the Schools of Kansas, 1889.” | ihink
the scliool-children of the United States have done very
well for Mount Yernon,— for the summcr-house was re-
built by the school-diildren of Ixiuisiana, On tlie Fouvth
of July thetomb was decorated beautifully. The mosi
promifient and beautiful wreatli was presented by the
rresident and Mrs. llarrison. M'e are so fond of the
St. XICHOLAS that whenei er it comes we have a regular
scramble lo settle which shall read it first. It has been
kindly presented to us for tliree or four years.

Sincerely your little friend,
Anna Howei.l D

Hmku Maui, Sandwich Isi.ands.

Dear St. NichoijlS : 1live on the Sandwich l.slands,
and the people aie not canniijals, but mostly white peo-
ple. There are eight races of jleople here. My father
and mother are Amevicans, imt | was born liere. | liave
a sister who is a year younger tlian myself, and tlivee
brotliers. My oldest brother is in Yale College. | am
ten yeai's oid.

1 have alittle garden. 1l has a La France rose bush,
naslurllums, marigolds, morning-giories, dahlias, mign-
onetle, and other fiowers.

Tliere are palm-Irecs and date-|ialms in our yard. Our
date-palins llave borne dales before. Tlie pinc-apples
do noi grow on trees but near the ground; first the
leaves grow out of the ground, and then the pine-applc
grows out of the middle.

Tliere ave no elephants here, fior bears, fior monkeys.

Mamma and Papa take the St. NichoLAS licve.

This is tlie first letter that | have ever ivritteii to yon.

Once a lady wrote in a paper that there were monkeys
lierc when therc are nol.

Vour loving friend,

RiPON, Wis.

Dr.AR St. Nicholas: | love yonr fine magazine
dearlv, and wc would all find it very hard to pan wilh
yon. ' | attend the pubic school.

Ripon, my native town, is a vcry preuy place of over
four thousand inhabilants and contains a fine college.
My two sisters, wlio are both older ihan I, attend Rjpon
College, wliich has aliout tlivee hundred scliolars. Com-
menccnient is tlic event of tlie season and lasts about a
week.

The lasl day of May we had a snoiv-storm, wiliicli
seemed rather out of place al that lime of tlic year.

We live in a large wWlillc house on Main Street, facing

lwo streets, witli a fine lawn whcre we have a croquet-
set. Among my favorito anthors are Bayard Taylor,
Miss Holmes, Miss Alcott, and Mrs. Wister.

I ain very fond of music and lake lessons on lhe piano,
and | also wrile many slories.

A paper in Milwaukee offered ten prizcs in gold for
Ihe best original stories by children in Wisconsiii, be-
Iween the ages of ten and sixtecii. One liundred and
twenty-seven stories were sentiu; and | wrote one, 10-
ceiving tlie eightii prize, of fivc dollars, which | thought
ivas quite a beginning for ayoung writer.

Your sincere reader, Mary Lillian S

SVNACUSR, N. Y.
Dear St. Nicholas: lam a liltic girl, ten years oid.
I have a little brother, five years oid. 1 like “ A Bit of
Color.” What do you likobest? My lltlle brolher hkes
Ihe“ Bunny Stories.” Hcis particularly fond of* Cuddle-
down.” The olher day he was
playing with some daisies, wlicn
suddenly he said, “ Oh, Mam-
ma | liere is Cuddledown.” Wc¢
looked and saw that he had
pulled all the wliile petais off a
daisy Imt two, and they looked
just like the Bunny’s ears. 1
will show you by a piclure.
In lilis way lie made tlie whole
of tbe Bunny family.
Your little reader,
BIVRTHAC. F

RiPON, Wis.
Dear St. NichOLa.S; | live in Fort Keogh, Mon-
tana, but two years ago my Mamma died and | carne
here to stay with my aunt and to go to college. | am
thlrteen years oid and study commcrcial law and botaiiy.
The only pet | have is a baby brotlier who will be two
years okl tbe fifth of ncxt montli- Don’t you tbink he is
a ])rctty nice pet? My Papais a captain in llic Twenty-
sccond Regiment of United States Infantvy, and is sta-
tioned at Fort Keogh, Montana.
lie ivas slalloned at Fort Lewis, Colorado, befoi-e
Mamma died, and then he was ordered to Fort Keogh,
and last summer | i‘isitcd liim, and liked it belter than |
did Fort Lewis.
I will try to describe lhe fort as accurately as possi-
lile. There is a parade-ground where tlie soldiers drill,
and around lhat are tlie officcrs’ and soldiers’ quaiTers,
and back of thecm are tlic graveyard, tho slore-honses, tlic
Northern Pacific Railro'ad, tlie tiadcr-slorc and iiost-
office, the bowling-allcy, depot, .and the post gardens.
Therc is a wagoén réad ihat goes lo Miles City, two
and a haif miles from tho fort. Yon liave to crus.s the
h’ellowstone Kivcr on tlic way, and in one fording-place
lliere is a feiry thal you can go over on when llie rivcr
is high, but no cili/.cn can cross wilhout paying,because
it is for the soldiers when tliey go lo lown.
Your loving re.idcr, FraNK B. K------ .



Bradford, EnOLAM).

D kar St. NICHOLAS; 1 lliouglit perhaps the readcrs
of vour escellent magazine would like to hear aboul Ihe
kiiuUiess and sagacily of a bird. One day my sisteas
friend pointed out to her a bird on the top of a lower
part of llie house; it appeared to havc fallen from the
nest and hurt itself very much. My sister and her fnenc
threw some bread on the house-lop, bul it couKl not
rcach it. By and I*y anotlier bivd came and took up
some bread in its bili and fed the other bird.

1am, your intercsted reader, Ann B

NASftvil.LF., T eNN.
D far St. Nichoias ; | have taken you for eight
ycar.s, and 1 have you bouiid every year. | always have
a private jig In lhe hall as soon as your delightful maga-
zine arrives. 1 have no brothers or sislers, so 1 can
have you all tO myself. My favorite stones are; “Ilis
One Eault,” “Juan and Juanita,” “ Little Lord fauntle-
rov,” and “ Sara Crewe.” | remain, as ever,
‘ A Devoted Reader.

SCIIENECTAPY, N. V.

Dear St. Nichoias: | have taken you sincc | was
a little boy. I am, tliivleen years oid. | am reading
one of Coopor’s novéis, “The Spy,” and | hke it very
much. The boys where | live have formed a walking
club and wc walk al! around; and in the winterwehave
a sknling club, and we have a park gn tlie Moliawk

River, Yours lruly, JoHN K. P , iR.
San Fran'cisco, Cal.
Dear St. Niciiolas: As no letters have ever been
received by you from our house, 1 tliought I would
wriie one.

1 am a little girl, Uvdve years okb | weigh cighty-one
pounds, and 1 am just as well as 1 can be all the time.

And when | go to bed
it seems only a minuto
before morning, becau-se
| sleep so soundly.

Mamma has taken your
interesting magazine ever
since 1878, and she had it
bound for three years.

Most of the numbers of
’85-86 were lost, and so vre
could not have thcm bound.

My favorite stories are “ Tit-
ile Lord Eauntleroy,” “ Bye;
bright,” “Juan and Juanita,”
and “His One Eaull.’ J

1 was almost forgetling to
tell you about my dolls, which
I cali my “Happy Family,”
bccausc | havc so many of
them. | make all their clothes
myself, but Mamma cuis the
pattenis.

I am \ery much interested
in ihe “ l.etlcr-bi'x,” and 1 read
all the letters in it, and so |
thought sonie of your other
readers might like to rcad mine.

Hoping at some future time
1 will havc something more
interesting lo tell you, | remain,

Y our affeclionate reader,

MiNS-A ELSIi W

Iy

o/zr.JJ

CiCr-yir

cem |

fk t
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Dear St. X icHOLAS; | am spending the summer on
the jersey coast, and like it very nnicli. We find many
curiou.s sliclU and sea-wced herc, among which there is
a fish tliat wc find on the shore, calletl .a” I’'ortugueso nian-
of-war ” Il lool-s more like a soap-liubblc than anylhing
else, having jho most radiantcolors in il one can imagine.
W hen these “ men-of-war” aro cut open, they rcsolvc
imo uolliiiig but bright colored foam.

| have tiken your lovely magazine abnosl as long as
there has been a Sr. XTciloi-AS, .and love itdearly. 1
always wait wilh great iiiipaticnce for Ilie nex|l numliev
eveiv monlli. | am, your devoted reader,

’ EIHTHW --------

X'EWAUK, K. J.
Dear St. Kiciiol.as; Ever since November, 1879, |

havc been one of ihe manywho haré enjoyed yourbright
pagcs. And now that the
acquaiiitance has come, 1 want lo express through Iliv
“ Letter-box ” my affection for you.

One of the best of your many good qualitics is Illat
vou are so interesting to young and oid alike.

I am one of vour okler readers, but have two small
brothers who show a growing fondness for Sr

. XICii-
Ui-AS. Before long | expect to enter collegq
Affectionately, IL . R
Los Angeles, Cai.
Dear St. Nicholas; lhave three rabbits. | have

one four weeks ofd, that is my youngest; my second is
two months oid, and my third is about a year oid.

I like the “ Bunny ” stories. | rcad them to my bule
brother every night. My rabbits are all named after

the Bunny family. in the ST. NIClioiAS. W ith nuicU
love and best wishes, | remam, yours truly,
MiSNIEIi

m\e take pleasurein jirinting a 1cprodiiction of a clever
little letter IY-ritten and illuslrated by a young fnend,
Masier E. A. C-C. The letter is supposed to be ao-
dressed by a pet dog to its absenl bule mistress, and m
the original tbe drawings aro neally colored.

£eraid

C-Z/'tP'TH

o 1 c/ra o fiNfid/y
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St. Pavi., Minn.

Dear St. Nichotas: AVe
have had you since 18Sj, and |
thinU there is no hook hke you.
I was at first too httle to read
your stories, but Mamma uscd to
read the children's stories to me.

I am now a boy of ten years,
and, although quite young. i have
lived in seven dilTerent cities, for
my Papa is a raiiroad man, and
raiiroad men are as bad as Meth-
odist ministers for moving about.

We have always had you
bound, and | have had all lhe
stories read to me and enjoy
them imniensely. 1 like “ Litlle
Lord Fauntleroy” and “ Juan
and Juanita” better than any
you ever have published.

I am a choir-"boy in St. Paul’s
church here, and 1 like it very
much.

Your devoted reader,
Ray S-

K ationai. City, Cal.
Dear St. Nichoi.as: | am a
litlle boy eight years old, and live
in Montana, but I carne here with
my mamma and little brolher, lo
visit onc of my gtandmas, who
moved here two years ago, from
Massachusetis. We canie here
tl.e middle of last November.
Last winter was the first one 1
ever expeiienced without snow.
I shall waiil lo take you every
vear. | hope lo earn money
enough to pay for my nexl ycar's
subscription.
Your new little friend,
Wm. Munroe H

Wr thank the young friends
whose fiames follow for jilcas-
ant ietters which we have ro-
ceived from them: Hatlie D.,
lda A., Rose D. F., Emil Edel-
stat, Emrna Raynov, M. Claylon
E., Carrie Davis. Miriam S.,
Honora SwarU, Edwin I'., h.s-
ther W. Ayres. Anna Jones,
Phenie King. Genevieve Fcn-
ton, Arlhur R. Williams, Helen
Spaulding, Z. Y- X., Anna A.
Wayne, “ I'oppy,” Grace H.
Tnrnbull, Agnes -6., Ethel k.
Céarter. K. B. Seamaii, May
Campbel!, Alice Jcnckes, Louise
Clarke.



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE SEPTEMBER NUMBE

DiAfifoNiJ. X M, 3. Met. 3. Ment 4. Mercers. 5. Mercu-
nal. 6. Tierccl. 7. Tries. 8. Sal 9. L

Doi'BLE Zigzags. Erom i 10 10, Michaelmiis: ti 10 20, wel-
Unglon. CroS5*words; t- Makiriaw. 2. Piimip 3. Pachatc.

4. Pishlike. 5. Fmciion. 6. Petaifae. 7. Locaiiiig, 8. Emaclaic.

9. Charioi-s. 10. Parsnips

Numbbical Enigma. T'he acholar, without good breeding. is a
pcdant; the philosophcr, a cj'nic; ihe soldicr, u brutc; and every
man disagreeable,

HoOuR-(".LA4S 1. Centrdis, Lincoln. Cross*words: x. galLuig.
2. prink. 3. oNe. 4. C. 5 nOd. 6. poLka. 7. evcNlIng,
Il. Ccotrals, Ariosto. Cross-words: t. carAvan. 2 mcRit.
3.vim. 4. O. 5 aSp. 6. otTer. 7. devOtce.

C HARAUD. Yel-low.

CoMi'ARisoNS. 1. Dee, i>eer. bcost. 2. Beuu, borc, boaat. 3. Fee,
fear, fcnsi. 4. Go, 50re, gbost. 5. Roe, roar, roast,

lllustrated Central Acrostic. Fahrenheit. Cross*words:
1. trcFoil- 2. monArch. 3. fisHers. 4. carRier. 5. nosEgay.
6. spiNet. 7. clpHers- 8. shiElds. 9. pellcan. ro. cotXage,

QUADRUPLE Acrostic. First row. Adaliiic; second row, lami-
nar; fifth row, donatos: sixth row, emreat. Cro.*s-words; i. Alludc;
2. Dam&on. 3. Amount. 4. linear. 5, Invite. 6. Nausea.
7. Emesc.

Pi. A goiden haxe conccals tlic horizon,

A goiden *uinihine slanis across the meadows;
The pride and prime of summecr-umc is gone,
But beauty lingers in these autumn ab.adows.

O 8w*eei September! ihy first bree7e*i bring
The dry le.aaf's rustle and the squirrel’s laughter,
The cool, fresh air, whence heailh and vigor spring.
And promise of cxceedingjoy hcreafter.
CKORCS ARNOLD.
DoIRLE Acrostic. Priméis, Brandywinc; findis, Whliefield-
Cross-words; x. Bungalow, e. Rcproach. 3. Acephah. 4. Not-
wheat. s DisselTie. 6. Yourself. 7- Winooskj. 8, Inchcate.
9. Novercal, xo, Kntomoid.
Easv Kiddib. Mecntr.

To OUR PtrzztXRS: Answcre, to be acknowlcdscd in the magazine, muse be received not Inter than the xsth of cach month, and
should be .addres.«e<l to S*r. N ichotas " Riddic-box, carcof Tur Centurv Co., 33 East Scvcntccnih Si., New Vork City.

Answers to ai.l tui? Puzzles in theJdi'LVv Numubr were received, before July xsth, from Maude E, Palmer— M.axic .and
Jack 8par.
Answers to Puzzles in tub Ji'LY Numrer were received, before July 75111, from Elajne Shlrley, i — Julia H. Wriglit, x —
Rats and Mice,” 2— Annie E. H. Meyer, 8— Maiy Tilton, x— Dolly, x— Dic<, 1 — Fannie and Katie, 7— " Cleopaira,* x — Alice
M. Kcntcr, i — Marinn W. Little, 3 — Grace B. Alvord, 2— Nanon, 6— Eleanor ClitTord, t — Susie Flanders, i — lileanor D,, 1—
Hclcn Mciicke, 8 — Loulsc C, Gllpin, i — Romona, x— C'orric nnd Harry, x— Clarice H. Lesscr, i — Ednn Cohne, x — " July,” ? —

Dessie Hilchcock, T— Mary E. Colston, 3— A. P. C. Ashhursi, 5— Nina Cray, x— Anna W. Ashhurst, 7— J. F. McCabe.jr,, x—
Arihur B. Lawrence, s— F.annic D Stnrr, 2— Cicely, a— Edith 1* Cmig, 1 — EmlUe Magcc. 3 — Trio, 5— Edilh Parlello and Annn

Cochran, i — Grace and Manon, ix —“ CaroUne Page,” 2 — Bellc Larkin, 2— E. Wllson, i —"Skipper,” 3— G. E. M, and A. E. W .,
1— Hnrrici M, Burneti, 1— Anna lones, x— Elirnbeth A. Adams, x— Paul Forsyth, 1 — Haltle Ungar, 2— Eflic K- Talboys, 7—
Paul Rccsc, 9— Jeannie Ewing and Bcttlc V, H., x— Marlctta Ludington, x— Harry F, Scwall. Jr., 3— Roberia S. Reilze, x—“ May

and 79,” IX— Sara l. C., x— Us.a D, Blondgood, 3— N. W. M, and M, U A., t —Helen Van Klceck, 3 — Julia M. Taylor, 4— "M ab
and Joker,” 4—" Keiurah and the Kid,” 4— I~ima V. Fish, 4— Oert and Fan, 4— CTara O,, To— " Grandma," 9— Klizahclh A-
Adams, 8— Lulu and Alice Schu.ssler, 5—"A Family Aflhir,*" 13— "L e Feu Follei,’”*4 — Jentie Yates. 6— Rose Hedges, 10— Carrie

Holzman, 3 — I-. and B. C., 2— Alice and Carleton, 12— " The Bears,” 3— J. A. Anderson, 1 — Venetia, ti — L. H. F. and Misiie, 7 —
John W, Frothingham, Jr,, 3— Charles Beaufort, 3— lIda Young, x— Adricnnc Forrester, 5— Nellie L. Howcs, 9— Moncll, 2— Helen
C, McCleary, 7— J. R, Sw.xnn, X2— Henry Guilford, 13— Kdna l.awrcncc and Ora Culiings, 2— " Damon and Pylhias,” xo— Susy W.
Adams, 6 — Alice McDumey, x— Bella Myers, x— Aniia U. Carey, 7— May Martin, 4 — Arthur C. Lewis, 8— Jo and I, xo— A. fiskc
and Co., ix — Mabel H, Chase, 7— Jcnnie C. Hanscom, 5— Pcrcy and Maud Taylor, 5— B. M- French, 1 — Haitie D,, i — Ilda A ., i.

DIA3IOND. wooden horsc of Troy. 6, A sca-nymph, iamcd for the sweetness

1. In jcopardy. 2. A field. 3. Creeping animals, 4. Amiable.

5, An ofd word mcaning lo crave! over or through. 6. An acid niadc
from ambergris. 7, Killed. 8. A much iiscd abbrcvlation. 9. in

jeopardy. c. D. D.
CONNECTED VAHES.
UrrrR Square: i. A sketch, 3. A slendermark. 3. A femimne
flame. 4. Tidy,
IXiWKK Square: i. A conjuncilon. 2. An animal. 3. 'I'he mace

ofthe nuimeg, 4, A charactcrin " lhe Ofd Curiosity Shop.”
From X to «, a measure; from 2 lo 3, linmaiion: from x 10 3, a
water-fuwl, jrssie tiiom as.

PRI.NIAE ACUOSTIr.

Ai.l of the words described coniain the same nnmber nf letters.

these aro rtghllv gnessed, nnd place<i one below tbc other, ihc

iniunl Ictiers will spell ihc fame of an Kngijsh rur.al festival which
occurs in Ociober.

Cross-words: |I. A fnbnlous monstcr with nine bunds, of which
the iniddic one wae iinmortal 2, A lyric poel of Methymna whosc
hfe ts said lo have bcen saved by tiolphins. 3. ‘I'hc bn»tbcr of
Romulits. 4. The goddcss of the hearth, 5. 'The btiilder of the

of her voice, 7. A fablcd gl.ant ofancient niylholngy, 8. A bcauil.
ful youth who nccompanied Hercules in the cxpcdili»n of ihc Argo-
nauis. 9. A coiistellation named aAer a celcomted hunter fii Greck
mylhology. 10, The daughterofi a kingof Colchts, who was cele*
br.ated for her skill in magic. 1». Onc ofthe Muses.

CVRIL BEANR

BUUIEIlI CTTIES.

In cach of the ninc following sentenees i* concealed tbc namc of .n
ciiv which is not [ii the United States, The ituiial letters of the ninc
citicswill.“uell tbe nameofanothercity which Isin the United States.

1. CaroUnedances w'ellon a smooth floor, but she can’t on a rough,
poor one, B

2. Wtien yon were in Rome was Lioncl Ill enough lo cause much
anxieiy ?

3. Recx eterually taiks nf the great things he is gning lo do.

4. We put very*coid, and ci‘cn Ic« water, on our plafiis, bitt It does
noi kil) thcm,

5. The editor said lo me, "M SS. ixqulrc the same rales of post*
age as letters.”

6. In spite of thcm all, 1 'm afraid yonr bulky letter will tiot I»c
mailed.

7. Am | cnslaved snch n bad habii?

8. 1 told Eugetne to putthe melén Ol jce lo cool,

9. The dam, as custom prescribes, is maclc of rocks and mortar,

M.o. M

PI.

Storher dan sethorr won bic gillwith schp

Ehl sady, thorluig leh susten tea”™ ibyc cowdr,
Dan remums mofrerb glcnod crolb spils

Dan .satyr? groihub blubcsi-slifed, nnd samon dualn,
Vasc hc'vn yb stifeth rcmr.aw rai vlccsced.

N,id, teasiing phofule ot meso shredicet browc,
Hes elis no lowslip ic>eth dafdc sieave,

Adn risie bel dol ruiles vero rofna rhou.



Each of the

nine small pictures

in the above illustration

may ben tescribed by a

word 6f five letters,

W hcn thesc aro righily

gucsscd and placed one

below ihe otiicr, in ihe

order here given. ihc

letters from t to 18 jas indicated in the accompanying diagram)

will spell the fiame of a very famous English archiicct who was
born on October 20, 1632.

ACROSTrC UIDDLE.

I WATCHBD myJirjl in lofty flicht,

W ith sweetest song tlU out ofsight.

My secoud, flying low, I found

W ith win” that did not leavc the ground,

My i/iir>z, whose wings wc cannot sce.

M ay yet cakc flight from you or me.

My /ortrih, though destiiiite of wings,

Fues high aloft but never sings.

Now, ifmyfirst you rightiy fiame,

You 'll find my initials spcil the same. b

MiMERICAT. ENMOIA.

1 AM composed of one hundred and nine letters, and am a four*Une
stanza, by Harton.

My ~6-72-2x-X4S5 is not right. My 40-57-45-96 are domcsiic
frjvrU. My 83-63-99-53 is a set of horses. My J0J-26-32-70-X5 is
favored. My 64-77-88-36-3-93 is a cupboard. My 97-8-63-47-68
U akijid of spice My x-24-43-291<10try. My 33-50-73-86 is a son®
of praisc. My 49-20-79-76-50-95 is a military term for Hstof om-
cers, My 12-69-55-17-108-,~1-22 is the careo of a ship. My 56-
102-10-58-84 is a high wind. My 8x-98-x09-71-63 is to desiruy.
My 42-2-9%X-38-74 is to nioan. My 35-x03-18-5-28 are treesofa cer-
tain kind. My 66-i00-x0fi-92 is a prognostic. My 3i-75-xd*9 i«

THE
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the opMslie of love. My 4i-67-i4-'07-fS is to doell.
50-10-7 isa mark of tlisimclio... My 1.-46-94 is coiupersationfor
Services. My 34-87-27 m » feminire nome. My 78-54-37-44"9
4-30 is in opposiiion to. My 82-i3-55-59-2;-6t-“ 4-8° 's ‘et)
far?c animal - Cornelia pusiber

My ?5-8s-

A nOLLOW SQI'ARE.

In the nbove hnliow sqnaro the vvntds read the same across and

“Vrom”~i“to a, to spriiikle; from 3 to 4, caciise;
saorcd hook of the Mohammodaiis;
biickle; from p to 10. having

ta, corrodes; from 13 lo 14, rambleih.

fmni 5 10 6, ihe
from 7 to 8, the catch of a

jenme m. thomas

CONtKAILE» TIALF-SQIIAHI!

In the following fivc senicnces are concealed five rvords_

sixih sentence is concealed asylb”~b f, and m YA
numeral. The words, syllable, and letter, whcn righily sciecied, may

In the

"AP'fff™rrlslo'rrt“fo?'in X Monday, she had be.ter b.,y her
IThM k~~ie tree well, and from the heaviesiladen limb I began

warreralLTP'Risselas ” a bat cntered the window and

“T Alkll'iridt'hcrT-.y, coy wavs, | like: bat Tom 1 .case, be-

en.ered the room every gnerr

"'1'"% ahily victorb'vicd wilh ihe viclorio.is valediclorian, and >io-
Icntly venlllated hcr venomous and vapid valor.

NEW YORK.





