‘“ Hector’s Inheritance,” a story of school-life, by Horatio Alger, Jr., will commence in our neXt number.
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A WONDERFUL CAPTIVITY.

A True Skeick.

BY CAPTAIN R. M. HAWTHORNE.

AMONG the multitude of incidents which mark
the history of the settlements of this country, we
are confident there is none more extraordinary and
impressive than the captivity of the little Quaker
girl, Frances Slocum, who, for more than half a
century, remained unknown to her friends.

As my readers know, the great massacre in Wyo-
Valley, by the Indians and tories, took
in July, 1778.

ming
place For many months after,
the settlements were exposed to danger. Ma-
rauding bands of Indians skulked into the val-
ley, like so many wolves, shot one or more
persons, as the case might be, and hurried back
into the wilderness, before the pioneers could
rally to punish them,

Just four months after the great massacre, a
party of Delaware Indians stealthily entered the
valley and made their way toward the residence
of Jonathan Slocum, where some of hi; children
were at play in the yard. One of the dusky
savages caught up a crippled son, when Mrs. Slo-
cum ran out and begged him not to take the
child, as he would be unable to kzep up with
Rather singularly, the Indian dropped
the little fellow and caught up his sister, little

them.

Frances, only five years old, who was trying to
hide under the stairs.

The mother begged, in the most piteous tones,
that little Frances might be spared, but the cap-
The last
sight which Mrs. Slocum had of the baby girl

tors were unmoved, and hurried off.

was when she was in the arms of the brawny
warrior, reaching out her chubby hands toward
her, and crying, *“ Mamma! mamma!”

That sorrowful picture never faded from the
memory of the mother through all the years
that followed.

There were three Indians who committed this
The fort was near at hand, and an
alarm was quickly given, but the captors made

outrage.

such haste to the mountains, that a vigorous
and persistent pursuit resulted in nothing.

Could the parents have been assured that
their darling child was dead, it would have been
an unspeakable relief, for all anxiety would then
have ended. But the belief that she was alive,
that she was a captive among the savages, that
she was pining for her mother, to whom she
stretched out her arms so appealingly when car-
ried away, kept the grief of her father and mother
as fresh and poignant, almost, as on the dread-
ful day when she was snatched from them.

About a month later, Mr. Slocum himself,
while at work with a couple of relatives, was shot
dead by another band of Indians, who killed his
father-in-law and wounded his nephew. The
latter succeeded in running to the fort, where he
gave the alarm, but the redmen were beyond
reach before any pursuit could be made.

Thus it came about that Mrs. Slocum, in the
space of a few weeks, lost her father and hus-
band, beside the other friends. She was almost
heart-broken over her afflictions. She mourned
her husband, who was one of the best of men,
but she knew he was gone to his reward, and
that, all in due time, she would join him.

Time reconciled her to her widowhood, but time
could not reconcile her to the loss of little Frances.
As the weeks, months, and years passed, the wound
still bled and refused to heal. In her sleep, she saw
the painted warrior, dashing away toward the moun-
tains, while her darling Frances still stretched out
her arms over his shoulder, and, with terrified looks,

called, ““ Mamma ! mamma !”

That piteous, pleading voice, was ever ringing in
her ears, and that supplicating figure was ever be-
fore her. Somewhere and within reach, she knew
I'rances was living, and across the unknown space,
through the long miles of wilderness and gloom,
came the infantile voice begging mamma to come
and take her in her arms.

Mrs. Slocum was blessed with dutiful and affec-
tionate children, and her sons became prosperous
business men. They shared in the sorrow of their
mother, though it is not to be supposed their grief
was as deep as hers. But they were tenderly at-

]
could to lift the burden of grief which was weighing

her to the earth.

In 1784, peace having been fully established, two
of the sons visited Niagara, and instituted inquiries
among the Indians gathered there, offering liberal
rewards for any information of the lost child.

These investigations were so thorough, that at the
end of several weeks the brothers started back home,
almost convinced that the girl was dead. Seven

years had passed since she was taken off, and not

“ of these captives, in quest of her little Frances, as

| she remembered her. Days were spent in this sad

i work, and among them all, the cherished and

| mourned child was not found.

| It'is not unlikely that at this very time, Frances

; was at no great distance from her mother, and could ‘

| have been produced within a few hours.

| The grief of the parent was such that her affec-
tionate sons were more than willing to do the ut-

i most in their power.

In 1797 the four brothers

| tached to her, and more than anxious to do all they Y the sorrowing mother anxiously scanning the faces l haps some one may be as kind to my poor little

Frances.”

The waif staid several weeks, but finally went
away, and no more was seen or heard of her.

At last the weary search of the mother came to an
end. She and her devoted sons had spent thousands
of dollars, and had traveled hundreds of miles in
quest of the loved and lost one, and now the sor-
rowing parent succumbed to her grief and years.
She lay down on her bed, and, surrounded by her
weeping relatives, quietly breathed her last.

It was 1n 1807 that she died, twenty-nine
years after her child was torn from her arms,
and carried away by the Indians.

‘*We shall meet by and by,” said the good
woman, as the shadows of death gathered around
her ; ““ my baby shall be restored to me, but she
is not yet ready. She is still on the earth, and,
my dear boys, never give up the search until you
learn her fate."”

The pledge was made by the sons, and, a few
days later, the body of their cherished parent was
placed in the grave.

Nineteen years later, that is, in 1826, Mr. Jo-
seph Slocum and his nephew made a long and
expensive journey to Upper Sandusky, led to do
so by learning that a converted chief had a
white wife, who they had some reason to sus-
pect was Frances. They were received and
treated with great hospitality, but quickly learned
that the woman was not their sister.

1t was now forty-eight years since Frances was
taken away, and during that time the hunt had
gone on. It would seem certain that, if the
woman were living, some trace must have been
gained of her. On the contrary, not a single
clew had been discovered. The brothers were
therefore fully warranted in coming to the con-
clusion that their sister was, and had been, dead
for many years. They had certainly kept their
promise to their dying mother, and had spared
neither money nor labor in prosecuting the search,
which was without the first shadow of success.

The anxious hunt was ended; they decided
that it was utterly useless to hope for tidings of
the lost one, and the mystery was left to the last
great day, when everything shall be made known.

Nine years more passed, and the captivity of
Frances took its place among the legends of the
sanguinary history of Wyoming, which is marked
by more extraordinary incidents than any epi-
sode in the settlement of our country.

And yet Frances Slocum was alive, and, as we
have stated, was several times in the very neigh-
borhood in which the search was pushed so per-
sistently for her. More than likely she knew of
these efforts, but chose to keep out of the way,
for her long residence among the Indians had
transformed her into one of those people in
every respect except that of blood. Perhaps,
after all, it was fortunate that the weary, sorrow-
ing parent and her child never met, the circum-
stances being as they were. With all her affec-
tion going out to the lost Frances, the poor
mother could never have borne the shock it
would have cost her to find the sweet child
changed to an Indian squaw, with the strongest
dislike for her own race and everything pertain-

LITTLE FRANCES STRETCHED OUT HER ARMS AND CRIED, **MAMMA! MAMMA !

the slightest trace was gained of her. It would seem

would be certain to bring forth the desired knowl-
edge. And yet, despite their failure, Frances was
alive at the time, and, beyond a doubt, many of the
Indians who denied all knowledge of her, could have
taken the brothers directly to her Indian home.

But the mother sadly shook her head when her
sons assured her that Frances must be dead.
would not believe her darling had left the earth until
she received unquestionable proof of the fact.

In 1788, ten years after the capture of the little
girl, the Slocums spent several months among the
traders and agents in the West, offering a reward of
five hundred dollars for any information of their sis-
ter's whereabouts, Not the slightest information
was obtained. The following year, Mrs. Slocum.
now an old woman, went to Tioga Point, where a

large number of Indians were assembled to make a
treaty of peace with Colonel Proctor. Many white

| prisoners were brought in; and one may imagine |

She 1

I'spent the entire summer in traveling among the |
i enlisting many hunters, scouts, and Indian agents in :
their service. =~ Wherever they heard of a white
| female captive (and, unfortunately, they were not |
| lacking), they examined into her history minutely,
i but without gaining the first particle of knowledge
| of the lost sister.

About this time, a young lady learning of the |
search for the girl, and believing she might be the
missing one, made her way to Wyoming, and pre-
sented herself before Mrs. Slocum. She said she
| was taken by the Indians, when a very small child,
Efmm some place along the Susquehanna. She
\ could not recall her name, but she hoped she might
| be the one who was wanted.

‘ One searching look of the mother told her that
|

this unfortunate was a stranger ; but her heart went
out in sympathy to the poor girl, whom she told to

stay with her as long as she pleased. |
*“ Thee is welcome,” said Mrs. Slocum, *‘‘dnd per- |

ing to civilization.
In the month of January, 1835, Colonel George

that if she were still among the Indians, the reward | western settlements, ‘offering liberal rewards, and | W. Ewing, in tie employ of the Government, was

dispatched to the West on business connected with
the Indians in that section. While thus engaged,
he approached one of their villages on a branch of the
Wabash, and, as night was closing in, and he felt
somewhat ill, he applied for hospitality, which was
cheerfully granted. He was sent to an Indian
dwelling, the most respectable in the village. Eat-

|ing a slight meal, he lay down in the corner of the

room on some blankets. He was somewhat restless,
and, after all the family had withdrawn excepting
the old woman who was the head of the family,
he closely studied her countenance.

The more he did so, the more he became con-
vinced, that, despite her surroundings and dress, she
was a white woman. The colonel spoke the Indian
tongue fluently, and finally put the question directly

| to her.

She answered him readily, and he was not sur-
prised when she admitted that she was of white
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blood. She added that she was carried away by the In-
dians when very small, and that her parents’ name was
Slocum. This was the first time she had ever revealed
this important fact in her history, through fear that her
white relatives would claim he But she-was now old
and feeble, and believing she Had not much longer to
live, she was willing that her relatives, if alive, should
learn the truth, and should come and see her,

The colonel knew nothing about the history of Frances
Slocum ; but accepting the statement given him, decided
to make the matter public, whereupon he wrote to the
post-master at Lancaster, Pa., stating what he had
learned from her.

This letter, in due time, reached the post-master at
Lancaster, who read it carefully, and came to the con-
clusion that it was a hoax. Instead of taking measures
to make its important contents known, he threw it aside,
and never referred to it. T'wo years later he died.

In overhauling his papers, his wife came upon the
letter, and carefully reading it, was so impressed with
its truthfulness that she sent it to the Zancaster Intelli-
gencer, in which it was published.

Rev. Samuel Bowman, a native of Wilkesbarre, and an
intimate acquaintance of the Slocum family, who knew
the whole story of Frances, on seeing the article imme-
diately mailed a copy of the paper to the brother, then
living in Wilkesbarre.

The whole community was thrown into excitement.
The information was so minute and accurate that no one
doubted the identity of the old woman living in Indian
Territory among the Miamis. The mother had gone to
her rest long before; but there were brothers, and
nieces, and nephews, who were anxious to go to the dis-
tant Frances, and see her before she died.

But two years and a half had passed since the letter of
Colonel Ewing was written. He stated that the woman
was feeblie, and did not expect to live long. It seemed
more than probable that she was dead, besides which it
was doubtful whether the colonel himself was still in
that part of the country.

But, without delay, J. J. Slocum, of Wilkesbarre, sent
a letter of inquiry to Colonel Ewing. To their delight,a
prompt reply came, stating that the woman was still liv-
ing at the Indian village, and would give them welcome.
T'he officer was much interested in the case, and wrote at
length, giving minute directions how to proceed after
reaching the vicinity of the village.

Immediately upon receipt of this letter, the two
brothers, Isaac and J. J. Slocum, and their sister, Mrs.
Mary Town, set out to see the lost Frances. On arriv-
ing at the rendezvous, they took with them an inter-
preter, and hurried forward to the residence of the old
woman.

When they walked into the house, they looked at the
figure of the woman sitting in the chair, with an intens-
ity of interest which can scarcely be pictured. They
saw nothing to remind them of the prattling little
Frances, who was carried away nearly sixty years be-
fore. 'They took her by the hand and greeted her warm-
ly, though the old woman showed no feeling, and spoke
few words.

What strange emotions must have thrilled the threce
aged persons, when they stood in the presence of the
sister whom they had not seen for fifty-nine years!

. There sat the little Frances of the long, long ago, who
stretched out her hands so impieringly to the agonized

could not do this, and tried his utmost to persuade her
go back home with him.

But this could not be done either, and finally, with
more emotion than she had yet displayed, she bade her
relatives good-by. The son-in-law of Frances assured
them, before their departure, that he would take affec-
tionate care of the old lady as long as she lived.

The Miami Indians moved West, as arranged by the
Government, and Frances Slocum found herself with
white settlers on every side of her. Though she was
assured that none of these should molest her or trespass
on her land, she was in anything but a pleasant situation.

Despite the pledges given her, and in accordance with
the invariable policy of the whites, they encroached upon
her land. She became alarmed, and believed they would
succeed in taking her house and all her property from
bher. Ata loss what to do, she begged her brother in
Wilkesbarre to come to her protection.

By this time, Mr. Slocum was so aged and feeble that
he felt himself unequal to undertake the journey. How-
ever, he was not the one to close his ears against such an
appeal, and the son of Isaac Slocum was dispatched
westward to take charge of her business.

Mr. Slocum's heart was moved with pity when he
found her. She was like a stranger in a strange land.
Her people had moved on toward the setting sun, and
the whites shut her in, like the sea encroaching on some
small island,

Though belonging to her race, they were strangers,
between whom and herself there was nothing in com-
mon. They looked upon her as simply an old woman,
who, through the sentimental legislation of Congress,
had been granted some peculiar privileges to w lnch in
justice, she had no valid claim,

The result was sure, and not long delayed. Like her
mother, who had gone on before, she drooped and soon
took to her bed, from which she never rose again. She
resolutely declined medical assistance, saying patheti-
cally that all her friends had left her. _She died March
gth, 1847, having passed the three score and ten years
allotted to humanity. She was given Christian burial,
prayer being made at her house, and her remains were
accompanied to the grave by a clergyman, where they
were deposited in the earth near the junction of the
Missisinewa and the Wabash, beside her loved chief and
children.

e
DANIEL’'S DISCIPLE.
BY KENNETH.

HALF-A-D0zEN schoolboys, down in the corner of the
school-yard, were talking in as low tones as are very casily
possible for half a dozen boys, and laughing very loudly,
to make up for unwonted quiet in conversation.

Another boy came up the walk toward them.

**There is Mat,"” said one ‘‘ Let’s have him go. He's
game.”’

‘* Hallo, Mat ! "’ called another.. ** Want some fun?”

** Hurrah for fun!” said Mat, jumping over the fence
into their midst. ** What's going on 2"’

* Oh, we're going to have some fan with * Silly Billy.’
He goes over the west hills after the cows every night,
just at dusk, and you know he believes in hobgoblins,
and fairies, and ghosts, ’en all that, and is awfully afraid
of offending ’em ; so we're going to appear to him in the
deep hollow over in the woods when he brings home the

ows—and—make hin think —we're the ghosts of his

TMOother WHem The dusky Delaware caught her in his
arms, and dashed away to the mountains with her ; there
was the innocent, prattling child, for whom the parent
searched up and down the earth for more than twenty-
nine years, and found her not ; there was Frances Slo-
cum, who, after baffling the most patient and minute
search for more than half a century, now voluntarily re-
vealed herself to a United States officer, who was the
means of making known the fact that she still lived.”

And could this be the lost sister ?

It was hard to realize that the stolid, wrinkled old wo-
man, sitting in the chair with her bare feet, her ears
filled with rings, her square jaws, and heavy, sodden ex-
pression, was the fairy-like Frances as the surviving
relatives remembered her.

Yes, it was she. She gave such straightforward an-
swers to the questions, that her identity was proven be-
yond the slightest shadow of a doubt. When asked her
childhood name, she shook her head—she had forgotten
it.

*“Was it Frances 7’ asked her sister. =

‘Then, for the first time, she showed something like
emotion. Her leathern coyntenance brightened up, and,
with a strange smile, she answered :

W Franca, Franca ; yes, yes,yes, Franca !

She was a widow with two daughters. The younger
had lost her husband, and the husband of the elder was
a half-breed. All showed the utmost respect and vene-
ration for the old lady. She treated the visitors hos-
pitably, but when she had answered their questions, rose
to her feet and went about her work. After a time, how-
ever, she appeared to feel more interest, and a long in-
terview was arranged.  She listened attentively to Mrs.
Town, who told her of the death of her father a few
months after, and the long, long but vain, search her
mother and brothers had made for her. But it was mani-
fest that she felt no sympathy for the sorrowing rela-

“tives who had suffered for so many years in vain.

The visitors remained three daysgand then departed
for their homes. Mr. Joseph Slocum was not quite sat-
isfied with his journey, and, in the autumn of 1839, he
took with him his two married daughters, and made a
second visit. Frances seemed to have lost her uneasi-
ness, and declared herself greatly pleased to meet her
brother again, especially as he brought his daughters
with him.

This visit was a long and memorable one. Frances
gave a full and minute account of her history from the
date of her captivity. This would not be especially in-
teresting, as the outline has already been made known.
It required but a short time for her to become a thorough
Indian, and while yet a girl, she dreaded above all things
a forced return to her relatives. Thus, as we have al-
ready said, it was fortunate that the sorrowing mother,
after the lapse of a few years, failed to find any trace of
her.

She was adopted by the Indians, and treated with
great kindness. She lived near the Genesee awhile, then
at Niagara, at Detroit, at Fort Wayne, and many other
points. She developed a strong affection for her rela-
tives, and offered her brother half her land if he would
move his family to the village and live with her. .He

grandmothers’ or a hobgoblin committee, or something.'} "
We'll have acres of fun, and make hira steal us some of
Biddy Dolan’s peaches,” said one boy.

** Dan Stone's‘got five face masks,”
“We're going to have them.
Daniel's band ? "’

Mat listened thh interest. He had had a part in
many such ‘‘ sprees,”” as the boys called them, and en-
joyed them as much as any one. He did remember how,
once, when he had been teasing Billy, coming home from
school, Billy’s little sister ran to meet them,

** Oh, have you boys been plaguing Billy again?’’ she
said. ** You wouldn't, if yeu knew how it makes mother
cry. Willy was so bright and pretty before he had that
dreadful fall, mother says. It 75 so mean and cruel of
you to tease him so.”

Mat promised then uever to tease Billy again. Here-
membered it now ; and he knew, too, that Biddy Dolan
depended upon the sale of her fruit to provide for the
winter, but in the excitement of the moment, and with
his eager love of fun, he was not ready to listen to con-
science, and was willing to join in the plan, when one of
the boy’s last words, ** Won’t we be a jolly Daniel's
band ? " brought him a new thought.

* Phil said he admired Daniel more than any other
hero of history, and Mist said Daniel was the kind of a
boy she liked," he said to himself, and then the resolution
flashed through his mind not to go.

1 won't go to-night, boys,” he said.
work out those examples.”

** Oh, hear bim, boys !

said another.
Won't we be a jolly

* I'm going to

He never studied a lesson out

of school hours in his life—that don’t go, Mat. Come
along, and don't be a goose.”
Mat found his excuse was not accepted. He remem-

bered a voice singing :

* Dare to have a purpose true,
Dare to make it known."”

“T'll do that, too,” he said to himself; and then to
the boys he said : ** I'll tell you boys wky T won't go. I
think it’s a mean thing to do. I've done such things as
often as you have, but I'm going to quit."”

There was a moment’s silence, and then Dan Stone
took off his cap, and bowing low, ** Parson Mat Dillon,
boys,” he said. Then the other boys began in a chorus
to cheer and shout.

** Let us leave him alone,”
meditate.”

Then they trooped off, calling back, one after another,
“Baby!” * Sissy!” *Parson Dillon!” *St, Mat!”
and other things, till they were out of sight and hearing.

All this was torture to Mat. He had been a leader
among the boys, and to lose their admiration and good
will was a hard thing for him to bear.

He walked away alone with his cheeks hot and ting-
ling, He was too proud to cry, but there was a disagree-
able choking in his throat,

*1 don’t care,” he said, switching the heads off the
mulleins by the way; **1 won’t give up, if they never
speak tome. T'll let '’em know they can't laugh me
down. Iknow I'm right, and Phil and Mist would be
glad.” g

said one; ‘‘ he wants to

A few months before, Mat had passed his vacation with
Phil Meriden, at the home of Phil’s grandfather.

One Sunday night, as they all—Grandpa Meriden,
Phil, Bess, Mist, Mat and little Ben—sat around the big
fire-place, Grandpa Meriden asked Mat what the lesson
at Sabbath-school had been that day.

INDIAN POISONS.

IT may be said to be almost an instinct among savages

! of various tribes to employ poisoned arrows in war, and

in hunting beasts other thanthose used for food. But the
mode of preparing these pmsons is not always known,

.and the investigations of a correspondent of the Reading

»
** Oh, about Daniel and those other fellows,” Mat an- | (Pa.) Eagle, among various Indian tribes, contains. many
| interesting details.

swered, carelessly.

It did not sounc very well for Mat to say ** those other
fellows ;" but like some other boys, he was quite apt to
say things that did not sound very well.

** And what about * Daniel and those other fellows 2" "
said Grandpa Meriden,

* 1 know about Danyel,” said Benny, from the rug
where he lay curled up, with his arms around dog Roque's
neck. **I know ’bout Danyel. He had lots of brovers -
an’ his brovers went off, som’er’s, to salt the sheep, an’
Danyel's father sent 'im to see why vey didn’t come
home, an’ vey see 'im coming, an’ vey say, * le’s kill 'im,’
cos vey was mad cos he dreamed dreams about ’em, and
had nicer clo’es 'n vey did.”

““No, Benny ; that isn’t it,”” said Bess.

*’Es, 'tis! An’ vey was all mean but one real good
brover, an’ he put Danyel in a pit, an’ when it got dark
he went to get him out, but ve ugly brevers had sold 'im
to peddlers when ve good brover was gone over ve hills
after a lamb 'at got lost—'at’s 7#, Bess."”

 No; that was Joseph, Ben,” said Phil.

‘"Es—Joses,” consented Benny, quite centent with
the change of names.

** Daniel was a hero,” said Phil, with emphasis. *1I
admire him more than I do any other hero of history.”

Mist knew that Mat was not a very good boy some-
times. She knew that, too often, others’ influence led
him to do things that he knew to be wrong.

But Mat's mother was dead, and his father, the cap-
tain of an ocean steamer, spent the most of his life on the
seas. Mat’s home was a boy's school.

Mist knew the difference between such a home and one
watched over by a good mother. She was sorry for Mat.
She was too woman-wise to tell him she wanted him to be

a different boy ; but she said—and knew he listened— |

‘ that Daniel was the kind of a boy she liked ; he was
not a coward—he dared do right in little things and in
great ones.”

Bess, striking a few tinkling notes on the piano just

then, began singing softly to herself :
* Dare to be a Daniel.”

First one, and then another took up a few notes of the
song, and at last all sang in a chorus:
** Dare to be a Daniel ;
Dare tofstand alone ;
Dare to have a purpose true,
Dare to make it known. »
Benny’s little pipe of a voice coming out behind, at the
end of every line with ** be a Da-a-uyel.”’

After the song, Grandpa Meriden talked with them
about daring to do right.

1t was that night, the song, and what Phil and Mist
had said, that Mat remembered that day I told you
about.

Perhaps you boys think this a very little thing that T
have told you of Mat. Well, that would be true, if Mat's
lesson in daring to do right had ended there ; but that
was only a beginning.

It is not in boys nature to be at enmity. long with each

other ; and, though for a whiie the boys were as torment- .

ing as boys know how to be, they really liked Mat too
well not to want to be friends with him, and after a time
they became as friendly as ever. But they never could
persuade Mat into doing what he thought wrong.

1 toughed it through once when they were all against
me, and I can do it again,” he used to say to himself.

When Mist sees Mat again, I think she will find he is
nearer the kind of a boy she likes than he used to be. He
is going soon with his father to learn to be a captain ;
and I know, that if sometime you cross the sea in his
ship, you will feel safer than you would if he had never
learned to dare to do right.

—— e ——
THE TOBOGGAN.

THE toboggan is the favorite article for coa ting with
the Canadians, and tobogganing was one of the grand
amusements and chief attraction at the Montreal carni-
val last winter, But the sober-minded, who are not car-
ried away with everything that is foreign or unusual, de-
clare that the curious thing is a very primitive means of
conveyance, and can no more be compared to a New
England “ bob” than a log *‘dug-out” to a paper
t¥.:shell;”? >

A toboggan was brought from Canada last February,
and placed on exhibition in the window of a drug-store
in this city, where it may still be seen, giving, amid the
occasional sultry foretaste of the coming summer’s heat,
a refreshing memory of ice and snow.

The toboggan is made from long, flat strips of hickory
of a thickness of from one-eighth to on rter of an
Jnch, and from 18 inches to 39 inches wug “according to
desire, while the length may vary from 3to 7 feet. The
long strips that are fastened together to make the de-
sired width, are turned up at one end, after the manner
of the old Dutch or * turn up” skate of-20 years ago.
Upon the toboggan may be placed a cushion or not, as
to choice. Generally there is a very good cushxon on
each. The séeering is done by the gentleman in charge
of the toboggan, who sits in the stern of the craft, with
his cargo of fair ladies in front of him. Some toboggans will
hold five or six adults very comfortably. . All who make
the trip get upon the toboggan, just on the brow of the
hill, or slide. The steersman is the last to embark. He
is supplied with sharp pointed hickory sticks, about four
inches long, one held in each hand. He is gently pushed
over the top of the slide with his freight of ladies. If he
finds his craft veer to one side, he strikes hard with one
of the sticks into the snow to brmg her stra)ght again.
All the time he and his toboggan are careering toward
the foot of the hill like the wind, and he must be clever
if he would not miss an upset.

His bevy of fair damsels do mot like to be upset and

¢ rolled unceremoniously over the generally frozen surface

of the hillside. Thus he exerts all his energies, and if
he is strong and clever, brings his craft safely to the hill
bottom. Then thereis a walk back in_themoonlight,
or the torchlight, to the summit of the hill, and the ride
is repeated. But while the steersman must know his
business in regard to the safety of his craft, he must also
be accomplished in the knowledge of how to upset the
toboggan into a soft snow-bank. Some of the jolliest of
the parties rather like to be suddenly hurled into each
other’s arms in that manner, and have their stout beaux
pull them out again. The advantage of the toboggan
over the bob-sled is, that on the former a spill means
only a shake or two. As the tobogganer skims along
with only an inch between his body and the snow, he has
not far to fall when the upset comes. Joe betide him,
though. should he run into a tree. few lives have
bleeu lost in this way by reckless and venturesome gen-
tlemen.

The first group to which reference will be._made,
consists of three poisons prepared by the Mogti,-
of Arizona. The first of these is called Ti-ki-le-
li-wi—poison ointment. Poison given internally to
cause death, whether in powder or liquid, has no
deumte name beyond its“being ** bad medicine.” The

‘ poison ointment” is prepared in this wise: A rat-
tlesnake is tormented until 1t bites itself, when the priest
of the ** Snake’Order " dips the arrow-point, as well asa
short portion of the shaft into the blood obtained from
the serpent. It is stated, that a wound from such an ar-
row will cause death in from three to four days under
ordinary circumstances.

The second variety is preparéd from the bumble-bee,
which, after being maddened by being disturbed in the
nest, and struck at by withes and branches, is killed.
The insects are then crushed in a stone mortar, where
the mass is thoroughly macerated, after which the arrows
are anointed in a manner similar to the preceding.
Wounds made by such arrows are not liable to cause
dangerous results, although they become exceedingly in-
flamed and very painful.

The third variety is prepared by crushing a number of
large red ants. This poisonis not neceisanly a fatal one,
though instances have been given on * Indian authonty :
The present writer has treated wounds causéd by this'in-
sect, in several instances, when great constitutional dis-
turbances resulted in a short time, followed by inflamma-
tion of an aggravated form, and sometimes accompanied
by delirium. The Indians state that if a man be
wounded with an arrow freshly poisoned, he will be de-
bilitated (after the first symptoms of excitement are over),
from which he may not recover for several weeks, or per-
haps a month. The last two substances may be prepared
by any one ot the tribe, as they are used in hunting, but
the first named is prepared only, as has been stated, by
the priest of the Snake Order, and 1s used in warfare
with neighboring Indians only.

The writer ha> witnessed the ceremony of preparing
rattlesnake poison among the Dakotas, as follows: A
rattlesnake was secured to the ground by means of a
forked stick, so as to prevent its escape, and yet not to
injure it. An assistant then pierced a deer’s liver, which
had been procured for the purpose, and upon msertmg a
short pole, thrust it toward the serpent, who repeatedly
buried its fangs therein. In this manner the venom was
secured, and when the snake refused to bite again it was
destroyed. The liver was then placed upon a tall, up-
right pole, where it was allowed to decompose, after
which it was crushed, and the arrows were dipped into
the mass and allowed to dry. Poisoned arrows are car-
ried in double quivers, and tied together with a black
band or piece of cloth to distinguish them from harmless
ones.

Apache arrows which have been properly besmeared
with poisons, are readily distinguished from the ordinary
weapons by the dark reddish brown coating over the an-
terior portion of the shaft, immediately back of the arrow-
head. The latter also presents the same appearance at
times, though were this the only portion to which poison
had been applied, there would be difficulty in identifica-
tion, as the arrow points are generally secured to the
end of the shaft by the liberal application of mesquite
gum, after which the sinew threads are applied for
greater security, The Shoshore and Banak Indian, of
western Nevada, prepare poison in the following manner :
An antelope or a deer is entrapped or caught by wound-
ing it, when a rattlesnake is brought and made to bite it,
The animal is immediately killed, and the blood collected
in a vessel procured for the purpose. Into this the ar-
rows are dipped and afterward allowed to dry, when they
are ready for use. The Pah-Utes, just south of the
Shoshones, remove the heart of a large mammal, and
place it lnto a Correspundmg cavity in the ground. Rat-
tlesnake fangs with the poison sacs, are then ground into
a pulp, with a horned toad or two, which mass is then
emptied into the cavity of the heart and allowed to de-
compose, 1he whole mass is said to dry into a tough
mass resembling caoutchouc. This is finally cut into
small pieces. In poisons prepared by the combination
of serpent venom-and decomposed organic matter, it is
not positively known which, if not both, of the substances,
acts as the toxic agent. Cdses thus far observed or re-
corded, have resulted in septiceemia and death. One in
particular, a mere scratch upon the shoulder-blade, died
in great misery in less than a week, though not before
the flesh had literally dropped from the back as far down
as the hips.

An intelligent Sisseton Dakota informed me that his
father had been a great Shaman in his time, and knew
all the ** secrets of the plants.”” He had a poison which,
if rubbed upon a bullet, would cause the bullet to strike
the desired object, if the gun was merely held in the
direction, without regard to accurate aim. Though, if
the hunter had once raised his weapon and failed to
shoot, the bullet would be worthless, unless again handed
to the Shaman.

Another mode of preparing bullets is by drilling small
holes into them with the point of a knife, into which has
been spread a paste made of the bark scrapings of the
cactus.

The Pitt River Indians prepare, at times, a mixture of
the juice of the wild parsnip and the decomposed liver of
a dead dog. This was also practiced by neighboring
tribes in California, although the custom appears to have
originated with the former, as far as can be ascertained
at this day.

Among the Southern Esquimaux, the body of a dead
whaler is cut into small pieces and distributed among his
friends who are of the same profession, each of whom,
after rubbing the point of his lance upon it, dries and
preserves his piece as a sort of talisman. The Kiatera-
mut, a tribe of the same stock, believe that to be success-
ful in whale-hunting, the body of a whaler must bé pro-
cured by murdering hlm when the fatty portions are re-
moved from the body and boiled, carefully skimming off
such fragments as may form a scum.zwluci are then al-
lowed to become putrid. The points of the weapons are
greased with this substance, which is considered to give
tl;:)m unfailing success in huming, both afloat and on
shore.

e

EVAPORATED MILK.

CoNDENSED milk has been before the public for many
years. It is unattractive in form, but convenient for
many purposes, and has had a large sale. Some city
grocers have been in the habit of buying it, and after ad-
ding more or less water (usually more), selling it as the
fresh commodity to those not over particular. An article
of that Sort is called ** pearl milk "’ from its peculiar lus-
tre, varying of course, as it may be of the first, second,
or third water.

But ** pearl milk ”” produces little, if any, cream, and
the taste is very inferior. To make ‘the condensed milk,
a heat of 230 degrees is employed, which is conslderably
above boiling, and kills the life of it, so to speak. But
by a new process the heat is only about 130 degrees, and
the product is called evaporated milk.

When the time of exposure to that moderate heat is
sufficiently prolonged, all the watery part of the milk is
driven off, and the remnant is a tough, solid mass,
creamy white in color, and much resembling a dried
chunk of wheat flour dough. This is granulated by arti-
ficial means ; a little fine sugar is added to make it keep,
and then it looks like corn-meal, and is called granulated
milk. The evaporated milk is only about half as near
solid as the condensed milk, but is very rich, and so lit-
tle affected by the process through which it has passed,
that, when water is added, the most delicate taste cannot
detecta difference between it and pure, natural milk ;
cream rises on it, and butter can be made from it. The
same desirable peLullantles belong to the granulated
milk. The evaporated milk is used in the Nursery and
Child’s Hospital, and on most of the steamship lines.
The granulated is made to keep in all climates, for any
desired length of time.
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NEPENTHE. !

THE north wind follows free and fills
Our rounding sail. and overhead
Deepens the rainless blue, and red

The sunset burns on quarried hills ;

And peace is over all, as deep

As where, amid the silent gloom

Of some far-reaching, rock-built tomb,
The nameless generations sleep ;

While, undecayed as on-the day
That saw them first, the kings of old,
In sculptured calm serene, behold
The slow milleniums pass away.

Still, far behind us, as we cleave
Smooth-flowing Nile, the din of life
And passionate voices of the strife

Are hushed to silence, and we leave

The cares that haunt us, dark regret
For wasted years, and wild unrest,
Yearning for praise or pleasure, blest

With life’s last blessing—to forget.

For still in Egypt’s kindly air,

Strong antidote of mortal woes,
_The painless herb, Nepenthe, grows,
Which she whom fair-haired Leda bare

Mixed in the wine, and stilled their pain
Who wept in Spartan hills for sire
Or brother wrapped in funeral fire,
Or wandering o'er the boundless main.

A Vuvagﬁﬁ?ﬁﬂd Coast;

OR,

Jack Bond's Quest.
By FRANK H. CONVERSE,
Author of ' Harry lale's Log Book,” ‘' Blown out to
ea,

“ Strange Fortunes of Max Penhurst,”
“ Darcy,” elec.

CHAPTER XXII.

A sorT of misty vapor covered the surface of the Logos
River, through which the sun, now nearly overhead,
shone with an intense heat, like a great ball of fire. The
heat was intense—almost unendurable,

An unearthly, brooding silence seemed to possessriver
and shore alike.

Smith glanced out from beneath the awning, as Gun- |
flint’s canoe disappeared in the mist wreaths. |

**Shouldn't wonder if we had a tornado, before its |
through,’ he said, careless but neither Jack nor Dick |
paid much attention to his words, they were too much ‘
absorbed in the novel scene which was taking place on 1
deck.

Brady had resumed the trafficking with the natives,
which had apparently been interrupted by the appear-
ance of the two strangers.

Piled up on the after-house, was a marvelous variety
of what New Englanders sometimes term ‘* notions.”
There were red woolen nightcaps, bright-colored prints
of the coarsest texture, boxes of tobacco, pipes, packages
of many-hued beads, rolls of brass wire, looking-glasses
in fancy frames, crimson umbrellas and yellow silk hand-
kerchiefs, shaky-looking flintlock muskets, and cans of
coarse gunpowder—dear me, I can't begin to enumerate
the curious conglomeration of articles for this practical
exposition of the ** Exchange and Barter "’ system.

And for them, half-naked Kroos, men from Ashantee
and Dahomey, Mandingoes, and a few of the strange Fan
tribe, were bartering bunches of palm-nuts, elephants’
tusks, sticks of ebony and cam-wood, lumps of beeswax,
antelope horns, leopard skins, and fruit.

Others had gray parrots, monkeys, a mongoose, or a
ground-pig, while one enterprising gentleman had two
large snakes in a long, covered wicker basket. And all
of them showed the unmistakable result of contact with
civilization, in that they invariably began by asking just
about double the value of the article offered for sale,
coming down to a price which would net the factors
about a hundred per cent. profit, by gradual stages,
punctuated by pathos.

The scene was, indeed, a strange one ; and for a time,
Jack and his friend found sufficient occupation in watch-
ing the strange gestures, and listening to the barbarous
dialect, which Brady and Smith both understood and
spoke fluently.

Highly amused were they with the antics of a big,
blue-faced baboon which, chained to the rail, was making
strenuous efforts to grasp the tail of a melancholy-look-
ing monkey, whose fur was of a golden-reddish hue,
which species, Smith told them, was a remarkably rare
one, as they are said to live and die in the tree tops,
never descending to the ground on any pretext what-
ever.

Poor monkeys! As a race, they certainly must come
to look upon men as their natural enemies. They are
mutilated in monkey-traps, mangled by dogs trained to
hunt them while they are nat-hunting on the ground,
shot with poisonous arrows and death-dealing bullets,
and captured alive, to be carried far away from their
native home. I really don’. see how they can be so
light-hearted.

But whjlc our. friends had been thus employed, it
seemed to be growing gradually darker, and Brady,
glancing up, suddenly gave some quick, sharp orders to
two or three powerful Kroomen.

In a twinkling, the hatches were off, and the merchan-
dise hurried below, while at a peremptory command from
Smith, the natives threw, their undisposed articles into
their several dug-outs, and paddled toward the shore.

The awning was hurriedly unlashed and placed in a
place of safety, tarred tarpaulins spread over the hatches,
and everything * made snug,” as though for a gale at
sea.

Dick and his companions gazed with awe at the strange
aspect of the sky. Against the western horizon was a
dense cloud-bank, arching in shape, and rising with ter-
rible rapidity, while with it came a chilling blast of wind,
strangely contrasting with the stifling sultriness of a few
moments previous.

The surface of the river seemed to grow as black as
ink, from the reflection of the over-arching sky of gloom.
The muttering of thunder along the horizon grew louder
and nearer. Flashes of lightnirg, of strange lividity—
rose-colored, blue, and, I had almost said, crimson—shot
from cloud to cloud, growing more and more intense.

Dick jumped into the boat,and hurriedly passed up
the guns, blankets, and provisions, which were handed
down into the cabin, whither Dick himself, half-stunned

by the crashing thunder, quickly followed,

But the scene had a strange fascination for Jack. He
lingered a moment, with his hand on the open com-
panionway slide, when, with a roar, to which -the thun-
der peals were as nothing, the tornado was upon them!

The air was filled with driving branches, leaves, dry
grass, bits of bark, and, it is an actual fact, that for four
or five minutes, the crashing of thunder, directly over-
head, was utterly drowned by the rush and roar of this
mighty wind ! :

The Iighming itself streamed in every direction, It
hustled sideways through the air, or in terrible zigzags
across the black, arching dome ; and, not unfrequently,
seemed to rise from the earth itself, with crackling de-
tonations !

And then the rain drove Jack below. And such rain.
The down-pour on deck was deafening. Dick attempted
to make his friend hear, but it was impossible.

And so the four sat dumbly in the close cabin, their
pale faces looking ghastly enough by the continual
flashes of electricity which lit up the dark interior witha
continuous glare.

The slaver tugged and groaned at her anchors, but
they had too long been bedded in the soft mud of the
river to yield. The strange noises produced by the
grinding and working of the chain in the iron hawse-
pipes, might have been the cries and groans of the tor-
tured souls and bodies which formerly had known the
agonizing torments of the slaver's hold.

3ut after some half hour of this new experience, there

began a marked cessation of the thunder and wind, while !

a few minutes later, it was evident that the rain was
growing less violent, finally, ceasing altogether.

* Thank goodness, that’s over, till the next time,"”
ejaculated Smith, drawing his sleeve across his face,
which was covered with perspiration, as he followed
Brady on deck, Jack and Dick coming up directly after-
ward.

** Why, you don't have such things very often, I
hope,” exclaimed Dick, looking about him at the
changed face of the landscape with wonder, not unmixed
with awe.

Great broken masses of cloud were driving across the
sky, admitting the broken streams of golden light from
the setting sun to penetrate here and there, tinging the
edges with crimson and gold. The face of the river was
strewn with the floating limbs of trees and similar débr7s
from the shore. On the river banks, massive palm trees
were prostrated—torn up by the roots, or twisted round
like immense corkscrews.

** Often ? " replied Smith, in answer to his questioner ;
*“well, it's about this way—the rainy season begins to-
ward the last of July, and ends in October, and in that
time we generally have two or three little blows of this
kind, sometimes more.”’

Which gave both his hearers the impression that there
might be safer and pleasanter places in the world to live
in than on the Guinea coast.

CHAPTER XXIII.

WHILE the awning was being re-spread over the deck
by the Kroomen, who had remained sheltered in the fore-
castle during the tempest, Dick proceeded to bail out
their boat, which was nearly full of rain-water.

* No matter how soon Gunflint comes back from the
Sea Witch now,’" said Jack, regretfully ; ** we shall have
to stop on board here all night, but we will arrange to
get off the first thing in the morning.”

** Well, boys,” Brady said, in a tone of affected hearti-
ness; ‘‘ now, we'll go below and get some supper—what
do you say ? "'

Both being very hungry, there was but one answer to
make, and they unhesitatingly followed their entertain-
ers into the forward cabin, where a table, covered by a
not overclean cloth, was spread for four. The dishes
were all of the cheap, heavy china-ware peculiar to a
ship's pantry ; but neither Jack or his companion were
disposed to be fastidious. Particularly, as when they
had seated themselves, a slender Krooboy entered, bring-
ing from the galley a large, covered tureen, from which
issued a most appetizing odor.

** I never tasted anything so good in all my life,” en-
thusiastically exclaimed Dick, as, after a brief silence,
only broken by the clatter of spoons and dishes, he passed
his plate for another installment of the rich stew, which
was composed of some deliciously flavored game, slightly
seasoned with garlics and red peppers.

Mr. Smith helped Dick bountifully. But what caused
the youth, as he prepared to plunge his spoon into the
stew,to give vent to a sudden exclamation of horror,
and with a terror-stricken face, to spring from his seat ?

‘ Hallo ! " exclaimed Mr. Brady, with his mouth full ;
* what's up—stung by white ants, eh >

But Dick’s trembling lips could frame no answer.
With a face of marble pallor, he pointed his shaking fin-
ger toward his untasted food.

Well, it wwas a startling sight. If it were not the de-
nuded skull of a very small child which lay in the rich
gravy, it bore so close a resemblance to it as to cause
Jack himself to echo his friend’s exclamation, and drop
his spoon into his plate very suddenly.

! exclaimed poor Dick, with a hollow

** Cannibals!
groan, pressing his hand on the pit of his stomach, as he
remembered Skipper Lombard’s reference to some of the
peculiar characteristics of the people inhabiting this part
of the world.

Smith and his partner stared for a moment at the hor-
ror-stricken youth, glanced at his plate, and then simul-
taneously indulged in such an outburst of laughter, that
Bung-starter, the Krooboy cook, who was preparing the
coffee in the galley, clapped his hands to his ears.

“Dey drunk berry early,” muttered Bung-starter,
whose melodious name—as in the case of all Kroomen or
Krooboys employed by whites—had been substituted for
his native cognomen—that being hard to pronounce.
Thus, in a crew connected with the lighter which brought
our cargo alongside a bark in which I made a voyage to
Cape Salmas, there were respectively Messrs. Stove-
pipe, Beeswax, Victoria, State House, Mulligatawney
Soup, and Tooth-brush—eccentricity rather than appro-
priateness, being used in the bestowal of these sweet-
sounding appellations.

** You—you—never ate any monkey-stew before, young
man, did you 2’ faintly gasped Brady, whose face, be-
tween uproarious laughter and the fact of a spoonful of
soup having gone down the wrong way, was of a lively
purple.

And Dick, whose pallor now changed to the hue of a
boiled lobster, dropped into his seat muttering some-

thing inaudible, while Jack resolutely choked down his
mirth and a very slight shudder, and then passed his
plate for more stew, for, in reality, there is no more de-
licious game stew (particularly when one is very hungry)
than that prepared from a young and tender monkey.

Pending the bringing in of coffee (grown within twenty
miles of the river), Mr. Smith and his partner plied both
Jack and Dick with artfully-put questions, hoping to
draw from them the information which they sought.

I need hardly say that they met with no success,
though the evasive replies which were given, satisfied
the inquisitive questioners that their two guests Zad a
secret of some kind, regarding their errand to the Logos
River.

** Confound that boy—why don’t he bring in coffee ! "’
exclaimed Brady, starting up from the table and making
his way to the galley.

He was gone some time, and, during his absence, Mr.
Smith urged both Jack and Dick to refresh themselves
with a glass or two of palm wine from a bottle which
stood on the table.

Jack steadfastly refused. ‘I never touch liquor in
any form, Mr. Smith,” he answered, firmly.

Simply from motives of curiosity, Dick put his lips to
his glass. The taste, as he afterward described it, was
something like raw turnips steeped in sweet oil, and
strained through a chair-bottom, But as he has a some-
what vivid imagination, this must be taken with a grain
of allowance, though to the foreigner it has by no means
an agreeable taste. Its preparation is very simple. A
naked Krooman swarms up the smooth palm trunk by
means of a circular bark withe and his own monkey-like
hands and feet. At the proper height he taps the tree,
secures a gourd in position to receive the fluid, leaves it,
and calls again next morning to find a gourd full. It is
allowed to ferment, and is rcady for use.

In a short time, Brady returned to the cabin with a
tray, on which was a coffee-pct and some cups.

** That confounded Krooboy has laid down for’ard and
gone to sleep, and left e to get the coffee ready,” he
said, with a shrug of his shoulders. Which Jack and
Dick thought was really very kind in Mr. Brady, who
had by no means the appearance of geniality or good
nature.

Mr. Brady excused himself from coffee. Palm wine,
he said, was good enough for him ; but the frequency
with which he emptied and filled his glass, led his two
guests to secretly doubt whether it was good for him or
not. Smith, after receiving a sly touch from his part-
ner's boot remarked that coffee always made him nervous,
and he himself would try a little cape brandy, which he
was obliged to sometimes use, medicinally, to ward off
the coast and intermittent fevers, which were so preva-
lent in those parts

The coffee was delicious, slightly bitter, it is true, but
that, as Mr. Brady elaborately explained, was due to the
absence of milk.

** Of course, Gunfl'nt will be back before long, with
our ‘credentials,” remarked Jack, lightly, as he arose
from the table ; ** an.. I suppose we can get away as early
as we like in the morning.”” And Mr. Brady apologeti-
cally assured them that there would be no trouble on that
score—he was only sorry that his duty, etc., etc.

** Well," said Dick, with a prodiéious yawn ;' I move
that we turn in, for I'm getting tremendously sleepy.”

Jack was of the same opinion, being also similarly
somnolent, Likewise acquiesced Messrs. Brady and
Smith, and preparations were made accordingly.

The air, though cooled by the rain, was far too sultry
to admit of sleeping in the close cabin. A drowsy-look-
ing Krooman was summoned, who proceeded to sling four
hammocks, each with its appropriate mosquito netting,
under the awning aft, in which the four severally be-
stowed themselves.

Hardly had Dick and Jack touched their own ham-
mocks, before both were fast asleep. For the thoughtful
Mr. Brady, fearing perhaps, that the strangeness of their
surroundings might keep them awake, had mingled with
the coffee a few drops of a liquid expressed from the
Jayar root, which has the effect of producing a sleep al-
most as profound as the sleep of death, for an hour or
two, without any ill effects arising from its use.

CHAPTER XXIV.

As soon as the heavy breathing of Jack and his com=
panion betokened the soundness of their sleep, Brady
slipped from his hammock, while Smith sat upright in
his own.

** That Bond chap has some papers in a pocket on the
inside of his shirt—I saw the ends of them when he un-
fastened his shirt-collar in the cabin because it was so
warm,’’ said Brady, in a low tone, as he thrust his naked
feet into a pair of well-worn slippers which he had kicked
off on retiring.

S Well 27

*“Well,"” impatiently repeated the other; *‘don’t it
stand to reason that they wouldn't be starting out this
way without some written directions, or instructions, or
description of the place where they're going to hunt for
dust—and isn't it likely that these instructions or what-
ever they are. would be in the papers I saw 2 "’

Mr. Smith feebly scratched his head, and admitted the
possibility of this, ** but what—""

An angry gesture silenced him. Stealing to the side
of Jack’s hammock, Brady lifted the mosquito-bar, and
stood motionless by his side for a moment listening to
his breathing.

The surface of the river glowed like molten silver un-
der the rays of the tropical moon, rendering everything
plainly visible upon the slaver's deck.

Jack lay with his head pillowed on one arm, his broad
chest rising and falling in regular, though unusually
long, and deep inspirations.

Softly unfastening the bosom of his rough, woolen
shirt, Brady took from an inside pocket, where he had
placed them before leaving the Sea Witch, Captain
Bond'’s letter and the rough chart of the Logos River, on
which were written the brief instructions already known
to our readers. ¥

Stepping to the rail, he beckoned to Smith, who hur-
ried to his side.

Unfolding the letter, Brady read it in an undertone.
Its contents are, of course, familiar to our readers.

“ Well, I'm blowed!" exclaimed Smith, under his
breath, as Brady, with a triumphant look, asked him
what he thought zow, and carefully proceeded to exam-
ine the chart, the contents of which he carefully fixed iu
his mind,

Then returning to the hammock, he replaced the pa-
pers, rebuttoned the unconscious youth’s shirt-collar,
readjusted the mosquito-bar, and, accompanied by his
wondering partner, went forward, and taking his seat on
the heel of the bowsprit, prepared for a smoke.

‘** Smith,” said Brady, applying a match to the bowl
of his pipe; *‘ you're a pretty smart sort of chap, but
you’ll never set the river afire, when it comes to study-
ing up the whys and wherefores.”

Smit.a was heard to utter an apologetic murmur,

‘* Directly I saw the shovel and pick in the boat,” con=
tinued Brady ; ‘T knew that something was up, and
then, when they came to tell their story, I was sure of it.
I've always known that somewhere in the vicinity, there's
gold dust by the quantity—old Gunflint said as much once
when he was drunk ; but if a nigger knows of such a
place, he's so afraid of old King Njabi, that he don’t
dare take only so much, lest the king put the fefick on
him. And so, putting one thing and another together,
I somehow got the idea that Bond, who used to come
down here in an old Boston bark, had managed to get on
the track of something of the kind, and sent the boy
down, or, if he's dead, left directions for him how to find
it, and T guess by the look of these papers, that I'm about
right.”

“You are a sharp one,and no mistake, Jim,” ex-
claimed Smith, taking his pipe from his mouth, with a
look of admiration at his companion, and Mr. Brady’s
expressive silence seemed to give a modest assent to this
involuntary tribute of praise.

** But, Jim ; how do you mean to manage it ? " asked
Smith, after a short silence ; * their vessel lays below,
and I suppose it wouldn’t do to--""

He did not complete his speech in words, but with a
quick gesture, touched his bare throat with the side of
his hand.

* Of course it wouldn't,” was the quick reply;** I've
thought out an easier and safer way. You see,” Brady
continued, with a grin ; ** I told old Gunflint, on the sly,
that he needn't come back till I sent him word. Well,
in the morning—not having heard anything from my
young friends’ vessel, don’t you see—-my duty won't al-
low me to let them go till I &o hear. Of course I'm very
sorry, but I can’t run the risk of losing my position, and
all that sort of thing—see ? "’

Mr. Smith &id see, and smiled his approval.

* And then, what?" he asked, knocking the ashes
from his pipe.

* Well,” returned Brady, tugging thoughtfully at his
bushy whiskers ; ** I think I shall borrow their boat, for
a while, and then have a couple of the Krooboysrow me
up to the forks of the river, and see what there 7s there,
anyway.”’

‘“ But then the Yankee chaps will know that the whole
thing is a put-up job, when they see you going off with
the boat,” suggested Smith, dubiously ; **and if there
should be any more complaints against us carried to
headquarters, it would be pack and go—you know what
old Drummond said the last time when—""

* You just leave it to me,” confidently interrupted his
partner, and there the colloquy ended, both soon after
returning to their hammocks.

By early dawn, Jack and his friend were stirring. A
slight dizziness in the head of each being the only effect
of the narcotic which they had unconsciously swallowed
the evening previous, and this they attributed to the
strength of the coffee itself.

Taking it for granted that Gunflint had returned with
the required message, they brought their guns, blankets,
and provisions from the cabin, and placed them in the
boat which was towing astern, just as Messrs. Brady and
Smith turned out of their hammocks.

* Oh, I say, Bond," called the former;* I'm sorry,
but I've heard nothing from your vessel yet, and of
course it won't do to let you leave until I o hear some-
thing, you know.”

But Jack, though generally unsuspicious of evil, was
not so easily duped. Despite the speaker's apparent
frankness, there was a false note to his voice, and, ad-
ded to this, was a half-malicious leer on Smith’s sallow
face, as he stood beside his partner.

The same thought seemed to strike Jack and Dick
simultaneously.

** Any one would think you wanted to detain us here

for some purpose of your own,” Dick cried, hotly.

** And if it 75 so,” exclaimed Jack, in his haste making
use of a vulgar but expressive figure of speech; ‘‘you'll
find that you've got the wrong pig by the ear—cast off
the boat’s painter, Dick, and haul her up !

His companion sprang toobey. Smith shouted some-
thing in a barbarous tongue which brought four Kroomen,
who had been asleep on deck, to their feet, and Brady
seized Jack roughly by the shoulder, all at one and the
same time.

But Jim Brady had mistaken his man. In times of
excitement Jack Bond's muscles were like flexible steel,
and his strength in due proportion. Turning sharply,
he shook his opponent off with the utmost ease, sending
him staggering against Smith.

** Quick with the boat, Dick !’ he shouted, now thor-
oughly aroused ; but alas, the knot by which the painter
was made fast in the ringbolt, had become swollen by the
rain, and, while Dick madly tore at it,a big Krooman, at
a sign from Brady, pulled him away.

Almost beside himself with rage and excitement, Jack
drew his sheath-knife, intending to cut the boat’s pain-
ter, when Brady, with an oath, grasped his arm.

*You wis// have it, will you?’ muttered Jack, be-
tween his clenched teeth, and, suddenly changing his
knife to his left hand, he dealt Mr. James Brady such a
straight-out blow with his right, that the party in ques-
tion went backward on deck with the worst attack of
nose-bleed that he ever had in his whole life.

** I never struck any one in anger, before or since, for
I don’t believe in fighting,” parenthesized Jack, in tell-
ing me the story long afterward ; ** but, do you know, I
think at that time I could have held my own against the
whole lot of them, if they had given me fair play—why,
Ifeltas if 1 had the strength of Samson for a little
while !

‘Whether he could have done so or not is uncertain,
for they didn't give him fair play.

While Dick was struggling with the Krooman  who held
him in his powerful grasp with the utmost ease, another
of them stole up from behind, and suddenly pinned
Jack’s arms to his side, with the grip of a giant.

** Shove 'em down under hatches !’ shouted Brady, in
a voice hoarse with wrath, as he held on to his nose with
both hands, and pranced round the deck using language
of the strongest description ; ** I'll learn ’em to insult a
—an official in her Majesty's service !’

And almost before they could realize what had hap-
pened, Dick and Jack, overpowered by numbers, were
hurried amidships and dropped into the holl, the clang
of the iron hatch-bar pushed in place across the hatches
overhead, sounding in their ears with ominous suggest-
iveness.

(70 be continued.)

** A Voyage to the Gold Coast’’ commenced in No. 16.
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THE DYNAMITE CRIMES.

THE discoveries of modern science have been of
great advantage to labor. They have furnished it
with tools and materials, which relieve the burdens
of toil and vastly increase its products. But these
very useful discoveries have also brought their evils.
They have put new and dangerous weapons into the
hands of the ignorant and the vicious. They have
exposed human society to fresh dangers. With
electric lights and motors, and talking apparatus,
come increased peril of conflagrations and new
hazards to human life. After the improved explo-
sives, like dynamite, follow the secret and fatal
mines of leagues of cut-throats and robbers.

Four of the great civilized countries of the world
—England, France, Russia, and Italy—have re-
cently suffered from dynamite panics. Buildings
have been blown up, railway trains assaulted, and
lives, as well as property, destroyed. Queen Victo-
ria, of England, like the more despotic Czar of Rus-
sia, has been made the object of murderous threats.
Public men and public offices, as well as persons
of wealth, have been assailed by the deadly weapons
provided by science. The whole world has waked
up to the fact that the safety of society is in peril.

It is not a pleasant reflection that the fruits of
human skill are thus perverted to serve human vil-
lainy. It seems to be one of the stubborn facts in
life that increase of knowledge makes it easier for
men to ruin themselves if they will. That has been
true ever since Adam and Eve ate the forbidden
fruit. Young people soon discover that the more
they learn the more capable they are of mischief.
But here the restraints of religion and conscience
come in. It is to these that Christian nations owe
their superiority to the heathen. With the increase
of power that knowledge gives, every true-hearted
person will more carefully watch and guide his
actions.

But the dynamite outrages are the work of per-
sons of little conscience. Many of {hese plotters act
on the theory that they are oppressed by their gov-
Our forefathers be-
lieved in such resistance, but it was open and manly.
They did not make use of the plots and engines of
the secret assassin. But most of these dynamite
users are thorough-going vagabonds—men whose
theory is ‘‘good pay and no work,” persons who
hate such of their fellows as are more industrious
and successful than themselves. Against these, and
their new and dangerous weapons, society must take
severe measures.

ernments, and must resist.

—— e
POLITENESS IN THE STREET.

A GOOD story is told of Governor Lincoln, of Mas-
sachusetts. Some seventy or eighty years ago he
was crossing Boston Common, when he met a flock
of geese. The old gentleman was very near-sighted,
and made a comical mistake. He saluted the geese
very gravely and courteously, with the remark :
““Thank you, my children ; very polite of you to
bow, I'm sure.”

Perhaps in those times, children were trained to be
more polite in the streets than they are at present.
There is too much rudeness on the part of young
people now-a-days. The fault, however, may not
be altogether with them. We know a gentleman
in a certain town, who takes great pains to bow to
all the boys and girls whom he meets. The result
is that all the youngsters have a salute for him. If
he happens not to see any of the little folks, they
shout out their *‘ good mornings,” to attract his at-
tention. All grown-up people are not so consider-
ate. The boys and girls would do well to give some
of them a lesson in manners.

——.—,————
VWHAT TO IMITATE.

THERE is no man living who should be imitated
in everything. If he have no open sins or apparent
faults, there will at least be some oddity of action
which, by itself, is petty, however great the actor.
Notable instances of this may be found in the life of
Samuel Johnson, by his admirer, Boswell. Among
others, when he passed several posts or slats in a
fence, he was in the habit of striking each with his

cane. If he missed one he would go back and hit it.
Now, Dr. Johnson was a great man, and deserved
to be imitated in some things, but if one should
wish to write a great dictionary (as he did), and
should begin to lay his foundation by pounding
fence posts, what would you expect 2 What we imi-
tate in those whom we take for patterns, should not
be their littleness of action but their greatness of
purpose,

TRYING TO HELP OURSELVES.

THE mother of Saint-Simon, a famous French-
man, foreseeing the death of his father, labored to
develop her son’s force of character. She used to
say to him continually, ‘‘Be good for something !”
Her design was to make him feel a sense of per-
sonal responsibility, and to be capable of something
on his own account. This is the true method of
education. Many young people grow up in compar-
ative helplessness because they have always leaned
upon their parents. They have never thought for
themselves nor acted for themselves. It would be a
surprising thing in many families, if the children
began to assume little tasks and duties without the
express command of their elders.

Happily, it is not always so. There are some
boys and girls who begin very early to say to them-
selves: ““ Well, I am not placed in this world just
to be waited upon and told what to do. There are
some duties which belong to me, and some things
that I ought to think out for myself.” If they do
not precisely say all this to themselves, they act on
this principle. Much is said about ** self-made men,”
and in our country such men are held in great
esteem and honor. Now these men, it will always
be found, began very young to think, and decide;
and act for themselves. Their sense of responsibility
was thus awakened, and they became resolute and
capable. That was the secret of their success.

Every well-trained child should be put upon his
own resources as fast as is prudent. Young people
will find themselves improving rapidly as soon as
they begin to try getting on without constant help.
When a scholar says he did so and so in arithmetic
‘‘because the rule says so,” or ‘‘to get the answer,”
it is easy to see he is not thinking for himself.
When a lad replies that he is doing such and such
a thing ‘‘because mother told me to,” when he
ought to have thought of it himself, we say he is
far from being a little man. It isin the power of
all to ‘‘be good for something ” themselves if they

try.
—_——

NOT LEARNING FROM EXPERIENCE.

How strange it is, when we think it over coolly,
that people are so indifferent to the experience of
others. It is often provoking to the older folks to
see how carelessly the boys and girls receive their
advice. ‘‘Now, boys, you ought to do that thing
thus and so,” some anxious father will say, and then
he will add that he used to do it so when he was
a boy, and that was the best way. But, just as
likely as not, when the father is out of sight, the
boys will do it after their own fashion though it be
the wrong way, and some mishap may grow out
of it. It is especially true in respect to bad habits,
and it is unfortunate that it is so, for we might save
ourselves much trouble by heeding the experiences of
those who have gone before us.

A remarkable accident happened in the Alps last
summer, which is very much to our point. Early in
the season a man was walking from one town to an-
other in Upper Savoy, on a path which skirted the
side of a fearful precipice.
manded a fine view, his curiosity took him too near
the edge. He fell into the abyss and was killed.
Whereupon, in accordance with the native custom,
a wooden cross was erected at the place in memory
of the victim, and as a warning to others. Some
weeks later a Turin merchant was walking along
the path in company with two monks. Arriving at
the cross, he exclaimed: ‘‘I don’t see how poor
Lansard lost his footing here, and still less, how he
could have fallen over. Did he not see that rocky
point beyond the cross?” As he spoke, he ad-
vanced toward the point to show the monks how
easy it was, when, suddenly, over he went head-
long down the precipice, before a hand could be ex-
tended by his companions to save him. Half an
hour later, the monks found him, just expiring in
great agony, at the bottom of the gorge.

At one spot which com-

—— g s
SLANG.

WiITHOUT careful consideration, one cannot gain a
realizing sense of the extent to which ordinary con-
versation is interlarded with vulgarisms of speech.
Expressions are continually heard that indicate a
sad ignorance of the dictionary or a preference for
uncouth phraseology, nor are they confined to the
illiterate. That this vitiated taste is not innate, the
fact that children, for the greater part, are correct
in their language, sufficiently attests.

Charles Mackay, in his ** History of Popular De-
lusions,” devotes a chapter to these vulgarisms. To-
day, their number is such that a volume would be
necessary to the mere mention of them ; for the vo-
cabulary of slang is almost illimitable. And what
recommends it to favorable regard ? Is it especial-
ly forcible, clear, witty ?

An attractive young woman is a ‘‘stunner,”
and one’s father is the ‘‘ governor.” When a per-
son pays a bill, he ‘‘ shells out;” he ‘‘ tumbles” if
he comprehends a remark ; he ‘‘squeals” if he dis-
closes a secret; he ‘‘shouts” if he stands a treat.
That which is super-excellent is ‘‘boss ” or *‘ takes
the cake,” and whatever appears improbable to the
hearer is “ taffy.” With what “I should smile"”
and ““ I should snicker "—in frequent use—are sup-
posed to be synonymous, we have been unable to
discover.

The above are as slightly objectionable as any
colloquialisms ; are they more expressive than the
terms which they represent 2

Nothing more strongly evidences that refinement

and delicacy of feeling which are so admirable in

man or woman, which it is eminently desirable that

the young should cultivate, than a chaste diction.

We trust the time is not far distant when the use of

slang will brand one ‘‘ low,” and shut him, or her,

out from association with the, really, higher classes.
e A e

BITING OFF ONE’S NOSE.

WHAT pains some people take to have their own
way ! They will even put themselves to great in-
convenience, and sometimes to no little cost and
suffering, just to carry -a point. This is often very
ridiculous, and such displays have given rise to the
old saying about a man’s *‘biting off his nose to
spite his face.”

The popular story-teller, Jules Verne, has taken
this weakness of human nature for the theme of his
latest romance. He represents his hero, who is a
Turk, traveling by carriage all around the Black Sea,
at great expense and amid prodigious hardships, just
to escape paying a government tax of a penny for
crossing the Bosphorus from Constantinople to
Scutari, where he has his residence.

Of course Mr. Verne's hero is presented in a comi-
cal light. But in common life, this absurd sort of
obstinacy is often far from laughable to all who are
affected by it. Mere spectators may shake their
sides over it, but not so the victims. Reasonable
people should be ashamed of such injurious and
silly displays of temper.

e

‘FROM SLAVE TO SOVEREIGN.
BY FRED. F. FOSTER.

AT Ringen, a small village of Livonia, Russia, on the
27th of January, 1689, a girl was born, named Martha
Rabe, whose history is so wonderful it seems ideal rath-
er than real.

When she was between four and five years of age, her
parents died, leaving her in so destitute a condition that
the parish clerk, out of pity, provided her with a home
in his family.

Soon afterwards, Dr. Gluck, a Lutheran minister of
Marienburg, near Ringen, on his way through the latter
place, chanced to see the child, and was so pleased with
her appearance that he volunteered to take her under
his own protection.

As the expense necessary to her support was quite an
item to one receiving his small income, and, besides,
knowing that her advantages would be greater at Marien-
berg than at Ringen, the clerk willingly committed
Martha to the minister's care.

Bright, active, amiable, she shortly endeared herself
to every member of Dr, Gluck’s household, and, mani-
festing a great desire to be useful, she was inducted into
the mysteries of housekeeping, and rendered his wife
notable assistance.

In 1702, she was sought in marriage by a brave and
honorable officer of the Swedish garrison of Marienburg
—then under the government of Sweden—and, with the
approval of her foster-father, consented to become his
wife.

Just prior to her marriage, the struggle between Rus-
sia and Sweden began, and some authors affirm that on
her wedding day, others, that on the next day after,
Marienburg was taken by the Russian army. What be-
came of the husband is not known, though it is certain
that his bride never saw him again.

At this time, less than fourteen years old, she had a
womanly appearance, and, of slight figure, regular fea-
tures, fair complexion, dark eyes, was really handsome.

Aware that the Russians were wont to sell their female
prisoners, if young and good-looking, as slaves in Tur-
key, she, dreading such a fate, concealed herself in an
oven, where she was discovered by the soldiers.

General Bauer, lieutenant of Sheremetief, who com-
manded the victorious army, seeing her among the cap-
tives, was smitten with her beauty, and sent her to his
tent, where she was given the superintendence of his do-
mestic affairs.

She had been in his service but a short time, when
Prince Menchikoff saw, and expressed a desire to pur-
chase her. Bauer made a present of his fair servant te
the Prince, into whose service she at once passed.

About this time, 1703, she joined the Greek church,
taking the name of Catharine Alexiewna.

Peter the Great enjoyed nothing better than to dine
with his favorites quite informally. One day, while
seated at the table of Prince Menchikoff, a vision of love-
liness in the guise of a young woman who had poured
wine into his cup, caused the laugh on his lips to die
away, and, when she went from the room,

** Who is she ? "’ he asked, tremulously.

** My slave,” was the response.

*“ 1 desire to purchase her, and will pay any price for
her that you may ask.”

** I shall be pleased if your Majesty will accept her,”
said the Prince, deferentially, however averse to parting
with his ** slave ”’ he may have been.

That very day, Catharine went to Moscow with the
Czar. By her cheerfulness, gentleness, and mental vigor,
she acquired great influence over him, and finally, he
transacted all business with his ministers in her presence,
frequently asking her advice with reference to important
matters.

In 1707, he privately married her. For several years
the marriage was not made public, but her position and
power were well understood.

Peter was subject to attacks of despondency, which
amounted almost to insanity, and caused him the most
acute physical suffering. While they lasted, he was ab-
solutely dangerous, but, even then, Catharine hesitated
not to approach him, and found that her voice and touch
calmed his mind and soothed his pain. So she accom-
panied him on all his journeys and expeditions, deeming
her presence essential to his comfort if not to his very
existence.

In March, 1711, he publicly avowed his marriage with
Catharine, and called upon Russia to acknowledge her
as Czarina.

A few months later, hostilities were begun against him
by the Sultan of Turkey, and he set forth to meet the
Turks. Near the Pruth, a river that forms the boundary
between the Russian and Turkish dominions, the two

armies encountered each other. The position was an
unfortunate one for Peter, and he found himself com-
pletely surrounded by troops numbering five times as
many as his own.

For three days the Turks endeavored to force a pas-
sage through the Russian lines, unsuccessfully. Then
the Grand Vizier, commanding the Sultan's army, re-
solved to starve out the enemy or compel it tosurrender.

Several thousand Russians had fallen on the battle-
field ; their ammunition and provisions were almost ex-
hausted ; they suffered terribly trom thirst. Further re-
sistance seemed both foolish and useless, and Peter, in
despair retired to his tent.

Despite his orders that no one be admitted to his pres-
ence, Catharine went to him, and, by her tact and energy,
effected the salvation of his honor. At her dictation,
Sheremetief wrote a letter to the Grand Vizier, which led
to a declaration of peace. The story that she gave her
jewels,and money collected from the soldiers, to the
Vizier, as a bribe, is without foundation.

On the 19th of February, 1712, she was regularly pro-
claimed Czarina, with considerable pomp and splendor,
though the ceremony was less magnificent than it would
have been save for the disasters of the recent war.

For many years Peter and Catharine lived together
happily, but, in 1724, there was an unpleasantness which
led to their separation, caused by certain rumors affect-
ing her integrity. However, when he died, January
28th, 1725, it was in her arms.

Immediately after Peter’s death, Catharine was pro-
claimed Empress of all the Russias. The beginning of
her reign was marked by numerous acts of clemency.
She freed many prisoners, recalled some who had been
exiled, prevented the execution of not a few who had
been condemned to death. Nor were her friends of for-
mer days forgotten. She pensioned the widow of Dr.
Gluck, who had died a prisoner at Moscow ; made his son
a page ; settled a large annuity upon each of his two el-
dest daughters, and advanced the youngest to be one of
her maids of honor.

Her reign was of short duration. She died May 27th,
1727, of a cancer, aggravated by her irregular habits and
an excessive use of wine. It has been asserted that her
death was caused by poison, administered in a cup of
wine. But there is no reason for believing such a re-
port.

Some writers have claimed that a desire that one of
her own children should succeed to the throne influenced
her to embitter the Czar's feelings against Alexis—his
son by a wife from whom he was divorced ; that this son
was committed to prison, where he died, at her instiga-
tion. She has also been charged with causing her hus-
band's death by poisoning him. Both imputations are
false.

It is not to be presumed that her character was wholly
free from defects. But, all in all, she was one of the
noblest, most extraordinary women that ever lived. So
uneducated that she could not write her name, she pos-
sessed traits which would have enabled her to achieve
distinction, whatever her sphere in life.

—— e
LOVE.

YEs, Love, indeed, is light from heaven;
A spark of that immortal fire

With angels shared, by Allah given,
To lift from earth our low desire.

Devotion wafts the mind above,

But heaven itself descends in love ;

A feeling from the Godhead caught,

To wean from self each sordid thought;

A ray of Him who formed the whole ;

A glory circling round the soul.—Byron.

.,
PERSONAL AND OTHER ITEMS.

Barsarous.—The Shah of Persia pays his tonsorial
artist $5,000 a year.

A pasTE diamond worth $2 was picked up in the Van-
derbilt mansion after the great costume ball,

THERE are five thousand five hundred Jawyersin New
York, and business enough for about one-third of them.

STATISTICIANS say that there are over 2,000,000 ** Wil-
liams’’ in the United States, without counting the little
bills.

WueN Captain Cook first visited Tahiti, the natives
were using nails of wood, bone, shell, and stone. When
they saw iron nails they fancied them to be shoots of
some very hard wood, and, desirous of securing such a
valuable commodity, they planted them in their gardens.

ACCORDING to Electricité, spiders, which are very nu-
merous in Japan, spin their webs during the night be-
tween the telegraph wires and their supports. As the
dews are very abundant, the webs become conductors of
electricity and give rise to great disturbance in the
transmission of messages.

WENDELL PHILLIPS' wife has been an invalid for over
thirty years, and, during all this time, the great orator
has been untiring in his attention to her. ** No one but
you can know what it has been to care for her,” was re-
marked to him recently. ‘* Ah! No one but me knows
how good she is,” was his heartsome answer.

THERE are in the United States 44 prisons with an
average of 1,000 prisoners, making 44,000 criminals, with
an average of ten relatives afflicted by each ; making
440,000 who suffer from this source. The long line of
sorrow may, in many cases, be directly traced to one of
three causes, viz., idleness, licentiousness, or intemper-
ance.

———re

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

A Goop man is the warm life-throb in a city’s soul.

A CONTENTED spirit is the sweetness of existence.—
Dickens.

. THARE iz a grate deal ov larning in this world which
iz nothing more than trying to prove what we doan't
understand.—osk Billings. *

THE rose is fairest when ’tis budding new,

And hope is brightest when it dawns from fears.

—Scott.
EacH heart is a world. You find all within yourself

that you find without. The world that surrounds you is
the magic glass of the world within you.

A Goop poem draws to it the wise and generous souls,
confirming their secret thoughts, and, through their
sympathy, really publishing itself.—ZEmerson.

THE primal duties shine aloft, I'ke stars

The charities that soothe, and heal, and bless,

Are scattered at the feet of men, like flowers.
— Wordsworth.

HEe who labors wholly for the benefit of others, and,
as it were, forgets himself, is far happier than the man
who makes himself the sole object of all his affections
and exertions.

HE prayeth best who loveth best
All things, both great and small ;
For the dear God who loveth us,
He made and loveth all.—Coleridge.
TRy to repress thought, and it is like trying to fasten
down steam—an explosion issure to follow. Let thought
be free to work in its own appropriate way, and it turns

the machine, drives the wheels, does the-work.—Fames
Freeman Clarke. "
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THE DAYS GONE BY.

Ow, the days gone by ! Oh, the days gone bK L
The apples in the orchard and the pathway through the

rye;
The chirrup of the robin and the whistle of the quail,
As he piped across the meadows, sweet as any nightin-

gale ;

When the bloom was on the clover and the blue was in
the sky,

And my happy heart brimmed over—in the days gone by !

In the days gone by, when my naked feet were tripped
By the honeysuckle tangles where the water-lilies dipped,
And the ripples of the river lipped the moss along the

,

Where the placid-eyed and lazy-footed cattle came to
drink,

And the tilting snipe stood fearless of the truant’s way-
ward cry,

And the splashing of the swimmer—in the days gone by !

Oh, the days gone by ! Oh, the days gone by !

The music of the laughing lip, the lustre of the eye;

The childish faith in fairies and Aladdin's magic ring—

The simple, soul-reposing, glad belief in everything.

For life was like a story, holding neither sob nor sigh,

In the golden, olden glory of the days gone by.

Don Gordon's Shooting-Box,”

By HARRY CASTLEMON.

Author of “‘Frank on a Gunboat,’* The Boy Trap-
pery’ “The Sportsman’s Club A float,” elc., etc.

CHAPTER XIIIL
A NIGHT ATTACK.

¢ SQUAD, halt! No. 4.”

It was Thursday afternoon, and the relief was
going its rounds. When his number was called,
Bert Gordon stepped forward, and, holding his
musket at ‘‘arms port,” prepared to receive the
orders which the sentry, whom he was about to re-
lieve, had to pass, while the two corporals stood by
and listened.

My instructions are to stop anybody who may
attempt to go out of the lines without a pass, and to
keep a good look-out for prowlers,” said the sentry.

“For prowlers!” echoed Bert. ‘What is the
meaning of that order ?”

“1 give it up,” replied the sentry. ‘‘I pass the
command to you just as it was given to me. 1f you
see anybody prowling about on the other side of the
creek, call the corporal.”

The sentry fell into place in the rear of the squad,
and the relief passed on, leaving Bert alone on his
post.

‘* Prowlers,” he repeated, over and over again.
‘I don’t understand it. Why should there be any
more danger from prowlers now than at any other
time? O!” he added, an idea suddenly occurring
tohim. ¢ Perhaps they think that Don and Egan
will try to work their way back to camp this after-
noon. Well, if they do, they'll not get by me.”

So saying, Bert settled his musket firmly on his
shoulder and began pacing his beat, casting suspi-
cious and searching glances now and then toward
the bushes on the cpposite side of the creek.

When Bert first learned that his brother and
Egan had deserted the camp, he was almost
whelmed with surprise and mortification. He sup-

posed they had committed a serious offense—one
that would be sure to bring disgrace and punish-
ment upon them, and took it so much to heart that
the boys were obliged to explain matters to him.
They assured him that the deserters had not lowered
their standing or forfeited the good-will of the
teachers, and that all they had to do to make heroes
of themselves was to outrun or outwit the parties
that were sent in pursuit of them, and make their
way back to camp without being caught.

*“ They are heroes already,” said one of the stu-
dents, with great enthusiasm, *‘for, didn't they
swim the creek during their flight 2 That’s some-
thing that none of the fellows ever did before. 1
wish they might get back all right ; but the superin-
tendent has sent Mack after them, and he's a bad
one. He's bound to catch them.”

This seemed to be the opinion of all the students ;
and, consequently, when Corporal Mack returned to
camp and reported that he had found Don Gordon
at the show, disguised as a country boy, and had
actually had his hand on his collar, and Don had
broken away and beaten him in a fair race, not-
withstanding the fact that he was incumbered by
heavy boots, that were many sizes too large for
him—when the corporal reported all this, the boys
were not a little surprised.

It would have made you laugh to see him,”
said the corporal, who had the greatest respect for
the boy who had so neatly outwitted him. ¢ He
looked and acted so much like a born simpleton that
I couldn't make up my mind that it was Don Gor-
don until he revealed his identity by walking like
a field negro. Then Iknew in a moment that he
was the fellow I wanted, and I—well, I didn’t get
him, but I wowuld have got him if I hadn’t been re-
called. He had a suit of Asa Peter’s clothes on, and
I had Asa’s house guarded so that he couldn’t get
his uniform.”

Why he had been recalled so soon, and at a time,
too, when he had the deserters *‘just where he
wanted them,” the corporal could not imagine ;
and neither could the rest of the students under-
stand why their liberty had been stopped so sud-
denly. - On the day following that on which the
seven-elephant railroad show had pitched its tent in
Bridgeport all passes had been refused, and, since
that time, no one had been outside the gates except
the mess-cooks. They were permitted to go to the
spring three times every day, and they always went

* Copyrighted by Porter & Coates, 1883,

under guard, too. Such a regulation had never
been established before, and the students were at a
loss to know the meaning of it.

“It's all Gordon’s fault and Egan’s,” said one of
the boys. ‘¢ They have shown that a fellow can de-
sert under the eye of a sentry, if he sees fit to do so,

| with everybody this afternoon.

suppose,” interrupted the corporal, with some impa-
tience in his tones. ‘I don't see what is the matter
You are the third
one who has called me out for nothing.”

‘“But I didn't call you out for nothing,” protested
Bert. ¢ My eyes never went back on me yet, and I

and the superintendent is afraid that some of us will | know that there is somebody over there in the

follow their example.
guard with the mess-cooks when they go to the spring
after water.”

the first-class sergeants, in reply.
enemy’s country: 2

The boys who were standing around laughed |

That'’s the reason he sends a l bushes.”

|

‘1 don't dispute that. It is probably your brother

| or Egan who is watching for a chance to creep by
“ There's where you are mistaken,” said one of | some of you sentries.”

‘“We are in the |

‘‘But they wouldn’t have feathers on their heads,

j would they ?"” demanded Bert.

‘0, get out!” exclaimed the corporal. ‘ You

uproariously, and, turning on their heels, walked ‘ didn’t see any feathers. You only dreamed it.”

away. They had heard quite enough of such talk
as that, and wanted to know some good reason for

the stopping of their liberty.

** Do you suppose that I have been asleep ?” cried
Bert.
It looks like it, for I declare I don’t see how any

While Bert Gordon paced his beat on this partic- i boy who is wide awake—Well, well, have it your

ular afternoon, he kept one eye directed toward the own way,

" said the corporal, who noticed that Bert's

bushes on the opposite side of the creek and the | cheek began to blush and his eye to sparkle as if

other turned toward the camp. The huge tent that | if he were growing indignant.

‘¢ Just keep your eye

had been erected the day before for the accommoda- | on him, and see that he doesn’t get into camp;

tion of visitors was already pretty well filled ; and, i that’s all you've got to do. But I say, Gordon, we

AN UNEXPFCTED ENCOUNTER.

from his lofty perch on the embankment, Bert could
see his schoolfellows strolling about in company
with their parents. or with their brothers and sisters,
who had come hundreds of miles to see the students
in their summer quarters. Every now and then, one
of the village hacks would drive in at the south gate
and deposit a load of ladies and gentlemen before
the door of the superintendent's marquee. Every
train that steamed up to the station brought a fresh
influx of visitors, and finally the camp began to pre-
sent quite a holiday appearance.

“Don’t I wish that my father and mother were
among them!” thought Bert, who began to feel
lonely when he saw that almost every boy who was
off duty had hastened to the tent receive some rela-
tive or friend who had come there to see him. ‘‘If
they didn’t live so far away they would certainly be
here ; but, as it is s

Bert suddenly stopped, and, shading his eyes with

his hand, looked intently at something on the other |

side of the creek. He was certain that the bushes
toward which he directed his gaze were suddenly and
violently agitated, as if some heavy body were work-
ing its way through them. A moment later, some-
thing that looked like a head crowned with feathers
was thrust cautiously into view ; then a dark brown
face appeared, and a pair of glittering eyes looked
straight at him.

““What in the world is that?” muttered Bert,
after he had winked hard and looked again to make
sure that he had not been deceived. ‘It can't bea
head, and yet—it zs a head and nothing else. Cor-
poral of the guard No. 41"

The head, or whatever it was, bobbed down out
of sight in an instant, and presently the corporal
came hurrying up:

‘“There's something or other over there in the
bushes,” began Bert, in response to the non-com-
missioned officer’s inquiries.

““And it looked like a head with feathers on it, I

are in for a good time to-night, are we not ? Did
you ever see so many visitors before ?"”

1 never did,” answered Bert. *‘This is my first
camp, you know.” Z

¢« Well, fellows who have been here during four
camps say that they never saw such a crowd at this
stage of the proceedings,” continued the corporal.
¢ Qur friends generally put in an appearance a day
or two before we break camp, and stay with us dur-
ing the examination, and over commencement ; and
what it was that brought them here so early in the
day this year, I can’t imagine. But we are glad to
see them all the same, and we're going to have a
swashing hop to-night. Some of the fellows have
sent to town for the music.”

““You didn't hear anybody inquiring for me, did
you 2" asked Bert, with some hesitation.

T did not. *In fact, I didn’t hear anybody asked
for. I took time to kiss my mother and say ‘hallo’
to my big brother, and that's all the visiting I can
do until T go off duty. Good-by, but don't call me
out to look at any more feathers unless you can
show them to me.”

T saw them, I know I did,” said Bert, to himself,
as the sentry walked away. ‘‘ No one can make me
believe that I could be so badly fooled in broad day-
light. I wish I could have another look at them.”

Once more Bert turned his eyes toward the oppo-
site bank of the stream; but the head with the
crown of feathers did not again show itself, and he
finally resumed his walk, feeling very lonely and
homesick. Almost every boy in camp had company
—in fact he could not see asingle student wander-
ing about alone—but no one had been heard to ask
for him. He would have been glad to see anybody
from Rochdale. Even the sight of Dan Evans’s
tan-colored face would have been most welcome.

Bert stood his time out without seeing anything
more of the feathers, and finally the relief came
around, Having stacked their musketsin the guard-

tent, the sentries, some of whom had received notice
of the arrival of their friends, scattered in all direc-
tions, leaving Bert alone. He strolled slowly along
the street, lifting his cap whenever he met a fellow-
student accompanied by his mother or sister, and
finally reached the door of his own tent, which was
crowded with the relatives and friends of his mess-
He was about to pass on, with a word of
apology, when a lady, whom he did not see until
that moment, arose from the camp-chair in which
she was sitting, and a second later Bert was clasped
in the arms of his mother. General Gordon was
there, too. He had been visiting with his old friend
and preceptor, the superintendent, and was now
looking over the fortifications in company with Mr.
Egan, Mr. Hopkins, and Mr. Curtis, all of whom
were veteran soldiers. He came into the tentin a
few minutes, and, when he had greeted Bert warmly,
he asked for Don.

“I'm sorry to say thatI don't know where he is,”
replied Bert, who then went on to give a hurried his-
tory of Don’s exploits at the show, as reported be
Corporal Mack. Mrs. Gordon listened with a shady

mates.

of anxiety on her face, but the general laughed
heartily.

“ Boys will be boys,” said he. ‘‘And, so long as
Don doesn't break any of the rules of the school, or
carry his fun too far, where is the harm? The
superintendent thinks that he and Egan have played
their parts as deserters very well, and I think so, too.
I should like very much to see him, but I suppose I
shall have to wait until he gets ready to come in.”

““You will not go home until you do see him, will
you ?” said Bert.

‘O, no. We shall not return to Mississippi until
you and Don can go with us, and then we shall have
company. Young Egan, Hopkins, and Curtis are
to spend a month at our house. I have just been
talking with their fathers about it.” 1

Bert was delighted to hear that this matter had
been definitely settled, and he wished that Don had
been there to hear it too. He little dreamed that
his brother and Egan, who were at that very moment
laying their plans for getting into camp, were des-
tined to be waylaid and taken captive by those who
had every reason for holding fast to them ; but such
was the fact.

As Bert was to be off duty until midnight he had
ample opportunity to visit with his father and
mother., He walked about the fortifications with
them, told them amusing and interesting stories
of his life at the academy, and ate supper with
them in the big tent. When all had satisfied
their appetites with the good things that had been
provided for them, the tables were taken out, the
Chinese lanterns that hung suspended from the
wires overhead were lighted, the music struck up,
and the dancing began. Everybody, young and old,
seemed bent on having a good time, and the fun
grew fast and furious. For an hour everything
passed of smoothly, and then there came a most
wnexpected and alarming interruption—the ringing

~part_af a musket {0 ced by a yell so loud and
unearthly that it made the cold eep—o

every one who heard it. The music ceased, and the
dancers stood still in their places and looked at one
another. There was a moment’s hush, and then a
whole chorus of blood-curdling yells, such as no one
in that company had ever heard before, rang out on
the still air. They seemed to come from all sides of
the camp, and their effect was most startling. The
ladies screamed and ran to their husbands for pro-
tection ; the gentlemen stood irresolute, each one
gazing inquiringly into the face of his neighbor, and
the students were thrown into a stupor from which
they were quickly aroused by the roll of the drum,
and loud cries of ‘*Fallin! Fall in!”

0, my boy, you mustn’t go out there,” exclaimed
Mrs. Gordon, as Bert dashed forward to obey the
order. Her face was very white, and she clung to
her husband for support.

“‘Let him go,” said the general. ‘‘If he has any
pluck at all, now is the time for him to show it.”

He did not know what the matter was—there were
few in the camp who did—but he was a soldier.
When he was in the service he had yielded prompt
and willing obedience to every order given him by
his superiors, no matter how great the danger he
might incur by so doing, and he wanted his boys to
do the same thing. Bert proved that he had inher-
ited a goodly share of his father's courage, for,
although he was badly frightened, he lost not a mo-
ment in obeying the order to fall in.
the guard-tent and seized his musket; but, to his
great surprise, he found that the bayonet that be-
longed to it was gone. In fact the bayonets were all
gone, and the pieces were stacked by the ramrods.
Utterly at a loss how to account for this, Bert caught
up the weapon and ran to join his company, which
was forming on the street in front of its own tents.

¢“TFall in!" commanded the boy captain. *‘ Right
dress !—Front ! Order arms !—Fix bayonets !

These orders were promptly obeyed—all except
the last. When the young soldiers came to feel for
their bayonets, they discovered that their scabbards
were empty. Before anybody could ask the mean-
ing of this, an orderly hurried up with instructions
for the captain to move his company by tue left
flank, and take up a position in reserve, so as to pro-
tect the big tent and its occupants.

All this while those hideous yells had been arising
on all sides, and now they were accompanied by the
discharge of fire-arms. These discharges rapidly

He ran into

increased in number and frequency until it seemed
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as if the camp were surrounded by a wall of flame;
and still nobody knew what was the matter. As
Bert's company wheeled into position the first com-
pany went by, moving at double time, and disap-
peared in the darkness ; and, a few moments later,
rapid platoon firing sounded in the direction of the
bridge. Then the students began to understand the
matter.

“It's a sham fight,” said the boy who stood at
Bert’s elbow.

‘“But who are our assailants?"” asked the latter,
who was greatly relieved.

That was a question the boy could not answer,
but Bert was able to answer it for himself a few
minutes later. The fight at the bridge increased in
fury, and the first company, finding its position
there untenable, was ordered to fall back so that the
artillery could have a chance to come into play. En-
couraged by this retrograde movement the enemy
rushed across the bridge in overwhelming numbers,
pressing the young soldiers so closely that the re-
treat, which was begun in good order, very speedily
became a rout. The old German professor, highly
excited, ran up, sword in hand, and made frantic
appeals to them to stand their ground and defend
the gate; but the ranks were hopelessly broken.
They came pell-mell through the tents and took ref-
uge behind Bert's company, the members of which
were thunderstruck. ~What kind of an enemy was
it, anyhow, they asked themselves, that could throw
the well-drilled boys of the first class into such con-
fusion as this ?

“ Young shentlemens,” exclaimed the professor,
flourishing his sword angrily over his head ; ‘‘ I been
ashamed of you. Such fighting is vou grand dis-
grace to the Pridgebort Military Academy. Cap-
tain Bumroy,” he added, turning to the commander
of Bert’s company ; ‘‘ go ahead, and sweep the ene-
my from the face of the earth. Make good piziness
now."”

Captain Pomeroy and his men went about this
work as if they were in earnest. Holding their mus-
kets at ‘‘ arms port " they advanced in good order,
and when they reached the end of their company
street, they found out who the enemy were. They
were Indians—veritable Indians, hideously painted
and dressed in all sorts of odd costumes. They had
gained a footing inside the works, and were en-
gaged in pulling down the tents preparatory to car-
rying them off. Excited as Bert was, he could, nev-
ertheless, calmly recall some of the incidents of the
afternoon.

“ Now I know the meaning of that order regard-
ing prowlers,” said he to himself. ‘I @72 see some-
body in the bushes with feathers on his head, and it
was one of these Indians who was reconnoitering
our position.”

Being interrupted in the work of stealing the tents,
the Indians advanced in a body, brandishing their
weapons and yelling with all the power of their
lungs. They hoped, no doubt, to frighten Captain
Pomeroy and his men, create a panic among them,
and, having scattered them, to take some of them

)

e L, Lae aeuis they failed. The boys were

so very much in earnest, and so fully determined to
save their tents, that they came very near changing
the sham fight into a real fight. Now, Captain
Pomeroy saw why it was that the teachers had taken
the precaution to remove the bayonets. If his men
had been provided with these dangerous weapons,
he would have charged the Indians without an in-
stant’s hesitation, and there was no telling what
the young soldiers might have done in their excite-
ment.

‘* Steady ! " commanded the boy captain. ‘¢ Butts
to the front! Strike!"

The order was obeyed with the greatest alacrity.
Raising a yell, the boys rushed upon the Indians,
and if the latter had stood their ground, there would
have been a fight, sure. But fortunately they broke
and ran. The captain followed them as far as the
gate, and then drawing his men up in platoon
front, opened a hot fire of blank cartridges on the
bridge.

¢ Vell done, Captain Bumroy,” said the German
professor, who had kept a sharp eye on the whole
proceeding. ‘‘ Vell done. Ven you been in my
good Brussia and fights like dot in a true pattle, you
gets a decoration from the Emperor. Aha! Now
stay here, and don't let them red fellows come in
some more.”

Meanwhile the rest of the battalion had not been
idle. The battery had been in almost constant use ;
the first platoon of the second .company had sucess-
fully defended the south gate ; and the second pla-
toon, assisted by the third company, had held the
rest of the works, repulsing every charge that had
been made upon them. The artillery roared, small
arms popped, the threatening war-whoops of the
Indians were answered by yells of defiance from the
boy soldiers—in short, there was nothing wanting
to make a real fight of it except bullets and bayo-
nets. This state of affairs continued for half an
hour, during which the different companies were
handled just as they would have been in action, and
then the firing ceased as suddenly as it had begun.
The battle was over. Just then an orderly from
headquarters stepped up and saluted Captain Pome-
roy.

‘“The superintendent presents his compliments,
and requests that you will keep a lookout for a dele-
gation from the Indian camp,” said he. ‘‘Should
any appear, you will receive it and send it to the big
tent under guard,”

"

The young captain at once detailed a corporal’s
guard to wait at the bridge and escort the expected
delegation inside the lines; and scarcely had the
squad disappeared before it came in again, accom-
panied by half a dozen stately Indians, who were
closely wrapped up in their blankets. They were
fine-looking fellows, in spite of their feathers and
paint, and if they had been entering a hostile camp
they could not have behaved with more dignity and
seriousness.

“ What do you want ? " demanded Captain Pome-
roy.

“Want to see big chief,” grunted one of the In-
dians, in reply. :

¢ Have you any weapons about you 2" inquired
the captain, recalling the stratagem to which Ponti-
ac resorted when he tried to capture Detroit.

The Indians shook their heads, but the captain,
as in duty bound, ordered them to be searched;
after which he told his first lieutenant to take com-
mand of the squad, and conduct the visitors to the
big tent. Then, as there was no danger to be ap-
prehended so long as the delegation was in camp,
he placed a guard at the gate, and allowed the rest
of his men to stack arms and sit down on the grass.
At the end of half an hour, two of the Indians came
back, guarded by the lieutenant and his squad, and
accompanied by the officer of the day.

‘“Captain Pomeroy," said the latter ; ‘‘ pass these
two chiefs, and stand ready to receive them when
they return.”

“Very good, sir,” replied the captain. * What
did they do in the big tent, Perkins?” he asked of
his lieuteuant, as soon as the officer of the day had
retired ; ‘‘and who are they, anyway 2"

““Why, they are Mount Pleasant Indians,” an-
swered the lieutenant, who, during his absence, had
had opportunity to talk with some of the boys in
the first class who knew all about the matter. ‘‘ They
are principally farmers and mechanics; but there
are one or two professional men among them—
school teachers and the like.”

“Well, I declare ! ” exclaimed the captain. ‘‘They
haven't forgotten how to give the war-whoop if they
are civilized, have they ? Of course this night's
work was a put-up job?"

¢ Certainly it was. The superintendent wanted
to do something to amuse us, so he went out to
their reservation, which is about twenty milés from
here, and easily induced the head chief to promise
to bring in three hundred of his young men on a
certain night and make an attack on us. Then he
wrote to our parents ; and that’s what brought this
crowd here to-day.”

“Ah! That explains it. But they didn’t know
anything about it, for I noticed that some of them
were as frightened as we were. Didn’t you hearthe
women scream ? I thought the girl I was dancing
with was going to faint, she turned so white. What
did they do in the big tent 2"

O, they held a pow-wow there in the presence
of all our guests, smoking a pipe and going through
all the motione of 2 vagilar Tudian peace COMmMis-
sion. The chief made a speech (I tell you it was
a good one, and completely astonished everybody),
during which he said that his young men had taken
some prisoners whom he would be happy to sur-
render——""

‘“ Prisoners ! " repeated the captain, incredulously.

““Yes. Eight of the first-class boys are missing.
You see this company was thrown into confusion
when they fell back from the bridge, and as soon as
they became separated, the Indians jumped in and
dragged some of them off.”

““Well, they didn’t serve me that way,” said Cap-
tain Pomeroy, with an air of triumph. * They had
the impudence to try to steal my boys' tents; but
when we turned butts to the front, didn't they dig
out in a hurry 2"

Lieutenant Perkins, who had borne his full part
in that gallant charge, said he thought they did.

(70 be continued.)
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ANECDOTE OF ARTHUR.

I~ ancient times, and among savage races, the chief,
or king, was quite generally chosen because of his phy-
sical development, hisstrength, endurance, and courage.
Hereditary kingship, of course, places those qualifications
at the disposal of circumstances, while republics choose
their ruler with more reference to his brain than to his
body. But the chief Magistrate of our nation, at pres-
ent, happens to have many of the ckiefly attributes.
Mr. Francis Endicott says of him: *‘ Gen. Arthur is, I
think, onc of the coolest, most courageous, and self-con-
tained men that I know.” In illustration of this belief,
he tells the following story, which he calls perfectly
characteristic of the General, of an incident which oc-
curred while Arthur wasin the New York Custom house.

‘We were crossing South Street, going to the James
slip ferry, when our attention was called by a loud shout-
ing, and, looking up, I saw a big, truculent-looking fel-
low, driving a pair of horses attached to a large truck,
dashing furiously toward us, while he shouted for us to
get out of his way. I did so, skipped across the street
as quickly as I could, and turned to look back. There
stood General Arthur just where he was when the truck-
man’s yells were first heard by us. The pole of the
truck almost touched his breast, but there he stood, firm
and placid, looking steadily between the horses’ heads
into the eyes of their driver, who was exerting his ut-
most strength to rein in the animals. When they had
come to a full stop, the General calmly continued on his
way, without a word to the driver, but when he reached
my side he said tome : ** I'd give twenty-five dollars if
1 were not Collector of the Port for about five minutes.”
I have no doubt that events about that time would have
been unpleasant for the truckman if the General had
not been Collector of the Port,

LEGENDS OF THE MERMAID
BY FRANK H. STAUFFER.

THE superstitious belief in mermaids and mermen was
at one time universal, and dates from a very early period.
The upper part of a mermaid was said to resemble that
of a female, while the body terminated in a tail like that
of a fish.
ble object, while in others she is described as possessing
rare charms of person.

At Nimroud, a gigantic image, half fish and half man,
was found by Layard. On the coins of Ascalon is figured
a goddess, at whose feet reclines a woman with lower ex-
tremities like a fish, The mermaid is not unfrequently
a heraldic bearing, In the heraldry of France she is
called a siren, and in Germany she is generally furnished
with two fishy tails. The story of the bishop-fish was
eonsidered so authentic, that a learned Jesuit wrote a
book about it. It was declared that the fish was crowned
with a mitre, and wore a rich dalmatica.

In ** The Natural History of Norway,” the account of
the appearance of a merman is testified to under oath,
The mermaid had a prominent place in Russian mythol-
ogy. In one of the popular ballads of Russia, is woven
a legend of a marriage beneath the waves, which may
have suggested to Mathew Arnold his exquisite romaunt
of ** The Forsaken Merman.”

The ‘* Landnama,” or Icelandic Doomsday Book, de-
scribes a merman caught off the island of Grimsey, and
numbers of them were reported to have been seen on the
coast in 1305 and in 132g. The Indian tribes of Guiana
believe the mermaid to be a veritable person, more capri-
cious than malignant, yet known to have dragged canoes
and their occupants to the bcttom of the sea. In ‘' The
Eastern Travels of John of Hesse,” published in 138g, is
the following : ** We came to a smoky and stony moun-
tain, where we heard meermaids singing, who draw ships
into danger by their songs. We saw there many horrible
monsters, and were in great fear."

In a work written in Iceland, during the twefth cen-
tury, and entitled, ** The Speculum Regale,” is the fol-
lowing description of a mermaid :

** A monster is also seen near Greenland, which people
call the Margyzr. This creature appears like a woman
as far down as her waist, with breasts and bosom like a
woman, long hands and soft hair ; the neck and head in
all respects like a human being. The hands seem to
people to be long, and the fingers not to be parted, but
united by a web, like that on the feet of water birds.
From the waist downwards, this monster resembles a fish,
with scales, tail, and fin. It has a very horrible face,
with broad brow and piercing eyes, a wide mouth, and
double chin. It shows itself more especially before heavy
storms, dives frequently, and rises to the surface with
fish in its hands.”

In his * Polynesian Mythology,” Sir George Grey re-
marks that the New Zealanders learned the art of netting
mackerel from the mermaids or water fairies. One of
their chiefs, in passing a spot where some people had
been cleaning mackerel, said to himself : ** These fish
were caught and cleaned during the night.- Spirits must
have done this. Had they been men, some of the reeds
and grass, which they sit upon in their canoe, would
have been lying about.”” He returned to the spot on the
following night, and caught the mermaids and mermen
at work. ** The net here! The net here!’ they kept
shouting. In the darkness, he helped them to draw in
the nets, and managed to delay the work until the day-

light broke. When the mermaids saw that their assistant«{-

was a man, they dicpards@-in great coulusion, leaving
their nets and fish behind them. He studied the con-
struction of the nets at his leisure, and taught his children
how to make them.

From ** Credulities : Past and Present,” we learn that
the fishermen of Dieppe had a tradition that the mer-
maids, or Aeepies, at a certain season of the year, held a
bazaar on the cliffs overhanging the sea, where rare and
beautiful articles were offered for sale. The passing
fisherman, .on these occasions, was accosted by the
strange beings, who employed every art of fascination
to draw his attention to their wares. If he had sufficient
firmness to turn away from the brilliant spectacle, he es-
caped uninjured ; but, if he yielded to the delusion, or
listened to the delicious music that swelled around, he
would lose his self-control, and tumble from the preci-
pice into the sea beneath.

A belief existed among the people of the Shetland Is-
lands, that each mermaid carried a seal-skin which pos-
sessed supernatural powers, and enabled her to live
under the water. A legend exists among them that ona
certain occasion, the mermaids and mermen held a ball
upon the beach by moonlight. They had thrown aside
their seal-skins, to give themselves entirely over to the
enjoyment of the hour.

A Shetlander suddenly coming upon them, they seized
their seal-skins and plunged into the sea. He suc-
ceeded, however, in getting possession of one of the skins.
The mermaid who was thus deprived of her talisman,
came to him, and begged him t6 return it. She was ex-
ceedingly lovely, and she implored in vain. He offered
her his hand, and they were married. The children born
to them were like other children, except that their fingers
were slightly flattened. She was restless and unhappy,
and would often wander to the beach, where she talked
with her unseen friends in an unknown tongue. One
day, one of her children found a seal-skin under the
wheel of an old mill. The mother seized it with a cry of
delight, regretfully kissed her youngest boy, fled swiftly
across the sands, plunged into the sea, and disappeared
forever.

The probability is, that the stories about the mermaids
have originated in the appearance of seals and walruses,
in regions where they are rare, or to persons unaccus-
tomed to seeing them. Large allowance must always be
made for the workings of an excited imagination.

Scoresby, in his account of the arctic regions, says that

when seen at a distance, the front part of the head of a
young walrus without tusks is not unlike a human face.
As this animal is in the habit of rearing its head above
water to look at ships and other passing objects, it is not
at all improbable that it maay have afforded some founda-
tion for the stories of mermaids. * I have, myself,” he
says, ‘* seen a sea-horse in such a position, and under
such circumstances, that it required very little stretch of
imagination to mistake it for a human being.,"

In writing about a sea fish called the dugong, Sir James
Emerson Tennent says: * The rude approach to the
human outline observed in the shape of the head of this
creature, and the attitude of the mother while suckling
her young—holding it to her breast with one flipper
while swimming with the other—probably gave rise to
the fable of the mermaid,”

In some legends, she is represented asa horri- |

AESTHETIC COLORS.

FAIRER thah the fairest star
Vol B GY. 0:R.

Seven colors there you see,
RuO: ¥, G..B. L.V,

It does not take long to solve the above riddle, and to
commit the jingle in which the colors of therainbow
(red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo. and violet) are
initialized, but an attempt to recollect all the shades
| formed from these primaries by modern art would be
bold indeed.

Nowadays, when we are told that Miss So-and-so was
at the reception, and wore a ** blue dress,” we are almost
as much in the dark as to what that dress was like, as if
we had not been informed that it was ** blue.”” Violets are
blue, and fair maidens eyes are blue. So are turquoise,
opals, and sapphires; and sometimes the sea, in its mila-
est moods, and the sky in a September or a June day.
But these objects produce very different tints of that
popular color, which have totally different effects on the
complexion and appearance of the wearers. Itisno easy
task to define and group together all the shades that
spring from the seven standard colors, and which are em-
ployed in dress fabrics, ribbons, and flowers this season.

From the original red we have crushed strawberry,
jacque rose, terra-cotta, blood-stone, lobster pinks,
shrimp, peach-blossom, and coral pinks, copper color,
crushed raspberry, mahogany, scarlet, crimson, cardinal
ruby, garnet, and claret—all of which shades are de-
clared ax fait.

The old royal purple is making itself conspicuous
again, bringing along in its train a most charming variety
of new shades, among which are pansy purple, in three
| different tints—dark, medium and pale ; two shades of

heliotrope, lilac, mauve, lavender, amethyst and dove
! color, which la‘ter is a revival of the antique, and a very
| fashionable tint a century ago, as well as in the sixteenth
century. The shades of brown are : seal-brown, bronze,
chocolate, olive fruit, violet wood, oak, olive wood, amber,
tan, fawn, ecru, and cream.

It is difficult to give correct names to many of the
shadings which originate from the antique emerald. The
darker tints are myrtle, hunters, Egyptian, olive, and
ivy, and then follow the delicate tints, embracing emer-
ald (the original color), jasper, pomegranate, pale olive,
and sea-foam.

Yellow commences in the deepest bronze, followed
next by orange, old gold, Etruscan gold, sunlight amber
flame, maize, lemon, and cream. Gray, too, a shade it-
self—a combination of white and black, of dark and
light—has its shades likewise, such as slate, steel, cadet,
twilight, and pearl.

Last, but by no means least, we come to the almost in-
numerable shades of blue—that color expressive of truth
and constancy, and a hue around which the muses have
entwined their fairest garland. It may be because the
sea, and sky, and the sweetest of all spring flowers—vio-
lets—are blue, that we soadore this simple, unpretentious
color. Be that as it may, there is never a time when any
of its numerous shades are ignored by the devotees of
fashion, 7This season, the more delicate tints of blue are
difficult to define. Any name which can be applied to
them seems harsh ; looking upon them, one almost ex-
pects to see the exquisite fabric or flower dissolve and
float away into vapor, But names they must have, as
well as flowers, and birds, and all beautiful things;
therefore, the designers have softengd them down and
made them as ethereal as possible. The precious stones
are represented in sapphire, opal and turquoise, the flow-
ers in violet, the fruit= in blueberry and plum. The ele-
ments in azure, frost, moon-on-the-lake and electric blues,

Among the latest effects in shading which cannot be
directly traced to their source in any of the standard
colors, we may include the oxide of iron, crushed water-
melon, crushed peach, mulberry juice, pineapple skin,
and mignonette—which last named shade was intro-
duced two years ago, but is now just as popular as then.
The crushed strawberry and mahogany shades are
effected by uniting the dyes which procuce purple and
red, while the difference in the two is secured by adding
some chemical preparation to vary the tint. Terra-cotta
is a cross between yvellow and red, and combines the two
3 - ‘color is another of the same
class’and considered the latest agony for dinner dress
trimmings and kid gloves.

——— e
A CHECKERED LIFE.

O~k of the many hundreds who profited by Peter
Cooper’s free school of science, was Mrs. Mary L. Rel-
yea, of Brooklyn. This lady had a most unusual and
painfully romantic kistory. In her youth. endowed with
such remarkable beauty that she was considered the
belle of her native city ; twice married to men of wealth,
she was twice reduced to poverty, and died a teacher in a
public school.

She was a sister of General Hugh McNeil, and her
first husband was a Mr. Rockafeller, who resided in
Montana, where he held a State office and lived in lux-
ury. The N. Y. Sun gives the following incidents of
her life after the first marriage :

They had a costly home and abundant means, and life
was most happy with them until his health broke down.
He felt that if he could breathe the air of his native
place, Bound Brook, N. J., he would be better, and he
and his wife started across the plains. He died in a
stage. She carried his body for several days with her in
the stage, but at length, at the request of the passengers,
she left it to be shipped East. Her husband possessed a
large estate when he died, but his Western agent is said
to have despoiled the widow of all of it, and she was left
so poor that she became a pupil in Peter Cooper’s school
of telegraphy.

‘When she was a girl, she had a most ardent lover in
Mr. Relyea, whose life was almost blighted by the dis-
appointment occasioned by her first marriage, and he
broke into a prosperous career in New York, to go into
stock-raising business in Montana. When he heard that
she was a widow he started East, and renewed his suit,
with poor success at first, but his persistence ended in
her second marriage.

She experienced then a transition from poverty to af-
fluence, and went again to Montana. She came East,
after a time, for her health, and, after the birth of her
child, her husband sold his ranch, pocketed the pro-
ceeds, amounting to over $2o0,c00 in cash, and started
East. He has never been heard from since, and she be-
lieved, as do her friends, that he was murdered and
robbed on the way East. William Orton, President of
the Western Union Telegraph Company, became much
interested in her, and as she could telegraph herself, he
placed all of the Western Union lines at her disposal,
and she searched by wire everywhere for some trace of
her husband, but in vain. She was then given a posi-
tloq as a telegraph operator, and, until Mr. William Or-
ton’s death, he provided pleasant positions for her, but
her health succumbed to arduous work when her pro-
tector died. At length, through Mr. John Williams,
President of the Fulton Bank in Brooklyn, she procured
a position as teacher in Public School 32, at President
and Hoyt Streets, where she taught until a few weeks
ago. She died of pneumonia.

—_—— e

A WRITTEN criticism of the following play, would fur-
nish a fine history exercise. A prize was offered in
Paris, in 1875, for the best drama on the theme of the
American Revolution, and the successful piece haslately
been put on the stage. In it Washington is represented
as driving the English out of Virginia, with the help of
the French, at the outbreak of the war ; then he chases
them to Rhode Island, where the armies have another
great battle ; and, finally, there is a terrific contest in the
streets of Boston, on the morning of July 4, 1776, which
results in the immediate proclamation there of the inde-
pendence of the United States. Victor Hugo, and other
members of the French Academy, fixed on this asthe
best of the 100 plays offered, ;
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CORRESPONDENCE.

Rosert (Charlotte, Mich.) 1. See answer to C. M,

| of molding.

| sailor.

183

No. 3. Diamonp Cross.

Upper left.—r1. A letter. 2. A rook’s cry. 3. A kind
4. The principle of heat. 5. A native, act-
ing as the head of a revenue department (/24.). 6. Dil-
igent (Rare). 7. A nest. 8. Wolfram. g. A letter.

Upper right.—1. A letter. 2. A genius of ruminant

(Szp.). g. A letter.

Lower left.—1. A letter. 2. A genus of small rodert
quadrupeds. 3. An ancient city of Cephalonia 4. A
5. Meditated. 6. Extended compositions for one
or two instruments. 7. Bristles. 8. Certain coins. g.
A letter.

EXCHANGES.

2 Wz cannot insert exchanges of fire-arms, birds’
eggs, or dangerous chemicals. The publishers reserve the
right of using their discretion in the publication of any
exchange. Exchanges must be made as brief as possible.

coins for Goldern Days.
FrRep GREISER, Box 256, Hamilton, O, Reading
matter for printing-press.
W. P. BoRLAND, JR., 12
Kan. Stamps for stamps.

| heap

5 James Street, Kansas City, |

l made a revolution. He saw that able-bodied men, stand-
ing up with heavy hammers, wasted the greater portion
of their strength. He made his stone-breakers sit, so
that all the force of the blows took direct effect on the
stone, and the result was that he found small hammers
did the work perfectly well, and thus was able to confine

= R C = 0 S it to old men, women, and boys, which reduced the cost
quadrlépe(is.FI_,. M;:,‘ldnth,ol"' 459 plunger. = A Puri- L. YERROT, 41 Seventh Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y. Lawn | f the bru;\'cn stone by one-half. In practice, he found
FF:{'HS‘.I ‘nam:“‘:}s Sgﬁ"'\i‘:f(-z?}f}[f;m;!t)s 8160”\1).ca7.tai:r\: tennis for microscope, ’ it simplest to fix a weight of six ounces, and his survey-
TS & W. A. Hooner, Millsboro, Pa. Books, games, and | ,rs carried about scales to test the largest stones in each

He would allow no large stones even for the
foundation of his roads, for he found they constantly
worked upward. The whele road was small, broken
stone, even over swampy ground.

wFa r, Box 538, 7, Mass, Magazi SR By I e RO TS
in No. 13. 2. Every third year. Lower right.—r1. A letter. 2. Tokiss. 3. A village of foﬁtal;ansA(::?;dgﬁ‘rgﬁis:‘xmﬁbur) fass. Magszgines; 850 Paid for Stories. Prize MoxTHLY, Marlbo-o, Mass.
P. B P. 1. Underold logs and by brooks. 2. The the United States of Colombia. 4. A kind of writ. 5. A CHARLES SCHILDROTH, De Land, Fla. Adv. cards for e

dog’s tooth violet. 3. In June. 4. Not often.

AtLas (St. James, N. Y.) Huy is a town in Belgium,
on the river Meuse.

D. J. M. (Canton, Mass.) Direct letters, containing
word-hunt lists, to the Puzzle Editor.

R. M. (35 Goerck Street, New York).
ARGo, in No. 18.

NaturaLisT (Greeley, Col.)

See reply to

Only by careful inspec-

genus of plants. 6. The shell of a nut.
of Nedjed, in Arabia. 8. A certain metal.
Central.—r1. A letter. 2. A group of islands off the
west coast of Africa. 3. Sixes. 4. A friar licensed to
beg within certain bounds. 5. The compass-plant (Sup.).
6. A certain plant. 7. A township of Faribault Co.,
Minn. 8. An abbreviation. g. A letter,
Hupsoxn, Mass,

7. A highland
9. A letter.

GAYBERD.

coins ; sea beans for cents.

Everert F. LAwLER, Bristol Mills, Me,
matter for books and papers.

R. W. Muxs, 119 McDonough Street, Brooklyn, N. Y,
Various articles for old coins.

GEeo. B, WALTER, Box g4. Greeley, Col.
for natural history specimens.

C. W. GoocH, Box 218, Lynchburg, Va.
best offers.

Reading

Microscope

A watch for

Female Beauties. Sure to suit.
AATHAM BOOK CO., Latham, O.

TWO PHOTOS.
I
50 CHROMOS just out for Spring and Summer 1883, the pret-
tiest pack sold, name in Fane ript Type 10c. 14 pks. §1.00
25 Gilt Bew'v)l Edge 15¢. Sample Book and Illustrated Premium List,

&e., 2%5c. OROWN PRINTIN G CO., Northford, Conn.

50

Chromos, latest Designs, notwo alike, 1oc., 13 pks,
$1. Elegant premiums given. Illustrated list with
each order. Album of Samples, 25c. E. D. Gilbert, Hig-

tion with a magnifying glass or microscope of small No. 4. (‘/‘OMPOUND S.QU:RE. fO:\I’J.OE\’,[(.;WAKD.\',M Wall Street, Trenton, N. J. Books | canum, Ct.

(bl =t : ; > (o Coedli P J. F. Jouxsox, 3 Malbon Place, Boston, Mass. Coins | 4() NEW AND BEAUTIFUL CHROMO CARDS:
Mack (Keene, N. H.) The mines of Potosi were dis- Left-hand square—r. An old woman—in contempt. | for stamps. Name in New Type, and an Elegant 48 page Gilt

covered in 1545. During the next 250 years they yiclded | 2. A watering-place in the Isle of Wight. 3. Lyric| Joseps WiccLEsworTH, Wilmington, Del. Petrified | Bound FLORAL AUTOGRAPH ALBUM, all for 15

about $100,000,000. | pocms. 4..1\Ieans of trial. 5 clams for minerals. cents. SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn.
Gesexto (Taunton, Mass,) The * bird of Jove is | Upper right-hand square—x. Means of trial. 2. At H. S. WINGERT, 50 South Dake Street, Lancaster, Pa, RS

the eagle. Jove is only another name for Jupiter—the
vocative case, while Jupiter is nominative.

R. W. M. (41 Water Street, New York). You can see
to whom the ** Bankrupt ”’ prizes were awarded by re-
ferring to No. r7 of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Jouxn TrowBriDGE TimmENs, Box 332, Cadiz, O.,
says : ** We are organizing a society for the benefit of the
blind. We wish a great many members. Those who
wish to join, please send three-cent stamp for full par-
ticulars.” :

Riarto (Paola, Kan.) The virtues of Peruvian bark
were discovered by a Jesuit, in 1535, and it was used by
members of the Society of Jesus from that time. In 1649
it was introduced into France, and Sir Hans Sloane car-
ried it to England in 1700.

Some ONE asks: ** How early should I send answers to
Puzzledom ?” Send just as soon as possible. That is
the only sure way. Sometimes a number goes to press a
few hours earlier than usual, and a delay may cost you a
prize. We can give you no absolute date for sending.
Get THE ArGosy as soon as possible, and then set to
work with a will.

G. W. 1. A morning walk is not beneficial, as a rule,
while the stomach is empty. A raw egg, a glass of milk,
or a sandwich, had better be taken before the ** consti-
tutional.,” 2. Sarsaparilla was formerly supposed to
have great virtues as a ** blood purifier,” and all that ;
but it is now considered; by those who should know best,
as nearly useless.

I. M. G. (So. Portsmouth, R, I.) The company you
mention bear every appearance of respectability, and are
located at the number given. Very possibly you made
some error in sending the money—either forgot to give
full address or neglected to register the letter. If you
enclose a stamped envelope to the firm for a reply, they
will doubtless look up the matter.

JEssie (Manchester, Tenn.) We cannot tell who made
the first doll, unless it were the first little girl. We sus-
pect that is the real truth, although some think they
were first used in puppet shows. The Esquimaux girls
double up one fist, and paint eyes, nose, and mouth, on
the back of it with soot. T'hey then dress it up with a
hood and long clothes, and have a very life-like baby,
that never is broken or lost. The practice of sending
dolls from France to foreign countries was of very early
date. In the royal expenses for 1301, figures so many
**livres "' for a doll sent to the Queen of England; in
1496, another sent to the Queen of Spain, and in 1577 a
third sent to the Duchess of Bavaria. Henry IV. writes,
in 1600, before his marriage to Marie de Medicis : ** Fron-
tenac tells me that you desire patternc of onr fashions in

I send you, therclore,.some niodet dolls. o A otal l;J‘\vorr}v your Dates.“ a N to be considered as an artificial flooring, so strong and seamlm. ; Orders prompily filled. BLANK CARDS at
D S, -HHL_FroWER. | eyen asralerthe heaviest vehicle pass over it without wholesale. *STEVENS BROS. & CO. Nortliférd, Conu.
that a better and more TasUTE Yoo e
el o S BROERGED Paivst. the naked surface of a morass than over solid rock. An-

ORIGINAL contributions ave solicited for this depart-
Write on one side

all times. 3. A bristle. 4. A name given to coal-wagons
in some parts of England.

Lower left-hand square.—1. Means of trial. 2. A
title of dignity among the Turks, denoting a prince. 3.
The wife of Rama. 4. A name given to coal-wagons in
some parts of England.

Lower right-hand square.—i. A name given to coal-
wagons in some parts of England. 2. A French Jesuit
missionary to the Abenaki Indians. 3. A town of Spain.
4. A boundary.
PHILADELPHIA, PA. U. No.

No. 5. NUMERICAL.
My 1, 6, 4, is part of a piano;
My 10, 2, 6, follows war ;
My s, 2, 9, 8, is what my whole was not;
My 7, 2, 3, 6, was Adam’s first condition,
My whole wrote—

** Something attempted, something done,
Has earned a night’s repose.”

SPRINGFIELD, VT. GRraMry,

No. 6. DousLE-LETTER ENIGMA.
In the * merry summer days,”
In the ** humming of glad lays,”
In the **sighing of the sea,”

In the ** hearts of you and me.”
Freely masticate the apple,
And devour the melon sweet,
But oh'! pray be very certain,
'T is the real whole you eat.

Brookryy, N. Y. PH@ENIX.

No. 7. CHARADE.

A jolly and rollicking fellow was he,
Whom I have in mind as I sing ;

The first in a frolic, the first in a spree,
The first in everything.

He was ready to wrestle, or ready to fight,
‘Wherever celebrity beckoned ;

And all surrendered and owned his might,
He was so terribly second.

And while he danced and capered-around
As light as a humming-bird,

He would deftly deal with scarcely a sound,
A wound like that of my third.

And still it ripples and roams along
hrough two of our Southern States—
I refer to the subject of my song,

One part of my body declares another part of my
body fastens a plant. Hesitate in speaking * not this,

Harmonica for Nos. 1-15 GOLDEN ARGOSY.
F. H. PrescorT, Peabody, Kansas.
1804 for coins.

E. E. WiTHERELL, Warwick, Mass. Woods, minerals,
etc., for shells and curiosities.

Wie S. Knox, Marietta, O. Printing material for
same or coins ; scroll-saw for photo outfit or offers.
Joux C. WHiTNEY, Jamestown, N. Y. Concertina
and spy-glass for books.

Tom HARDING, Box 1057, Jamestown, N. Y.
graphic outfit for books.

GEo. ANDREWS, 100 Fulton Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.
Reading matter for printing-press or scroll-saw.

L. F. Cooxs, Ellenville, N.Y. Reading matter for
same.

M. Lt Gorr, 14 Peck Court, Chicago, I1l. Scroll-saw,
ocerina, concertina, jewelry-box and inkstand made from
minerals, for printing-press.

———e——

HOW ROADS ARE MACADAMIZED.

Half-cent of

Tele-

No one who has traveled over English turnpikes has
ever after felt quite contented with roads of sand, and
dust, and mud, and cobble-stones. We sincerely hope
the time will come when all of our American highways,
in even the remotely settled communities, will partake of
the same attractive smoothness with those of our British
friends, though even they must yield the palm to the
military roads of F'rance.

England owes much to the Scotchman, John Loudon |
McAdam, who was born in Ayrshire, in 1756, emigrated

to America in early life, but afterwards returned to

Scotland, at the age of 27,

When he revisited his native land, the Scotch turnpike

acts had been about twenty years in operation, and roads

were still being made everywhere. He got appointed a

commissioner of roads, and afterward removed to Bristol,

where he obtained a similar post, and was made a magis-

YOUR NAME on 30 Large, Handsome Chromo
Cards, 1oc. They are entirely new, made expressly for
our 1883 trade, 13 packs for $1. Agents’ Book of Sam-
ples, 2sc. Frankprin Printing Co., New Haien, Ct.

Bevel Edge Cards, designsfor 1884.
Send 10c¢. for 5O Chromo Cards with name
on; Latest yet. Agents say: “Your cards
sell best.”” Large Sample Book and full

outfit 25c. Quickest returns. Give us a trial
order, Clinton & Co.varth Haven, Ct,

M‘ DON'T FORGET ¥rgee to fend
b NEW CARDS, {ust issued for 1888, for 10¢.!

All Chromos. The loveliestfancy designs everseen,'
Toexcelin quallty is our aim, Namein newstyletype,
Sample Dook of all styles, Bevel Edge Imported Holiday
and Birthday Cards, with 24 page illustrated Premium
List, £5e. Outfit 10e. E. F. EATON & CO. Northford, Conn,

THE ALBUM WRITER'S FRIEND,

Containing nearly 300 Choice Gems of Poetry and Prose
suitable for writing in Autograph Albums. Something
that everybody wants. 64 pages, paper covers, 15 cents ;
bound in cloth, 30 cents. Stamps taken. Address,

J. OGILVIE & CO., 31 Rose street, New York.

RUPTURE.

Relieved and cured without the injury frusses inflict,
by Dr. J. A, Sherman’s method. Oflice, 251 Broadway,
New York, His book, with photographic likenesses ot
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for 10 cents,

COLUMBIA BICYCLE.

Thousands in daily use by Doc-
tors, Lawyers, Ministers, Editors,
Merchants, etc., etc.

Send 3-cent stamp for elegantly
illustrated 36-page Catalogue to

The Pope Mfg. Co.,

652 Washington St., Boston, Mass.

trate. Gifted with a mania on the subject, he began
about 1794 to travel over the country at his own cost;
and thesg labors he continued from Inverness to the
Land’s End for six-and-twenty years, apparently to
search for a well-made road.

McAdam s plan of road-making differed as much from
he old way which he found in operation, asa bridge does
from a ford. His leading principle was that a road ought

t

NEW CARDS FOR (883

Name neatly printed in pretty type
on 50 ENAMEL CHROMO Cards, ny 2
alike, Just out, 10 ets. 20 GILT BEVED..
EDGE, ass’d turned corners and plain,15e.
- 12 PEARL FLORALS, imp'td, new ems
bossed hand designs, S0c. 12 SWISS
FLORALS, name eovered by hand and flowers, 25e.
Send 25¢, for new Album of Samples for Agents, Ree
duced Price Lists &e. 200 NEW DESIGNS added this

other of his first principles was that soil was more resist-
ant when dry than when wet, and that, as it had to carry

nant.  Obsolete words not allowable. S ) 1 Let out myself besides. : : By
of 3ha paper only, and apart from all other communica- °hﬁ‘:‘;\b s\%agglény.e ¥ Shin.- | ot aloné:‘:}::: u;)affﬁ[chl:ut :(l:]:t;::ldl‘::iss'ot;igcoeu'gl:hatothet: o
tioas, Items of interest felating to Puzyzle‘dom will be | - 1:_1: (;?)nke‘elp rilt e wasgto ot v a cov‘cring e
gli‘ ly received. Addre s “ l’{}zzlc\]}dllt‘()(l':"t THE GOLDEN No. g. SQUARE. ousy to ran—the road, in fact. Impermeability he ob-
el e e 1. The fat. 2. Haulto. 3. Eulogy. 4. Floors. 5. At | tained by the discovery that stones broken small, and e
grub. 6. Toys be. = - shaken and pressed t({getherf, as bydlhe t;afiic on ell road(j e
NSWE T JZZLES IN N Laxp of Nob. LEEPY HEAD, rapidly settled down face to face and angle to angle, an X
ANSWERS 10 PUZZLES IN No. 1. & et e . =
No.x. Crack e 2 0 Rk, e iyt D
No, 1. Cracker. i S5 that McAdam invented, the res e = y
- = ANABAS Down.—r. A consonant. 2. A t;\one. 3. A C;’)\lor.arg. portant fraction of his. discovgry is what has given to us LADIES F.ANCY WORK. :
No. 2. Key ORATOR A weed. 5. Heavenly bodies. 6. A parent. 7. A snare. | b o b “to macadamize (* To pave a road with small HOOK of Instenctions’ sl Paiaras 4k 49
' 5 J N TILLOT 8. perform. ;A GoRsenant, 5 broken stones ’—Skeat.) 3 Needle Work, Kensington, Embroidery, direction:
I? A U X LA U S Across—i. Havens, 2, Mansions. 3. To exhaust, 4. Surprise followed surprise. Roads, which were mere | for making numerous kinds of ’,‘7.'”’""(" and Kwitled
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Puzzlesin PuzzLepom No. 19 were correctly solved by
AvrciBiaDES, Momus, SHADOW, NEMO, SLEEPYHEAD,
Mapcap, WiLL. A. METTE, MYSELF, Scout, May B,
Mormo, Happy THouGHT, KNow NOTHING, FORT Sum-
TER,

Complete lists.—None.

Best incomplete lists—ScOUT, ALCIBIADES,

Answers to Puzzledom No. 18 were received from
Harpy THOUGHT too late for mention last week.

NEW PUZZLES.

No. 1. DouBLE ACROSTIC.
(Eight letter words.)

But we've ** S7 and two ** L's.”
Which, rightly placed, **see ycu’’ well,
Scull will always spell,
SCULL or SKULL.
ile 4th) was printed N. Y.

OUR GREAT WORD HUNT.

(Open to yearly subscribers only).

He also detected a t
(for New Mexico, in t

subscribers from the word
“ ZYMOTIC,”

we will award the following prizes :

pographical error in No. 7. N.M.

For the three largest lists of words formed by yearly

and received at this office on or before June 30, 1883,

‘We actually give away and ;end b);' mali’ll, ;::szp
us 65 cents for six months subse on u J
C’ql‘lilmn Tllustrated Family Paper, brim furl of Charming Stories
and many other things calculated to amuse,
even the “Little Tots®

HOUSEKEEPERS
gotten up in the following manner.
recipes, and receive(il 0

jven in nearly every case. s
:eﬁcgd, which are published and bound in bool

to our new Jou:

' NEW COOK

We requeslod the subser:

"HOUSEKEEPERS’ COOK BOOK
A MAGNIFICENT ENGRAVING
FAMILY NEEDLE PACKAGE
A FINE LARGE OIL CHROMO

aid, to you the four articles mentioned above and described below, if you will send

, Beautiful Pictures, 1
instruct and entertain every member of the family,
are not forgotten, but each number contains something of interest to everybody.
O OK isone of the Best Cook
\bers to our publicasious to send
VER 20,000 RECIPES. The initials, or the

The 20,000 Recipes were examined by |
k form of a neat and convenient size for use.

GIVEN

L AawAY

YOUNG PEOPLE, a Large, 16 Page, 48
Knotty }uzzles, Delightful Poems, Sketches
from the youngest to the oldest ;

rnal, entitled OUR

Books ever published, and was
us their most valuable and useful
names and P. 0. Address of the contributors
EXPERT COOKS, and about 1,000 of the choicest
1t contains as many Recipes as Cook
have.

100, and is Just the book that every wife and housekeeper should

3 5 Books costing $1.50 to §3 d from Europe into
Acrem=a AR ol if S B e i $12 STEEL ENCRAVING cutived “SUNSIIINE AN SHADOW.? ves myvicd b Bl e

A change. 3. To surpass in_excellence. 4. A river 0 this country by a large importing firm. It had so many admirers that we purchased it and ha ‘p“ e o e

Brazil, tributary to the Rio Negro. s. Disposition. 6. The most delicate details of expression are brought out with vividness, and only on the closest examnato ¥ Y

An alkaloid obtained from Dafura stramonium, now
supposed to be identical with atropine. 7. Poor. 8. A
town of Prussia, fourteen miles N. N. W. of Gnesen.
9. One who manages engines or artillery. =
Primals.—An amphibious animal of Africa and Asia.
Finals—An American amphibious animal, resembling

CONDITIONS.
 Webster's Unabridged Dictionary ” will be allowed.

allowed. |
3. No letter can be used more than once in a word.

1. Only words found in the body of recent editions of

2. Words containing less than three letters will not be

discover that it is not the arigin:l §12,0¢ Stcel Engraving. THIS MAGN

i sents a gardener who
::ii.ansdh?gxﬁe" in )ﬁzr arms the baby, which is reaching out its arms to its father,
brawny arms to the child, while the baby’s sister, a little three-year old, with her dolly

shall éome to receive the paternal caress,  This picture is beautiful beyond description an

)
postnﬁe need of family sewing, as follows : 1 paper Sharps No. 6, 1 pape

IFICENT

has been working in the garden of a palace, and ::h;"l‘::smthmwu Sown his spade and extends his

in her arms, waits patiently by till her turn
i d worthy a place in the finest parlor.

J Needles contain S«
e LY s LE PACKAGE. Each Packagergi}"”:s No. 7, 1 paper Sharps No. 8,
Fine Cotton Daruers, Wool Darners, Yarn Darners,

ENGRAVING is 19 by 24 inches in
bis wife has just brought his mid-day

s a full assortmen:, smled} to every
1 paper Sharps as-
Embroidery

Z e . : $ sorted sizes, Tape Needles, Long Darners, Medium Size Darners, L E 62 %
" E’;;'”QGU]:K Crty. ALCIBIADES. 4 Abb.revlatlonsy Toema e geogi?phlc‘?l, i Heslon M’D'm, L Ca‘rpet AR AN O s TD"B]Y e Neegllletsht'hac:ﬁ':\]‘l:scsoes]tei:’e“dl?r(?:‘r‘nys;?eigls:::‘nxiucgeI::nSd attractive
. names, mf:knames, and plurals, are not allowed. i LARcE ol |_ CH ROMQ that we give awatyfwll 4 1?‘“_5 et ot pnce to give a full deseription of it
N R 5. All lists of words must be arranged in alphabetical subjects, each 13 by 18 inches in size, execntgd in uglllllta;o;fegsl;?u iful oil colors.
D EELS: i i ines. or any of the articles, but gnarantee you will be more i 13 onst youseve
e it should be whien on one side of the paper | Al g ariilgrne ot ars St lassIn e RUSHL ARLESMENR RSy e Bt
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i many words it contains ; also full name and address. refund the money. s : : - 4 S
o founa 7oIn caseof a tie between two or more contestants | "FOR 68 CENTS weent b sbogs It st 1o 0w KoL L L LI
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A SEA DREAM.

BY THOMAS S. COLLIER.

He never brought one back again ;
Now did not he do well,

This Mister Lee, who went to sea,
His orchard fruits to sell ?

The Dolphin had a pippin red,
The Shark a pippin green ;
The Lobster ate, by way of bait,

Of pears full seventeen.

The beauteous Mermaid she took one,
The Porpoise he took two ; = ;
The sportive Whale then shook his tail,

And said, ** A peck will do.”

The Jelly-fish his russets tock,
His greenings took the Hake,

And for a week he had to seek
Aid for the stomach-ache.

The Herring thought that ** Plums were good,”
The Crab cried, ** Grapes fpr me!"”

The Pike said, ** I a peach will buy
For the Sea Anemone.”

The Eel he chose a gilliflower,
The Sunfish took a quince,

And though they seek with him to speak,
No fish has seen him since.

The Cod, he saw the spitzenbergs,
And quickly bought the lot;

And then the Shad was made quite glad
With one small apricot.

And, having sold his fragrant store,
This Mister Lee then thought,

That fishes made the stir in trade,
For which he long had sought.

DULA'S ORGAN.

BY WARREN WALTERS.

In the United States census book, the date of which I
do not now recall, this entry may be found among other
data: ** Randolph County—musical instruments, 1.’
The history of that musical unit I propose to relate.

AMONG the trackless forests of West Virginia
reside many strange characters; many are the
romances which have been written of them, and
still more numerous are those untold. There are
miles upon miles of Virginia woodland, where the
mountain cat and the bear hold undisputed control,
and where the scenery is of the grandest type.

The traveler, who has been whirled through the
famous Cheat River region on the Baltimore and
Ohio railroad, catches glimpses of the wonderful
fastnesses from the car window, but can have little
idea of the primitive condition of life among the
hardy mountaineers, who live and die surrounded
by the grandeur of their native peaks and valleys.

Dick Marsden, or, as he was best known among
the very few neighbors, ** Trapper Dick,” lived on a
plateau about half way up the east side of Rich
Mountain. (By neighbors is meant the score of
people who were scattered within a radius of twenty
or thirty miles.) The plateau was a level spot, not
over a fourth of a mile square. It was heavily tim-
bered, with the exception of a small plot, swathed
in the most luxuriant grass, and a yet smaller patch
upon which a trifle of corn and a few potatoes were
grown. A few rods from the rude log hut a spring
of the purest water issued from a rock, and thence

trickled through the plateau and down the moun-
tain.

Trapper Dick lived there with his tall, gaunt,
‘“ gangling " son Tom, and his daughter Dula. The
wife was dead—died when Dula was but three or
four years old—and Dula Marsden grew up in the
solitude, something vastly different from the ideal-
ized maiden of the nineteenth century.

It is not known what influenced the father to such
an unusual action, but that Dula was sent to a Bal-
timore boarding school is a fact. Trapper Dick was
well-to-do. Every year he sold scores of cattle to
the stockmen, who scour the country twice every
year. Besides the cattle, he and Tom every spring
shipped great bales of pelts to Buckhannon, where
they were taken to Clarksburg, and railed to mar-
ket. In his way, Trapper Dick was a miser, since
the sums of money obtained from these sources was
hoarded from year to year. What idea possessed
the trapper's mind is not known; in fact, it is
doubtful if he had any cther than the general de-
light he experienced in seeing it grow.

There was very little outlay : the rifle and trap

supplied the finest meats, the brooks the most deli-
cate mountain-trout, the bee-tree the richest honey,
the cow, milk and butter, and, in their season, ber-
_ries, nuts, and maple-sugar, were easy to be had.
An occasional visit to the cross-roads store, more
than thirty miles away, was equal to the few de-
mands the trapper made.

Dula was seventeen when she returned, after an
absence of four years, during which time the trap-
per and his son saw her but once, the visit to Balti-
more being the event in their lives. She burst upon
them like a vision, for, during the last three years,
she had passed from girlhood to womanhood, and
acquired the habits, thoughts, and speech of civiliza-
tion, as opposed to the ruder backwoods life. At
first father and brother were almost afraid to touch
her, but the honest heart and deep affection of the
true daughter and noble woman bridged the chasm
by throwing herself into her father's arms, and be-
stowing upon his bronzed cheeks a shower of kisses,
whose sincerity was unquestioned.

For the first time the parent realized the full
meaning of the three years’ ‘‘larnin’,” as he saw
the stylishly-dressed girl before him. The revela-
tion conveyed in the matter of dress alone was
enough to awaken a train of ideas, the first of
which was, ““ How would such an elegant creature
exist in Trapper Dick’s log cabin ?” The question,
¢ What shall I do with her ?” came upon him with
stunning force. ‘‘Can I have done wrong ? Have
I made a mistake 2" he asked himself. Tom, with

honest bashfulness, felt afraid of his own sister,
and shared with his father the surprise and perplex-
ity of the moment.

Dula was undeniably handsome, both in figure
and in face. She was full of spirit and life, but, for
all her grace and all her education, there was not
lacking one iota of filial respect and filial love.

¢ Come,” she exclaimed, ‘‘let us be off ! I want

to see my home. Do you know, daddy, I can hardly |

i

wait until'l am under the dear old roof again !

The three mounted their horses and galloped
away. It is not the purpose of this story to enter
into the history of all the changes wrought by Dula
Marsden’s education, but simply to relate one of the
episodes growing out of it. Like the true woman
she was, she rapidly accommodated herself to the
changed condition of her life. That she should part

with some of the superficial refinements, was as |

natural as that her father and brother should grad-
ually lose some of their rudeness and wild habits.
In their every-day life, the feeling which nearly

his gold.  Since Dula’s return there were number-
less ‘ales afloat about. his wealth, and Dula’s mod-
ish appearance, aside from the fact of her being
sent away to school, suggested extravagant visions
of hoards of money. ‘“Big Hamish " and his band
resolved to *‘ raid Trapper Dick’s ranche.”

Aside from the fact of his wholesale violation of
the ethics of mountain society, Trapper Dick must
also be a declared criminal, because ‘‘ he was rich
| as flugins,” 7. e., wealthy beyond compare.

The night selected for this raid was the second
after the organ was housed in the trapper's cabin.

Beside ‘‘ Big Hamish,” there were some eight or ten
men, all alive with anticipation of a rich haul.
They rode in single file to within a half mile of the
cabin, where they dismounted, lariated their horses,
and stole along the path to the cabin. It was about
| ten o'clock when they surrounded the cabin, and hid
| themselves in the deep grass.

They were a murderous looking company, having
made some rude attempts at disguise. Every man

approached awe, disappeared, and they settled down | was armed with a rifle, and in his belt, or suspended
into a condition which was a manifest improvement | about his neck by a strap, was the deadly knife
on their former estate. The greatest trial Dula | without which few mountaineers travel. They were

experienced was being deprived of music.

She had ! neatly all tall, powerfully framed fellows, many

=
E

““ THEY CROWDED ABOUT THE ORGAN AND DEVOURED THE music,”

learned to play the cabinet-organ, and had devoted | marked with ugly gashes, the memento of other des-

herself with the deepest enthusiasm to its mastery.
It had become part of her being. In thinking over
the revolution—for it was little, if anything, less
than a revolution—that was the sorest trial of all.
Indeed, so sound and true was her nature, that one
loss comprised the only source of regret. She con-
fided this to Trapper Dick. He was willing, nay,
he was anxious, to do everything to please his bon-
nie daughter, who was doubly dear to him because
she returned to his humble roof with a contented
heart. The result of the confidence was the pur-
chase of an instrument, Dula’s intense longing sur-
mounting the difficulties of transportation, and their
distance from a musical depot. Trapper Dick’s
ideas of music were limited to such sounds as were
produced from a fiddle, unskillfully handled by a
mountain genius at the infrequent frolics. :

It was possible to bring the wonderful instrument
in a wagon to a point within ten miles of Dula’s
home. From that point the only means of ap-
proach was a bridle-path. However, this was sur-
mounted, and, late one October night, the organ
was landed at Dula’s door.

" The fact of the transportation of some unwieldy
concern up the mountain, to Trapper Dick’s cabin.‘
spread like wildfire among the mountaineers, and lu-
dicrous beyond measure were the stories afloat in
regard to it. Among those deeply interested was a
certain ‘‘ Big Hamish,” the leader of a gang of
outlaws, who joined the profession of moonshiners
with a general guerilla’s warfare on live-stock, or
‘‘ plunder ” of any character. They reasoned that

the ‘‘consarn” was nothing more or less than a

strong box, in which Trapper Dick meant to stare

perate forays. Crime, vile spirits, and an affinity
for dirt added to the dread their appearance must
produce.

‘“Now, fellers,"” whispered Big Hamish, ¢ there
mustn’t be no blunders. Don’t let a single whelp
of ye stir until I guvye th’ sign. Then ye all close
on the sheebang.  None uv ye mus’ tech the gal, if
he don’t want a hole in his head. Ef ye can’t help
it, ye will hev to slug the men, but I'd raythur git
'long without thet, but, ef ye mus’, ye mus’; but no
harmin’ the gal, mind ye!”

It was evident the doomed family had not yet
retired, for there was a bright light in the cabin.
This was a matter of surprise, for mountaineers, it
is well known, seek their rest early.

“T'll creep up an’ see what'’s goin’ on,” said the
leader, as he moved stealthily toward the cabin.

The night was a lovely one, and there were few
sounds to break the stillness of the solitude of the
mountain peaks. The moon was not yet risen, but
the sky was an azure field studded with stars whose
brilliancy in that pure air was transcendently beau-
tiful.

Who can describe the feelings of those concealed
cut-throats when the stillness of the nightwas broken
by the full tones of a majestic march ; the wondrous
beauty of the music was as marvelous as if the
heavens had opened and an orchestra of angels
should have swept the earth with a floodtide of har-
mony. They knew nothing of music, none of them
had heard so much as a brass band or hand-organ.
Was it wonderful that all thoughts of their bloody

 errand should have been chased away by this amaz-
ing sound ?

Their innermost senses were ravished ; they feared
to move lest something of its glory should be lost ;
they did not stop to reason about it, so enraptured
were they. When the march was ended, there was
anew feeling in their hearts whose meaning they
could not understand. Once more they experienced
a sensation which was nearly akin to pain, when a
sweet and clear young voice floated amid a sea of
harmony, and sung ** Home, Sweet Home.”

* Big Hamish " crept back, and, when the song
was ended, gathered his men together and retreated.
When they had reached the horses he swore a
mighty oath, and, with characteristic idiocrasy, de-
clared his intention of retracing his steps to hear
once more that wonderful music.

“The fust man as does any damage gits this;”
and he pointed significantly to his knife. Back
again rode they, then, to the cabin, and, in peaceful
tones, requested permission to enter. They crowded
about the organ and devoured the music which Dula
gave in answer to their subdued request. There
was no rude speech or conduct. Whenever she
played they seemed to hold their breath, and, when
she ceased a moment, some one was heard to whis-
per “‘more.” It was only when they saw the fair
young girl was wearied beyond reason that they stole
silently out, one by one. It was months after, that
“ Trapper Dick” and his family knew how near they
had been to death’s door, and that Dula’s organ had
magnetized murder from the outlaw’s heart.

The legend of Dula’s organ has passed into a
favorite legend. Nor is it much to be wondered at,
for it was the very first musical instrument of its
kind that penetrated the region of the Cheat.
e, ——

ENGLISH HI@H SCHOOLS.

A WRITER in the Christian Union has been visiting
some of the English public schools—Rugby, of Tom
Brown fame, and Eton. Both his descriptions and his
reflections are interesting. ‘The former being matters of
fact, are undoubtedly true to the letter ; the latter being,
partially, at least, matters of opinion, should only be ac-
cepted, as the writer himself says, ** for what they are
Every boy should begin, early in life, to do a
One cannot walk alone at

worth.”
portion of his own thinking.
first, it is true, but he who always clings to some one for
support, or steps with carefulness just where some other
foot has trod, will never have that independence which
is true manhood’s charm. With these hints, we leave
the following extracts to perform their mission.

There is one relic of ancient times at Eton, whic.h
strikes tle modern American as somewhat singular ; this
is the whipping-block. This ancient instrument stands
in the corner of the yard. When a culprit is to be chas-
tised, he is brought hither, and a call is made for the first
form boys. The two who come last at the scene pay the
penalty for their tardiness by being required to hold the
offender down over the block, while the head master aq-
ministers the switching. 7The extent to which the habit
of fees and perquisites is carried in England, receives a
curious illustration from this ceremony. T'he head mas-
ter makes a special charge for his service, of five shillings
($1.25), which is duly transmitted to the. rarent with
the other extras at the end of the term, in the scl_mol
bills. Whether the fact that the head master of Eton

1 {6 switch offendersas
often S cot ént with the interests of justice, has
anything to do with the frequency of the administering
of the birch, I do not know ; but in Eton, where he is
paid for it ** by the job,” the birching occurs two or three
times a week, while at Rugby, where it is purely a labor
qf love, it has not been administered more than five or six
times in ten years. = :

Each pupil has his own room. Rooming together, and

studying together, are unknown in England. The
whole herding process, so common in America, frog the
nursery up, is abhorrent to an Englishman. In ]*gby,
there are dcrmitories in which the boys sleep, and
sitting-rooms in which they gather for social life ; but
each boy has his room for study, usually without even
a single room-mate. In Eton, at least in the ** college,”
the study-room znd bedroom are all one, each boy
having his own solitary apartment, The boy, from his
entrance on public school life, begins to shift for him-
self. His ** house’ gives him a breakfast of tea, and
bread and butter ; he markets for himself for what else
he wants—eggs, marmalade, jam, potted meats. Inschool,
as out of it, the American breakfast of fish, beefsteak, hot
cakes, or what not, is unknown. The boys breakfast in
small rooms, twenty or twenty-five together, each eating
such breakfast as his means, his tastes, his skill in mar-
keting, or the liberality of a wealthier friend may afford
him. The school is divided into classes or * forms."”
The sixth-form boys breakfast in their own rooms,as
they do afterwards, when they enter the universities. In
the university they have a steward to get the breakfast
for them, run necessary errands, keep the room in order,
and the like. In the public schools, this service is ren-
dered for the senior, or sixth form boy, by a boy in the
first form, who blacks his boots, brushes his clothes, runs
his errands, does his shopping, prepares his breakfast of
tea and toast, and makes himself generally useful. This
isa‘‘fag.”” The sixth form boy may be a rtailor's son,
the first fag the scion of a duke ; school distinctions take
precedence of all others,

Originally, Eton was an endowed school, for about
seventy boys ; it was founded as a feeder to Cambridge.
The boys inherited a right to the school, which descended
in the favored families, from generation to generation.
Finally, the hereditary privilege of going to Eton for
nothing was abolished, and the seventy scholarships were
thrown open to competitive examination. There were
every year a great number of applicants, some sixty or
seventy, out of which, by examination, ten or twelve
are selected for the entering class. This is an illus-
trative and typical fact. English schools and univer-
sities abound with similar scholarships, To get a
scholarship, is to get in England no mere empty honor,
but a very tangible pecuniary aid; sometimes, a re-
spectable income. It is not uncommon for a father to
tell hisson: ** If you can get a scholarship, you can go
to school and the university ; if not, you can go into
business.”” It servesas a method of natural selection,
The boys who are capable of utilizing a higher educa-
tion, are the ones who have the best cha-ice of getting it,
We educate all men much better than England ; England
educates some men much better than we do. Our educa-
tion averages far better ; her higher education reaches a
considerably higher high-water mark. In the institutions
of learning we have learned men ; but outside of them
we have developed no popular scientists equal to Tyndall
and Huxley, no philosophic thinkers comparable to Her-
bert Spencer, no critics equal to Matthew Arnold, and
no Biblical scholars the peers of Alford and Ellicott.

Perhaps one who has had only a glimpse at English
schools, and little more than a glimpse at the analogous
institutions in the United States, ought not to institute
a comparison between the two. My deductions may,
however, go for what they are worth, and I judge that
while in adaptation of studies to the needs of modern
life, our best public schools are quite equal to the best
in England, and in direct personal moral supervision
over the pupils by the teacher are superior—in wealth
of equipment, in liberal compensation to the teacher,
in provision for physical development, and in wise

scholarships serving as real and healthful stimulants
to excellence in study, we have nothing in the United
States to compare with Rugby, Eton, Harrow, and Win=-
chester.
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