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«Ag Tom-Tom’s matis caught sight of Arthur and Lilia, it uttered a roar, and cluag to Tom-Tom’s arm as if for protection.”

JEWEL-LAND;

Hhrvellous Life, Adventures, and Diseoreries of the Young Lol Luton and
lis Sister, Lady Lilia. ’

BY UNCLE GEORGE.

CHAPTER XXXI.
A TRUANT.
HAT evening, as he had intended, Arthur devoted
himself to preparing for his fishing.
This the eagle, who had before seen him fish,

watched with the greatest of interest ; and when at

last Axthur settled himself in the chaius of the ship, |
and determined to have his evening’s fishing from
there, the eagle perched itself upon the bulwarks.

But before going any farther, Arthur went round
to the other side of the vessel, and unfastened a rope
that hung long and loose over the side.

This he gave a gentle tug or two at, and directly
after there was a commotion in the water, and the
elephant-seal’s head appeared, the animal making &
loud barking noise.

Arthur paused for a few moments, and then went
down his ladder, hesitated, but finally drew the rope

a little, and the great creature swam quickly up.

“There!” said Arthur, bending down and un-
fastening the noose ; “I am going to give you your
liberty—so now come and fish for me.”

In an instant—as soon as it was aware that it was
froe—the seal gave a rush and a bound, and dived
down, came up, sported about, and sent the spray
flying in all directions, till Arthur began to be afraid
that his fishing would be spoiled for that night.

Fortunately, however, all this excitement was not
on the fishing-side of the ship, to which Arthur now
returned—Lilia bringing her work so as to sew and
look on.

“ Where’s Tom-Tom ?” she asked.

JTLY 15, 1876
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Arthur lookdi round, for he had *not noticed the
absence of the ape ; but Tom-Tom was nowhere on
board; and on looking shoreward he was not to be
seen there either.

“He has gone to sleep under o tree somewhere,”
said Arthur, baiting his hook, and throwing out his
line, which was carried some distance out by the tide.

In a few minutes there came a tug-tug, and
Avrthur felt that he had a good fish on—one which
played about for some time, and then made a leap
out of the water, breaking the hook away, and would
have been lost, only at that moment there was a
rustle of wings and a rush, and the eagle, which had
been quietly watching the whole proceedings, made a
sudden swoop, caught the fish, and returned with it
to the deck, giving it up at once without resistance.

Arthur canght a couple more fish, and then they
ceased to bite, which was all the more vexatious be-
cause they were playing about in abundance.

He tried all his different baits without effect, and
was about to give up, when there was a little eddying
in the water beneath him, and, gazing down, he saw
that the seal had come round to that side, and was
swimming rapidly beneath the water.

A moment later the silvery fish were flying out in
all directions, and as he watched them he suddenly
became aware that the seal was swimming towards
him with a fish in its mouth.

This it gave up directly on Arthur descending
into the dingy; and to his great joy, the huge
crepture swam  off again half a dozen times, and
returned with as many fish before it began to take
any for itsclf.

The cagle, too, did its share ; so that the net was
well-filled, ready for their present wants, and the
replenishing of the pool.

Night came, and no Tom-Tom.

The next day, and there was no ape.
become of him was a mystery.

Arthur went ashore, and called and shouted —
looked in every direction ; but there was no sign of
the faithful beast.

Lilia was quite in trouble when Arthur made this
announcement ; and now that the ape was gone, they
began to find out more and more what a useful
companion he had been, and whata great deal he had
done for them.

All at once Lilia began to sob kitterly :

“1Ie’s killed—I know he’s killed, or else, poor

‘What had

fellow, he is wounded, and lying waiting for us to |

come and sce after him. Oh, Arty, let’s go and sce !”

The same thought had struck Arthur, but he had
refrained from speaking. On hearing these words,
though, he carefully loaded his gun, went to the
grindstone and sharpened his axe and knife, and
prepared for an expedition in scarch of the ape.

To Arthur’s surprise, he found that Lilia had also
prepared herself, and placed axe and knife in her own
little belt.

“ But you are not coming ?" asl:ed Arthur.

¢“Indeed I should be very cowarlly if I let you go
by yourself,” said Lilia. ¢ I shall certainly go.”

Arthur made no opposition ; in fact, he was glad
of his sister’s companionship. But he determined
that he would arrange for her to be out of danger.

o, as soon as she was ready, he placed the gizaffe’s
saddle in the dingy, with a supply of provisions.
‘Water he did not take, because he knew the directions
in which springs lay.

When all was ready, he paused for a few moments,
thinking ; and then he placed the pad-saddle which
Iic had been preparing for the kangaroo also in -the
boat, and they started for the shore.

CHAPTER XXXII.
POOR TOM-TOM’S FATE { )

As Arthur pushed the dingy off fram the ship’s
side, the cagle uttered a loud scream from its perch
upon the broken mast, and, opening its wings, seemed
to glide down after them, sliding, to all appearances,
casily along the air.

Almost at the same moment there was a rush and
o swirl in the clear water, and the seal thrust out its
proboscis-like snout, and then, in its eagerness of
grecting, nearly contrived to overset the hoat.

Directly after it began to play znd gambol
round the boat, raising such a swell that the dingy
danced upon the waves, and a little more such demon-
strative delight would have ended in a eatastrophe.

There was great satisfaction, though, in finding the
various animals they had tried to tame become such
faithful followers ; for the eagle circled gently round
them, sending forth his wild cries, and the seal now
swam steadily behind, snorting and uttering its
barking noise.

On the shore, too, there was the leopard racing
about in a state of the greatest excitement, ready to
roll about in the sand at their feet as soon as they
leaped ashore ; while they had not been there
many minutes before a head peercd over the trees a
short distance inland, and the giraffe came trotting
up, closely followed by the kangaroo, which came to
them in a series of flying leaps that were perfectly
wonder/{ul.

Arthur saddled the giraffe, and, placing its bridle
and a stick in Lilia’s hand. asked her if she could
manage the gentle creaturec herself; and as she

6
l

scemed fully confident upon this point, he left her
and_proceeded to saddle the kangaroo. .

He had made some alterations in the saddle ; but
he was not satisfied with it as yet, and he meant the
present only as an experimental trial. . .

The kangaroo, or, as they mnow christened it,
Hopalong, stood perfectly still upon two legs and
its tail, as Arthur fixed the saddle upon its back, in
what he considered a good position.

Then when its master led it to a stone where he
could easily mount, nothing could be more gentle and
satisfactory—the animal allowing him to mount, and
then ambling after the giraffe, by whose side he pro-
gressed in a series of little bounds, whose effect was
anything but disagrecable to his rider. .

“How do you like it, Arty ?”” cried Lilia, looking
down from her perch high up on the giraffe’s back.

“It’s capital,” was the reply. “Now let’s go
faster ; and mind you keep a bright look-out right and
left for Tom-Tom.”

As he said these words, Arthur gave the giraffe a
touch, and it went off at a respectable gallop; but
when he endeavoured to follow suit with the kan-
garoo, it seemed to give two or three dancing bounds
upon its hind legs, and then shot itself off like a piece
of steel spring.

Arthur hardly knew how it happened, but the
next thing he was aware of was that he was clinging
very tightly to the branch of a tree which crossed the
track, some twenty feet above the ground, and the
kangaroo was verifying its name by hopping along at
a tremendous rate, some two hundred yards away.

¢« This kangaroo riding don’t scem to answer very
well,” said Arthur to himself, as he prepared to
swing his legs up into the tree, and then climb down.

He was saved this trouble, however, by Lilia, who
came up, anxious lest he should have been hurt ;

cand on being assured that nothing was the matter

beyond a few scratches, she guided the giraffe

beneath the branch. Then the tall animal s.tretchcd ‘
"ot its neck to Arthur, who clung to it with arms

and legs, and slid down and alighted safely upon its
back, where he scated himself in the saddle in front
of Lilia.

There was not much need for consideration as to
which way they should go, so Arthur determined to
leave it almost entirely to the giraffe and the other
animals ; for the leopard gambolled on in front, the
cagle soared ahove them, and the kangaroo re-
turned now to hop gently along by their side
wherever there was room upon the track.

There were no particularly likely places to visit in
search of their friend, after looking at the garden
and the fishpool, from whose rocks Tom-Tom picked
the limpets; so there was nothing for it but to go
gently along. And this they did, secing, to Arthw’s
great surprise, the traces of animals in every diree-
tion ; for he had not heard them lately by night, and
he could not help hoping that the creatures which
visited this part of the island from their own side had

! been somewhat startled by the sight of what had been

i done in the entrance to the cave.

|
i
|
1

It was a long time since Arthur and Lilia had
had an expedition into the island ; and now in tarn
they visited the hot river, the great caseades, the swift
river, the grove where the precious jewels were, and
the woods where they had seen the flowers of which
they made caps, the pitcher plants, and the dell where
they had encountered the leopard.

No Tom-Tom—and no signs of him anywhere ; so
they returned completely tired out.

The next day they resumed their search as before ;
and this time Arthur alighted, and examined Lilia’s
drawing-room cave, going in some distance over

. the golden, sandy floor. But there was no sign of the
ape. :

He then went into the big tunnel, which was full
of the footprints of animals, but no signs of Tom-
Tom ; so there was nothing for it but to seck further.

They mounted the hill where they had seen the first
serpent, and the iguana ; and one of the latter came
hissing and sputtering out from among the trees;
but the leopard took it up by the skin of-the neck,
and gave it a shake, lay down beside it for a few
moments, and pulled it about with its paws, as a
kitten might a ball, and then gave it an ignominious
toss into the bushes.

Arthur now determined to go up the mountain,
where the flagstaff was, thinking it possible that the
ape might have gone up there, when just as they
turned to descend the hill, where the woods grew
dense and thick, and where the most gorgeously-
tinted flowers grew, and birds built their nests, the
kangaroo, which had been hopping on in front, came
back with one tremendous leap.

On the instant the giraffe stretched out its long
neck and peered forward uneasily, while a low, snarl-
ing growl from the leopard drew the travellers’ atten-
tion to its actions.

For the hair about its neck began to bristle up, as
did that along its back. It seemed to swell out
with anger; and with flashing eyes, and teeth laid
bare and glistening sharp and white, it began to crawl
forward, with the white furof its under-parts touch-
ing the ground.

Such signs of danger ahead were not lost upon,
Arthur, who slung round and cocked his gun, and

then remained for a few moments watching the leo-
ard.

“ Let's go back, Arty,” whispered Lilia.

“No,” said Arthur, firmly, *that will never do.
Always face your danger. If we go back, it is like
inviti&lg something to spring upon us at a disadvan-
tage.’

Lilia said nothing, only crouched closely behind
her brother, who gently urged on the girafle, which
slowly followed the creeping leopard.

The trees here were so dense, and their folinge
and branches so interlaced overhead, that the sun’s
rays were excluded, and they proceeded in a green
twilight, through which darted golden arrows of
light wherever there was a thinner arching. The
gorgeous fldfver bells hung on either side of the
track, and beneath their feet the grass was thick
and long, sometimes quite hiding the leopard, whose
progress was then only marked by the waving tops
of the tender blades of delicate green.

Arthur was at a loss tomake out what could he the
danger ahead, but he had now sutlicient confidence in
his skill as a marksman to determine to face it out,
unless it were a rhinoceros, in which case he would
turn the giraffe and gallop off.

On went the leopard, growling and snarling
softly, and bravely the giraffe followed, while the
kangaroo, profiting by the example, hopped
after them, every now and then, though, stopping
short and turning round in the most comical manner
to deliver a tremendous kick with one of its claw-
armed hind legs at an imaginary enemy.

They went so far through the dim arch of the
forest, with the undergrowth becoming more dank
and the atmosphere more steamy and hot each
moment, that Arthur wondered at the power of his
dumb companions in detecting danger so far away ;
and he began to think that whatever was the peril,
it had escaped without molesting them, when the
eagle came skimming down the avenue over their
heads, its great wings brushing the trees, and perch-
ing in a mighty cotton-wood tree, in the midst of an
opening, where it began to scream, and look down
into the thick grass below it, opening its beak and
threatening some encmy.

Almost at the same moment, they saw the leopard
make a tremendous bound out of the grass on to the
trunk of the cotton-wood tree, up which it ran, and
then out on to a low branch, where it clung, craning
out its neck, lashing its tail, and growling savagely.

Arthur urged on the giraffe once more, and in a
few seconds he was looking down upon an appalling
sight.

“For ronnd about the foot of the great forest tree
the grass was all beaten down and laid flat by the
passing over it of a great weight ; and therc lay the
great weight, in the shape of the most monstrous
serpent Arthur had yet scen.

The creature had chosen for its resting-place the
angle between two gréat buttresses of the tree, and
here its hideous but brilliantly-mottled body was lviny
in wonderful convolutions—so vast and so many, that
from where he sat Axrthur could not sce where the
monster began nor yet where it ended.

He soon, however, saw the serpent’s head; for,
apparently irritated by the leopard’s snarls, and the
screaming of the eagle, its great body began to be
slowly in motion, coil gliding over coil, and the head
sceming to be forced slowly up the tree-trunk with a
large forked tongue playing and quivering about the
hard, horny lips.

As the cremture seemed to be crawling up the tree,
its rich brown and yel ow markings showed off plainly
against the ash-coloured trunk. The eagle redoubled
its screams, set up its feathers and beat its wings, and
the leopard snarled and tore the bark of the great
bough.

Axthur felt fascinated. He knew there was danger
in staying, but there was so much strange desire to
see what would follow, that even Lilia looked on
without a word.

The serpent glided about a dozen feet up the tree,
with apparently forty feet of its body wreathed about
the grass. Then the head wavered to and fro, and
balanced in the air for a few moments, after which
it slipped sidewise and fell upon the ground.

It was then drawn back, and very sluggishly forced
up the trec once more, but only to fall again; and
every motion was made so slowly and heavily, that
Arthur looked eagerly at the monster’s body to sce
that towards the centre it was enormously distended,
and by that he knew that the monster was half-torpid
after making one of its hideous meals.

Arthur was so encouraged by this that he urged
the giraffe forward once more, till he was within
eight or ten yards of the serpent, which was once
more trying to glide up the tree to reach its enemies,
when, waiting till the great diamond-shaped head
stood out well upon a grey patch of moss, Arthur
took careful aim and fired.

The eagle flew up screaming, the leopard leaped
down with a growl, the kangaroo rolled over in the
grass as if shot, and kicked hard at nothing, and the
giratfe trembled, while the serpent seemed to quiver

| and undulate gently from head to tail, as the former

fell heavily and inert upon the rest of the body.
Then it slowly straightened itself, kept on quivering
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for a while, and then remained still ; for the shot had
completely destroyed its head.

After a time Arthur ventured down to examine the
serpent, which was nearly dead. and found it twenty
of his paces in length, while its centre was so dis-
tended, that when, close by, he saw a great stone lying,
such as Tom-Tom had been in the habit of aiming, a
terrible thought crossed the boy’s mind.

Poor Tom-Tom had been going to slay another of
his enemies, when he had been seized, and after a
terrible struggle, to which the trampled and beaten-
down grass bore witness, he had been crushed, killed,
and buried in this monster’s hideous maw.

Arthur did not tell Lilia his fears ; but after making
sure that the serpent was dead by firing another charge
into its head, he slowly remounted, and they returned
to the ship.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
A VISITOR.

That evening, as the young people were seated upon
the deck, watching the wondrous tints upon the
water, coloured as it was with gold, and saffron, and
lake, like to the gorgeous western sky, Lilia, who had
been very thoughtful, suddenly exclaimed :

« I know where poor Tom-Tom is.”

“You do ?”’ asked Arthur, starting.

“Yes,” said Lilia, nodding her head sadly; ¢ that
horrible great snake has eaten him.”

It wanted but this confirmation ef his views to
make Arthur own that such had been his own
thoughts.

“Yes,” he said, sadly ; “ I’m afraid so.”

“The great snakes must have hated him, because
he killed so many,” continued Lilia, beginning to
sob. “Toor Tom-Tom !—and I did love him so !”

“Ilc was such a faithtul beast,” said Arthur,
mournfully.

¢ Aud so beautifully ugly,” sobbed Lilia. ¢ Incver
saw anything so ugly betore.”

They sat talking till darkness had fallen ; and then,
with the great mellow stars for lamps burning
brightly overhead, they went to rest, to lic listening
to the strange sounds which came off the shore.

They were up betimes the next morning, for Arthur
had determined to go on collecting pearls, and to add
to this a good store of the virgin gold that was waiting
to become their treasure.

Lilia gladly helped, and by mid-day they had
placed a goodly store of lustrous pearls on board, to-
gether with as much gold as Arthur could carry in
their journeys to and fro.

That, he thought, was enough gold for one day ;
and after they had dined oft fish, fruit, and delicious
vegetables of liis own growth, they determined to go
as far as Ruby Rock—as Arthur had christened the
place where the gems glittered amidst the trailing
vines,

Lilia was delighted at the idea, and together they
started, taking their time, for the sun was hot, till
they were in the jungle, where they were protected
from the rays by the broad and interlacing foliage.

They did not get on very fast, for the arms Arthur
carried wore heavy, and care was necessary lest
they should be taken unawares by any dangerous
beast.

They were both satisfied now as to Tom-Tom’s
fate, 5o made no farther search, but lavished some
of their favours upon the other creatures.

These Arthur felt must be great protections—an
example of which the leopard and eagle had given
them the day before; and now the eagle flapped
along before them, brushing the trees with its wings,
while the leopard bounded on, and hunted over every
foot of ground.

The kangaroo followed behind, and as it did so,
Arthur looked at it longingly, and thought of the days
when he should have contrived a good saddle and
learned to keep his seat upon its back, in spite of
its wildest bounds. :

That was a glorious walk, with the tempting fruit
and brilliant flowers hanging on either side, asking,
as it were, to be plucked.

They went then slowly on, Lilia laughingly remov-
ing her own little hat to replace it with a thick
flower bell, so that she looked like an enlarged
edition of a fairy out of some picture of elves,
sprites, and fays, . .

Arthur picked out some new kinds of vegetables,
and placed them in a satchel which he had over his
shoulder, and then they went onward till they reached
at last the beautiful perpendicular rock, with its
creepers and vines, from amidst which they had scen
the sparkling gems encrusting the rugged stones, over
which the vegetation fell like a wonderful green
curtain,

To Arthur’s great surprise, there was now not a

single precious stone to be scen: the plants had .

grown and twined to such an extent that the face of
the rock was one veil of a delicious green that was
exceedingly dense, and the boy eould not help
wondering at the rapidity with which these plants
hod run.

“What a pity I” exclaimed Lilia. “ And I was
thinking how nice it would be to collect a number
of those beautiful stones for dear mamma.”

“Well,” cried Arthur, “we are not beaten. Let’s
see what we can do.”

As he spoke, he scized onc end of a long trailing
rope of vine, and dragged at it so sharply that it
broke away some distance up the rock, and a great,
;hick wreath of vegetation fell at the young people’s
cet,

On repeating this process two or three times, the
face of the rock began to be exposed ; but Arthur
did mot venture near it yet, for his acts had disturbed
colonies of birds and lizards, the former of which
flitted about uttering their cries, and the Iatter rustled
and scuffled about in all dircctions, showing their
shining, scaly, and plated backs of burnished green,
purple, and gold, as they hwrried away to find some
hiding-place frec from danger.

At last Arthur took his satchel, and loosening the
axe from his belt, he cut away a few more inter-
vening picces of vine, and laid bare the wondrous
rock, which was literally encrusted with the beautiful
crystals we call precious stones. The rock was of
different kinds and formations, and it scemed as if
several masses of the most rich had been thrust together
by the hand of a giant, and then left for the plants to
grow over them.

Arthur and Lilia were both literally astounded at
the riches before them : rubies, emeralds, and sap-
phires were there in abundance, with clusters in-
numerable of the gems of lesser value, such as the
topaz, amethyst, garnet, and chrysolite.

It was growing late, though, so Lilia held the bag,
while Arthur proceeded to chip off one by one the
most beautiful crystals he could reach ; and as fast
as he secured one there always seemed another more
beautiful close at hand.

“‘'There, Arty—there!” cried Lilia, excitedly.
“Climb a little higher up—that’s right. There’s a
beauty there !”

Arthur climbed higher up, and then higher ; and
as he knocked off the crystals, Lilia nimbly canght
them in the bag as he threw them down.

The eagle had perched upon the rock and watched
them for a few minutes, and then, uttering a discon-
tented croak, it had spread its wings and flown off.

The leopard had darted off in quest of some small
animal, and returned for a moment, licking its lips,
only to gallop off again; and the kangaroo hdd
hopped gently away, down a beautiful glade, in search
of tender shoots.

“Now, Lilia, catch this,” cried Arthur, detaching
a magnificent sapphire ; and he was in the act of
throwing it, when there came a roar like thunder
from the wood on their right.

Directly after there came another roar, and another,
but they were in different keys.

Arthur leaped down from the rock and seized his
piece, which he cocked ready, for he felt surc some
monster or another was about to attack him.

Lilia stood panting, with her axe in her hand, and
then there came a fresh roar, the breaking of braaches,
a fierce rush, and, to their utter amazement, Tom-
Tom, whom they had mourned as dead, bounded
clumsily to their feet, apparently wild with delight.

“ Why, you wicked old truant!” cried Lilia ; and
al the sound of her voice Tom-Tom rolled himself
trantically about in the grass.

Then he leaped up, drummed upon his breast,
stared at his master, and uttered a tremendous roar,
one which seemed to be echoed from the depths of
the wood into which Tom-Tom the next moment
plunged.

“’I'hen he wasn’t swallowed by the snake, Arty ?”
cried Lilia ; and then they listened to a roaring and
growling and snarling, mingled with the breaking of
branches, the result of which was that while Arthur
stood ready for a new enemy, Tom-Tom .suddenly
reappeared, dragging from amongst the bushes what
secmed to be his double—another ape—very little
smaller than himself, while he bore in his left hand a
branch of a tree, laden with great fig-like fruit.

As Tom-Tom’s mate caught sight of Axthur and
Lilia, it uttered a roar, and clung to Tom-Tom’s arm
as if for protection.

Then it snatled savagely, and made a bound to
attack Arthur, which movement T'om-Tom frustrated,
and boxed his companion’s ears with a cowple of
tremendous cuffs.

Lastly, Tom-Tom, grinning and chattering, brought
his unwilling companion forward, and Arthur saw
that the ape was in high glee ; for he was introducing
Mrs. Tom-Tom to his young master and mistress.

The young people hardly knew whether to laugh or
be alarmed, so comical and yet so tragic was the
scene ; but in the midst of it Arthur thought
the best way would be to put a bold face on the
matter, and take the new-comer by the hand. He ad-
vanced to do so, but with a savage roar of rage, the
ape avoided him by shuffling sidewise, and* then made
a bound past him, and seized Lilia by the dress.

CIIAPTER XXXIV.
THE APE AXD IS MATE.
Arthur leaped forward in alarm to save his sister,
as Lilia nttered a loud cry.
But he need not have troubled himself, for Tom-

Tom was quicker, and literally snatched Lilia out of. ( ' ]
Dhis partner’s grasp, dropped her gently on the grass, ] eating, and when she insisted upon having it, ceming

" and then, in the most ungallant manner in the world,

took Mrs. Tom-Tom by the shoulders and shook her
—chattering and snarling the while—shook her till
she began to howl dismally, and threw herself down
on the grass, whining as if for forgiveness.

That secmed tosbe all that Tom-Tom wanted, for
he now caught hold by the hand of his unwiling
mate, and dragged her once more towards the young
people. R

Mrs. Tom-Tom bore this very well till she was
close to Arthur, and then she began to snarl and
chatter menacingly ence more.

This was the signal for another sounding box on
the ear, which sent Mrs. Tom-Tom over, and she
would have been more severely punished but for
Arthwr’s interposition*

Whether the lady was grateful, or whether she was
induced to be quict by seeing how familiar her lord
was with what she no doubt looked mpon as horribly
dangerous creatures, does not signify. = Suffice it that
in a short time she allowed Tom-Tom to properly
introduce her to his patrons, and submitted to have
her hand shaken and her head patted.

Arthur gave a finish to the proccedings by regaling
her with some of the vegetables,Tom-Tom carried on
his pole—a great mealy fruit, apparently half-way
between a potato and a parsnip.

But now that the alarm was over, Arthur returned

to the object of his visit, wondering all #he while,
though, whether Tom-Tom had been through the big
tunncl to fetch his mate.
. Assoon as the ape had testified to the joy he felt
in seeing his young master again, and saw what he
was doing, he set to work and tore down more of the
vines, laying bare gems brighter and more beautiful
than any Arthur had yet obtained.

On seeing Arthur chip them out of the rock, Tom-
Tom began to do the same, and dislodged a magnifi-
cent ruby.  This he fingered, turned over, tasted, bit,
and then looked at in disgust, spitting and sputtering
loudly.

e was about to throw it away, but Arthur checked
him, and the gem was placed in Lilia’s basket, and the
task of collecting went on.

In the meantime, Mrs. Tom-Tom sat in the grass,
staring at Lilia, who hardly liked the appearance of
her neighbour ; but fecling at last that the way to be
friendly with the strange creature was to assume the
mastery over it, she made an effort to conquer her
repugnance and. fear, and advanced, basket in hand,
upon Mrs. Tom-Tom.

As Liha advanced, the dark lady began to snarl
and push herself farther away; but as she was
going backwards, and could not see, her eyes being
fixed on Lilia, further progress was shortly stayed
by the rock where Tom-Tom was busy chipping with
the axe.

Here, to Lilia’s great delight, the new-comer began
to show signs of fear; and taking advantage of this,
Lilia sprang upon her, caught her great arm, and
held her.

It was a eritical moment, and Arthur, from a ledge
up the rock, watched the proceedings with the groatest
interest, ready to lend help if it were needed.

Tom-Tom, too, opened his lips to indulge in a
tremendous grin as he saw his lady snarl savagely for
a moment, then whimper, and finally, with the. great
tears running down her hairy cheeks, suffer herself
to be dragged away from the rock by Lilia, who
looked a mere pigmy by her side,

Once the lady stopped short, and made as if to
retreat, but a hmrp of rock struck her on the back
directly, and the chattering noise made by Tom-Tom
showed at once by whom it had been aimed.

From that moment Mrs. Tom-Tom was obedience
itself. She let Lilia drag her whereshe pleased, squatted
down and submitred to be patted, laying her head on
the grass ar.d emittinga sound evidently showing her
satisfaction ; but it was anything but pleasing to the
car, for the only way to describe it is as a screeching,
rumbling jar, with a dash of spinning-wheel and a
little saw-sharpening thrown in.

No sooner did Tom-Tom seo this satisfactory state
of affairs achieved, than he leaped down from the face
of the rock, axe in hand, and"began to perform a
triivmphal war-dance, giving a chop at the trees he
passed, leaping in the air in a ponderouns, elephantine
tashion, and sending the birds that had flocked round
screeching and cireling about amongst the troes.

Tom-Tom’s gambols ceased as suddenly as they had
begun, and it was quite absurd to see the manner in
which he went back, in a sort of shamefaced way, to
his work, climbing selemnly up the rock, and laboriously
chipping away—the only drawback to his industry
being that he chipped out valneless lumps of quartz
and threw.down to Lilia; and on several occasions
jerked sapphires, emeralds, and rubics of great price
right away into the jungle.

“Oh, you great gooso!” cried Lilia, stopping him
in the act of throwing away a great sapphiro—the
finest yet obtained. “ Give that to me this instant.”

Tom-Tom stared at her, his great ears working
about as he tried to understand her meaning. Then,
gaining an insight as she pointed to the gem, he went
through a sort of pantomime—tasting, spitting, and
sputtering, to show her how worthless it was for
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down and passing it over to her with a strange
grimace. L= ’

Suddenly the light seemed to break in upon him,
and he bounded off.

His mate gathered herself up to follow, but her
lord made’a rush at her'and drove her back, while he
made for the nearest tree laden with great scarlet
orange-like fruit, tore off a heavy bough, and came
back with it in triumph to his mistress.

“Crark I” he cried, which was a word that meant
a great deal with Tom-Tom, and here evidently
might be interpreted — “See, here’s some fruit—
ten times better than those stupid stones.”

For with Tom-Tom the only things of any value
were those that were good to eat, and all the jewels
in the world would not have been so satisfactory to
him as a nest of soft grass, or sand, in which he
could sleep.

Lilia took the fruit with pleasure, and quite
finished her conquest of Mrs, Tom-Tom by giving
her an orange now and then.

The recovery of Tom-Tom formed the subject of
their conversation all the way home, during which
journey Mrs. Tom-Tom made two or three attempts
at escape.

These were, however, stopped at once by the ape,
who, ever on thé watch, would catch his lady as she
was scuflling off into the dense shades of the wood.

‘When they reached the shore, the question arose
what was to be done with Tom-Tom’s mate—was
she to be taken on board the ship ?

This was solved by the lady herself, who, upon
Arthur taking to the boat with his sister, and Tom-
Tom, making a rollicking splash in the waves by way
of example, hung back, uttered a doleful howl, threw
herself down, and began to dash up the sand.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]
(This tale commenced in No. 280. Back numbers can always pe had.)

ODYSSEUS: -
= HIS
WANDERINGS AND ADVENTURES.

BY C. A. READ,

CHAPTER VII.
FOR a whole month the Greeks rested and

feasted in the island of Afolus, and during

that time Odysseus recounted to his kingly

host the story of the siege of Troy. Then he
told the tale of his wanderings since they left the
Phrygian coast down to the moment when he had
left the giant Polyphemus on the beach.

“ Ah,” muttered Alolus, with a shade upon his brow.
“sure as thou hast hurt Polyphemus, so sure will
his mighty sire Poseidon hurt thee.”

“ Alas, I fear so,” replied Odysseus, “though as
the thing is passed and cannot be recalled theré is no
need to,mourn over it. But say, O king, when may
we put to sea again ?”

“To morrow, it thou wilt, though I am loth to
part with thee,” replied Zolus. “The story of
Troy’s fall, of gallant Hector and wise Zneas, have
moved me deeply, and I would fain hear it again.
However, thou and thine are anxious to be gone, and
so I will not stay thee.”

“If ever thou shouldst visit Ithaca, O king, what
a welcome should be thine !” said Odysseus. “ Here
I cannot attempt to repay thee except in words for all
the hospitality we have received. Yet there is one
thing I want.”

“Yes, I know—you would ask a pilot,” replied
Zolus. " Butthat is beyond my power to give. No
one who dwells within these isles may ever leave
them.” . )

The face of Odysseus Ilengthened with dis-
appointment.

“I had thought”——

“Yes, I know thy thought,” interrupted ZEolus.
“But thou shalt have better than a pilot. The god
of the sea is now and evermore thy foe, and thou
needest all my help. I will give thee a wind to carry
thee'to Greece. While it blows even Poseidon can-
not hurt thee 1”

“ O king, thou art ”——

¢ Say nothing. I am but thy friend. And now if
thou wouldst sail to-morrow, thou shouldst be at rest.
‘While thou art sleeping, I will work for thee, and
catch the fickle winds. Good night.” B

As the king spoke, he rose to his feet and held out
his hand. Odysseus grasped it in silence. Then
they parted, one to his mysterious work, the other to
his rest.

‘When morning came, and Odysseus wakened, he
found King Aolus standing by his couch. Beside
him were some three or four youths carrying each
upon his shoulders a leather bag bound with a silver-
tasselled thong.

“Now, King of Ithaca,” said Zolus, “thy ships
are waiting, and all is ready for thy depasture. The
.wind,vthat is to waft thee to Greece is already blow-
ing.

Odysseus sprang from hiz couch. and fiinging on
his robe, hastily followed Aolus to the beach.  There

he found the ships ready and waiting for him, a soft
breeze from the west just bellying the sails.

For a moment or two he stood trying to find words
of thanks, but before he spoke, Aolus laid his hand
upon his arm, and urged him on board. :

“ Waste not the time inspeech | Away I”’ he eried,
quickly. ¢ As you linger, dangers gather |’

Next moment, half by his own will, half-helped by
the king, Odysseus found himself on board.

““Now guard safely these bags,” cried Aolus, as
the youths placed them within the ships. “Make
them fast to the mast, and let no man open them till
thou art safe upon the beach of Ithaca. Re-
member 1

‘While one of the men made the bags fast, as
directed, the youths moved away. Then the king
lifted his hand and waVed it, as if calling on some in-
visible friend, and next moment the ships swayed off
into deep water, their sails filled by the pleasant breeze,
and looking gay against the rising sun.

For the first two hours, while the isles of Aolus
were in sight, the men on board the fleet busied them-
selves with talk of the pleasant land they were leaving,
or in making fast and “snug’ the many presents
from their hosts that lay about.-

‘When this was done, and when the last hill-top of
the last isle sank down in the west, the men seated
themselves to rest.

Alas! then, as now, the devil found some mischief
still for idle hands to do.

Scarcely had the men scated themselves, when they
began to grumble and debate among themselves.
‘Why had they left the islands in such a hurry ? and,
above all, what was contained in the bags that were to
be looked after so carefully ?  Were they not full of
treasure ? and was not their king playing them false,
and trying to keep the whole of it to himself ?

Presently they became so loud and bold in their
speech that they were overheard by Odysseus, who
thereupon placed himself close by the mast. He saw
that the pleasures of the isle had weakened his men’s
discipline, and that there was no use speaking or
reasoning with them just then.

This action of his, however, only added to the men’s
suspicions—in fact, confirmed them in the belief that
the bags he seemed so anxious to guard must contain
wonderful treasures.

Day after day, for nine long days and nights,
Odysseus kept watch beside the mast, and day after
day the men looked on and grumbled.

On the tenth day a cry from the foremost ship
gladdened every heart.

“Our isles at;last—our isles! DBehold Leucadia’s
steep 1’

Odysseus sprang to his feet, and saw before him,
swelling over the blue waves, the promontory of
Leucadia. Then looking to the south-east, he beheld
in dim outline the hills ot Ithaca. :

“ Zfolus, I thank thee,” he muttered, with a pleas-
sant sigh, then lay back where he sat, and wearied
with long watching at once fell fast asleep.

“Ha !” cried one of the men, as he saw this, “the
king sleeps at last. Now is our time !

“Yes, now is our time!” said another. “For
years his chests have burst with Trojan spoil, while
we, his partners in everything, are left to return
home rich only in fame. And now, at the very last,
even Alolus adds to his store. Come, let us untie the
bags and take our share I’

“Forbear, ye fools!” cried Lachas, the herald,
from the after part of the vessel.  These bags con-~
tain the spirits of ‘the winds, all but soft Zephyrus,
that blew us hither I

His words were too late! Before they were half
spoken, the men had slashed the thongs with their
swords.

There was an instant rushing noise, as of winds
clashing together, then from each bag sprang forth a
strong figure, that spread abroad a pair of powerful
wings and soared aloft.

The men who had wronght the mischief sprang
back dismayed, while Odysseva woke suddenly from
his short sleep. "

“ What, what have ye done, O foolish Ithacans ?”
he cried, in a voice of agony. Alas! alas! see
yonder comes the gale that may yet sweep us far
from home.”

Even as he spoke, from round Leucadia’s steep
came a black cloud, before which the sca tossed and
moaned as if in fear.

Next moment it was alout them, howling and
shrieking like a troop of fiends.

At the first stroke the sail burst with a noise like a
clap of thunder. Then the vessel swung round like a
cork, and plunged away towards the west—away,
away, as fast as wind and sea could drive her.

And now, while his men lay down in the ship filled
with terror, shame, and regret, Odysseus paced back-
wards and forwards in an almost maddened state.
Once or twice he gazed at the fierce waves that swept
past, and felt a wish to leap into their embrace and
end his troubles at once.

His was, however, a mind too strong to give way
to such folly for long, so presently he regained his
courage and cheerfulness, and rousing the men from
their despair, made them busy themselves with the
ship. ’ :

It was well he did this, for the gale continued to
blow, mounting now into a hwrricang, now shifting
80 as to make the seas cross each other and break in
foam, but ever driving them farther away from the
homes that they had just caught a glimpse of.

At last, on the evening of the fifth day, the shores
of the Zolian isles appeared in view, and presently
they ran into the little sandy bay from which they
had started, half a moon ago, with such high hopes
and pleasant winds.

This time there was no rush of youths and maids
to weloome them, and it was with shame at his heart
that Odysseus stepped ashdre and made for the wells
known grove.

The place was deserted, so leaving his men behind,
he hastened towards the palace of the king.

Again things were different from what they had
been at first. He found no one at the gate or doors
to welcome him ; but, pressing in, he soon reached
the great hall.

There he found the king, with his sons, seated at
the evening banquet ; but not daring to dwaw near
them, he paused and stood in the doorway with head
bowed in shame.

Before he had stood there many seconds, one of
them caught sight of him, and recognized his well-
known figure and face.

“Hal” cried he, as he started to his feet. “ What
demon hast thou met to bar thy way, and drive thee
here again ? Did we not give thee all thou couldst
desire to take thee home ?”

Odysseus stood silent awhile. Then he replied in
low tones :

“Alas! O son of Aolus, my faithless men let
loose the spirits while I slept in sight of home! But,
oh, let us once more find favour in the king’s eyes I”’

The king started from the banquet couch, and
strode towards Odysseus with dark, angry face.

“ Begone, vile wretch | —begone I’ he cried. “Leave
here this instant—thou and all thy fleet. Fate shows
that thou art hateful to the gods, and the presence of
one whom the gods hate pollutes the isle.  Begone—
thou and thy accursed friends, begone 1’

Odysseus bowed low to the king, and sighing,
turned and walked sadly to his fleet. There his men
heard his news with low cries of pain, then broke
into loud reproaches on themselves for their folly and
disobedience.

“ Reproach not yourselves,” said Odysseus, pre-
sently. “1I, too, have been to blame. Now again we
must trust to our own strong arms and subtle brains.
Here we may stay nolonger; for see, there come the
soldiers of the king to quicken our depatture.”

Even as he spoke a band of warriors emerged from
the grove;and, hastening towards the Greeks, called
out to them to leave quickly.

Seeing there was nothing else to be done, the Greeks
with a sigh obeyed, and presently the fleet was clear of
the little bay, and tossing about upon the stormy
waves without. Then the sun went down in the
west, and a dark night fell upon them,

‘When morning came—a morning they scarcely ex-
pected to meet—there was nothing to be seen but a
leaden sky, and the wild waste of waters tumbling
around them. A day of misery followed—a day in
which, while drenched with foam, they had only for
food a few pieces of wormy cake and an ounce or two
of unccoked flesh of goats.

But this was not the last. Another and another and
another followed, until, upon the morning of the
seventh, they drifted into the Lestrigonian Gulf, now
called after Gaéta.

Presently, as they drew near the shore at the head
of this gulf, the towers'of Formis stood up between
them and the rising sun. .~

The Greeks greeted the sight of land and of a city
with eries of joy. Then, before Odysseus could give
any orders or take any counsel with them, they drove
the ships through the narrow entrance to the long
harbour within.

“I go not there ! cried Odysseus, as he sprang to
the helm and brought his ship up into the wind.
“ We will make fast to the shore without.”

Taught by experience the men obeyed without a
murmur, - The ship was beached carefully outside the
harbour, though within it conld be seen the water
was smooth as glass. Then two hawsers were run
out to the nearest rock, and these once made fast
Odysseus and a chosen few stepped ashore.

Trom the beach they climbed up a steep cliff from
which the plains within were to be seen stretching
away for miles and miles. At the head of the long,
narrow harbour, in which lay all the ships except the
Kking’s, rose the towers and domes of the city, but on
all the plains no sight or sign of human bewngs could
be seen,

Here Odysseus paused, while Lachas, the herald,
and two men went forward to explore.

Presently these as they advanced came across a
wheel-made track leading from a wood towards
the city, and following this soon found themselves
beside a shaded well. . Bending over this was a maid
with a pitcher in her hand.

The Greeks advanced towards the well to question
her, when she suddenly stood up and caught sight of
them. ’

For a moment her face showed nothing but as-
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tonishment. Then as the Grecks drew yet nearer, a As it advanced towards the Greeks their hearts | once. Here are dainties for our mid-day feast! Be

look of pleased malice shone from her eyes, and
gathered round her cruel mouth.

CHAPTER VIIL

“We are strangers, O maid,” said Lachas, the
herald—¢ strangers who have been tossed and beaten
by the sea snd wind for many days, and who need the
help of the king of this land. Where does his palace
lie ?”

“ Yonder, close by the city, on the left,”” replied the
maid, with a smile which Lachas long remembered.
“ He will be glad to see you.”

She pointed towards a dome that rose high ahove
the city on the left; then moved to go away, as if
wishing to be no further questioned. .

“We owe you thanks, O maid. But another word
before you go I” cried Lachas. ¢ What is the race
which inhabits here ?”’

The face of the maid grew dark, and she glowered
upon him as she replied :

« A race of men and women who are born and live
and die—a race that eats when hungry, and féels pain
when hurt !” .

" As she finished this rather strange reply, she turned ,
away quickly, and was almost instantly lost to sight |
among the trees. ] |

sank within them. Its size was as a mountain, com- |

pared to that of Polyphemus, and its look was even
more terrific. Strange to say, though the face of
the giantess was so hideous, it had yet in it some-
thing of a likeness to that of the damsel by the well.

At first the figure stalked along without catching
sight of the strangers. Then suddenly becoming
aware of their presence, it uttered a cry of brutal
delight, like that of a lion leaping on its prey, and
sprang towards them.

A moment of sudden horror, then the three men
turned and fled as fast as their feet, winged by terror,
could carry them.

“Here! Antiphates !—Antiphates !” cried the
giantess, in a voice that echoed round the building
like a thunder growl. ¢ Here are three mortals for
our mid-day feast 1”

A tiger-like cry answered her from within ; and
presently, as the Greeks passed through the outer
gates, and glanced back, they saw a figure larger
still, rush forth and bound towards them ! It was
Lamas, the king and leader of the Lestrygonian race !

“ Alas—alas I”” cried Lachas, as the giant advanced
towards them, with monstrous strides. “One of us
must die. Let us then separate, so that while he cap-
tures the one whom fate ordains, the others may escape.”

quick ! be quick 1”

At his cry the hitherto quiet-looking walls of the
city were covered with a giant Dbrood, that next
moment leaped over into the open and burst through
the gates shrieking and howling. .

Struck with horror, the Greeks hoisted their
anchors and leaped to their oars.

Alas | there was no leader to keep them in order,
so while they strove to get out of the harbour one
ship got foul of another, and they were soon all
wedged together in ene struggling, heaving mass.

At sight of this, a great roar of delight broke
from the Lestrygones, that made the Greek confusion,
if possible, still greater.

Presently the sides of the hills right away to the
very harbour mouth were covered with the giants,
and across the bar at the entrance stood some half
dozen of the monsters, with the water scarcely reach-
ing to their loins.

Another moment, while the Greeks broke into a
low cry of despair, the whole air was darkened with
a shower of rocks and mighty stones, hurled from
every side.

Under this shower the watcr of the harbour broke
into spray, and boiled as if a volcano’s mouth. Two
| or three of the heavier rocks lit upon a couple of the

“The men sprung back dismayed, while Odysseus woke suddenly.”

« A strange damsel, truly I’ muttered Lachas, ashe

and the two moved forward to the city. “But there
“are strange folk even in Greece.”

«“ Yet none so strange as her,”” replied one of the
men, with a shiver. “Her face is like that of one of
the Eringes. My lLeart tells me this is an evil
place 1” o

« Tush 1” replied Lachas. “Your heartis cowardly.
Let us hasten on.” N C

The man who had spoken bowed his head, as if in
ghame.” Then the three hastened on towards the

city. )

t{n half an hour’s time they were close by the palace
of the king, and were astonished, as they passed
through the outer gates, to find no guard or keeper
either to bar their passage or welcome theni.

At the great door under ‘the dome—a door taller
than the tallest mast in the fleet—there was also no
guard. - :

" Here they pauged a moment; then Lachas stepped
in, closely followed by the two men.

A dozen yards along a passage brought them to a
door large as the first; and passing through this, they
found themselves in & hall of such tremendous size
thac they paused again, and stood looking round them
in silent awe. :

“It is no ordinary race of mortals that built these
walls,” said the herald. - :

« And no ordinary race that dwells in them,” said
the soldier who had first spoken. “ Would to Zeus
we were safely back in our ship again I”

¢ Pallas protect ug ! You are right!” cried the
herald, as from ancther door in the farther end of the
wall a female figure of enormous size emerged.,

&

“Take thou the hill, then, and strive to reach
Odysseus ! We will to the fleet,” cried the soldiers.

“ As you will,” replied Lachas, while he turned and
fled away by the path towards the well, while the
soldiers ran down, past the town, towards the
ships.

The advice of Lachas was a wise one, for so soon
as the giant noticed that they took different ways he
halted in doubt. Then, making sure that he could
presently easily capture him who made for'the hill-
top, and feeling that two were a better prize than
one, he dashed after the soldiers.

As the men saw him come on they shrieked ‘out
wildly, and redoubled their speed.

But of what use were their puny legs compared
with his ? While at each bound they might caver a
yard or two, his steps were measured by perches.

Still they had had the start, and made good way.
They were almost on the beach, and were beginning

hideous laugh of the giant sounded close behind
them, and one of his monstrous hands reached out
and grasped the hindmost. The very man whose
heart from the first had been fearful.

There was a sudden sickening sound as of the
crunching of human bones. - Then the giant flung
his captive, bruised and dead, back upon the earth,
and sprang after the other soldier. -

He was too late! The Greek had plunged into
the flood and gained the nearest ship.

At this the monster stood still in rage a moment.
Then he raised his voice and cried aloud, so that the
hills echoed it again and again.

“Ho ! Lestrygones! Lestrygones! Come forth at

to hope that they might yet reach the ships, when the.

ships, and crashing through their sides as if they
were made of parchment, sent them-to the bottom.

Quick as thought, another shower followed the
first, and when the giants paused to learn the result
of their- work, the last of the Greek ships had dis-
appeared. Then, presently, as the waves began to
grow quiet, the whole face of the harbour was seen
covered with the heads of the struggling men—of
those who had not the good fortune to go down with
their ships.

Another cry .of brutal delight broke from the
throats of the giants, and echoed round the hills
again and again. Then some rushed back to the
city, and presently - reappeared brandishing aloft
great three-pronged spears. :

Snatching one of these, the king leaped into the
water, and drove its triple peints into the back of the
nearest Greek. Then lifting it aloft, and holding it
with its burden above his head, he cried out, :

‘““ A fine fat fish, my friends—a fine fat fish indeed.!
“What a pity our waters do not yield such every day !”
-~ A playful roar from the Lestrygones answered the
king. Then every one that héld- a spear strode into
the water, and a scene too horrible for full description
began.

Soon all those of the Greeks who were in the
shallower waters were speared and brought ashore,
‘but out in the deeper spots some still swam about,
hopeless of escape, yet clinging to life as men will
cling in the most utter extremity. <

But the giant king was cunning as well as brutal,
and when his sport began to grow slack for want of
victims, he drove a body of his monsters to the town
for ropes. . ’

The YOUNG FOLK’S BUDGET i now published in every place throughout the United Kingdom on Thursday morning, and is on sale in London on Wednesday evening.




38

YOUNG FOLK’'S WEEKLY BUDGET.

[No. .91,

These soon returned, and in a short time to every
triple-pointed spear a rope was attached. . When this
was done, the giants waded into the water till it
covered their waists, and the horrible sport began
again.

ﬁight and left, while roaring with horrid laughter,
the giants flang their spears, and at each time a Greek
was pierced, he was drawn towards them by the rope
attached to the weapon.

At last there were no more to slay, and the giants
gathered together on the beach, pleased with the sport
they had had, yet, glutton-like, regretting that it had
not lasted longer. )

Meanwhile, Lachas, entirely forgotten by the giant
king, managed to reached the hill-top where Odysscus
stood waiting his return. At sight of him, panting,
alone, and almost fainting, the king sprang towards
him. '

“Well, Lachas, what horror have you to tell us of ?
—for horror is written in your face,” he cried.
“ Quick—1et us hear!”

“ O king l—such horror as I never dreamed these
eyes should see! The land is a land of mensters
more fearful even than #he Cyclops. The two soldiers
you sent with me are now dead within the giants’
hands, while those who entered the harbour with the
fleet are—are—— Oh, I cannot tell thetale! Come
to the brow of the hill, and sce for yowself !”’ )

Odysseus gprang forward to the brow of the hill,
and looked down at the harbour.

Not a single ship of all his fleet was to be seen ;
and of his men, the last remaining few were being
dragged to the shore by the giants!

It was a minute or two before he could fully com-
prehend all. Then he raised his hands to the sky, and
burst into tears, hero though he was, and with a
heart that had met many a bitter stroke without
flinching.

“See, the monsterslook this way!” exclaimed Lachas.

It was as he said. The giant king just at that
moment thought suddenly of the single stranger that
had fled up the hillside, and he sprang forward,
calling on his men to follow.

“I carenot! Let them come !” replied Odysseus
in his despair.

“ But 1 care—we all care !” replied the herald, as
he eanght the king by the arm and hurried him back.

Presently, while the_herald huriied him along
Odysseus regained his ealmness of mind. He saw at
once that now indeed more than ever did it become
him to act the brave part. So he quickened his steps,
and hurried down the sca side of the hill until he
reached the beach.

There he fornd his men stretched about a fire
which they had lighted in hopes that he and his little
party would return bringing with them a sheep or a
goat. .

‘When they saw his disordered looks and hurried
steps they started to their feet in alarm, and were
about to ask what evil had befallen him when his
words stopped them.

“Quick to the ship!” he cried. “ The land is a
land of monsters who have slain our friends. We
alone are left of all the Ithacans I”

The men sprang quickly on board, and were un-
fastening the hawsers, when some half a dozen of the
mousters appeared on the top of the hill, and came
bounding and tumbling down towards them.

At the sight Odysseus drew his sword and severed
the hawsers. Then the men bent to their ears, and
the ship shot out into deep water just as the giants
reached the beach. :

[To BE CONTINUED.]
(This tale commenced in No. 280. Back numbers can slweays be had.)

THE MAGIC LEAVES.

ONCE uf)on a time there was a young girl who, with

hor aunt, lived all alone. Auntie Louise, the
young girl called her aunt. Auntie Louise lived
on & nice little farm three miles from the village.

Auntle Louise was not old or cross. Annie was just
sixteen, and Auntie Louise was thirty-twe.

Auntie, Louise had taught Annie how to manage
Neddie, the fat little pony; and.he was"n little fly-
away too sometimes, but, withal, the best-natured litfle
fellow in the world.

This particular afternoon Annie was going to the
woods, on horseback, to look for autumn leaves—it was
a beautiful October day.

Away cantered Neddie, as glad to be out in the
beantiful sunshine as Annie herself. When they came
to the woods, fastening Neddie’s bridle to a low branch
of a tree, Annie sat down to rest. :

Presently, a dainty little lady stood before her—a
dainty little lady, smiling and holding out to her a tiny
bunch of autumn leaves, the loveliest she had ever
seeu.N Ai\nie a:ke(z h:;' to sit down, but she said ;

. ““No, I must not stay ; my friends arve waiting for me

in yonder dell. Take the leaves; they were gga:thered

on purpose for you. They possess a peculiar power.

You have only to wave them three times before Neddie’s,
eyes, and he will instantly“become a most polished

gallant.”’

“But I would rather have him
astonished Annie,

““You only. have to wave them three times before the

as ke is,” said the

eyes of your gallant, and he will become Neddie, the
S 2

fat pony, again ; and do you not see that when you and
Auntie Louise wish to go out in the evenings, you can
drive Neddie, carrying these flowers with you? and
when you reach any place, you have only to wave these
leaves before Neddie’s eyes three times, and you have a
gentleman attendant.” . X

“Oh, won’t that be nice for Auntie Louise!” cried
Annie, lifting her eyes to thank thé'lady ; but she was
gone, and the bunch of tiny autumn leaves lay in her
lap. They were very elastic and tough, and were
fastened firmly in a little silver holder. In examining
them, Annie touched a sprirg, and, lo! a silver leaf
sprang out and rolled quickly around all the others,’and
then they were nicely protected and easily carried in her
pocket. She started up, and ran until she came in sight
of Neddie. .

““ Oh, such a secret, Neddie! Auntie Louise shall
be the first to try it !”’ and springing on Neddie's back,
she cantered gaily home. Louise was arranging a
bouquet of pansies on the porch when Annie came up.

‘¢ Oh, auntie, the queerest thing !”’ she began.

““Why, Annie, where is your hatP—and how warm
Neddie is!”’

¢ My hat just tumbled off the other side of the barn.
I will go and get it. Butb just listen, and just see
here,” drawing from her pocket the wonderful little
roll, and touching the spring that unrolled the silver
leaf. ‘“ We have only to wave this three times before
Neddie’s eyes and he becomes a fine genfleman, ready
to attend us everywhere.” Then she told her about the
little lady in the woods, and all that she said. Auntie
Louise did not seem as much surprised as Annie
thought she would. * You are to try it first,”” she
concluded, springing from the pony.

Louise took the mysterious leaves and waved them
solemnly three times before Neddie’s eyes, and behold !
the pony was nowhere to be seen, but there stood an
elegant gentleman, with his hat in his hand, politely
bowing to Miss Louise and her niece. Annie brought
him a chair, and for an hour the learned gentleman
entertained them with descriptions of life and travel.
Then, suddenly remembering that it was time for
Neddie to have his evening meal of hay and oats,
Auntie Louise waved the bright leaves three times
before the eyes of Mr. Pemberton (that is the name
the gentleman gave himself), and there stood Neddie,
eyuipped in saﬁdle and bridle, just as Annie had left
him. Annie led him away to the barn.

‘““Won't it be convenient, auntiei’’ asked Annie,
when she came back.

¢ Nothing could be more so ?”’ returned Auntie Louise.

After this they drove Neddie wherever they wished to
go, transforming him into Mr. Pemberton when they
wished an attendans.

‘What a treasure Neddie was! A gentleman called
one day, asking if Miss Louise would sell her pony.

‘““Did you ever, auntie? Sell Neddie! Sell Mr.
Pemberton !” said Annie. “‘I wonder how much Mr.
Pemberton would call himself worth! I'll go this
minute to the stables and bring him in.”

‘What is that? Neddie neighing impatiently where
ixe is tied below the hill ; Annie just waking under the

ree.

‘““Why! how long can I have been asleep P’

Again Neddie’s shrill whinny.

‘“Neddie! Mr. Pemberton! Oh, what a dream!”
exclaimed Annie, gathering up her autumn leaves
hastily. And this part of her dream came true ;

She did canter gaily home ; she did find Auntie Louise
on the porch arranging abouquet of pansies ; and Auntie

Louise did say, *° Why, Annie, where’s your hat? and
how warm Neddie is!”’

BLUEBELL VANE'S STORY.

CHAPTER XVIL
SUNDAY IN THE HIVE.
SUNDAY at The Hive was very different from

the same day at Cranefells. On coming
down to breakfast I was greeted by Tom
with:

“I suppose you'll be put in Lucie’s class ab

Sunday school.”

“What! Do you go to Sunday school ?**

“Of course. Why not ?”

“Why,” replied I, “I thought no one but

“cottagers’ children, and ragged boys, and those

sort of people, went to Sunday school.”

““What put such an idea into your head, you
little heathen P’ said Lucie, who was busy with
the tea-caddy. .

“I dox’t know, only that in books it always
tellg,of thoee sort of children going.”

< 'Well, unfortunately for us, wa don’t live in
books,” said Bernard; “we are flesh-and-blood
mortals, and have to learn Catechism, Collect,
Epistle, and Gospel, not to mention other
sundries.”. )

Tom’s prophecy proved correct, and when the
time arrived, I found myself by Zoe’s.side, with
other children, waiting for Lucie’s arrival at the
class.

Mr, Carringer was general superintendent. I
saw him‘leave his desk to speak to Bernard, who
wag in Graham’s class, and immediately after-
wards the boy rose, though I ceuld see thas some
arrangement which had been made was highly
disapproved by him, and Tom’s face was full of
giggles.

Bernard came and took his seat as teacher of
the A B C set, which was very near ours. One
of the children handed him a large alphabetical
card, and he was about to proceed to business,
when a mite of a boy went up to him, and trying
to lift his foot to the new master’s knee, I heard
him say:

* Please, sir, will you tie my ghoe ?**

I wondered whether this was part of the duties
of a Sunday school teacher; but Bernard was
quite equal to the occasion, and disposed of the
shoe at once. Seeing the success which had
attended the first petition, a secénd child left
its seat, and asked:

« Please, sir, will you lend me your pocket-
handkerchief ?* )

The idea tickled me 8o much that I with diffi-
culty restrained myself from laughing aloud ; but
when Bernard said coolly to the applicant, « Per-
haps you’d like me to wash your face for you!”
I burst into a most indecorous laugh.

Bernard looked up, and, catching my eye,
seemed in danger of following my example, when
Mr. Carringer crossed the room to reprove me
for my improper behaviour. Lucie came in at
the same moment, and sceing the ashamed face I
wore, apologised so strongly for me, that my
uncle left me with a caution to be more careful in
future.

Our lesson was upon the character of Jacob,
and the teacher waxed eloquent upon his virtues.
‘When it came to my turn to answer a question on
the sorrow of the patiiarch for his lost son Joseph,
I said, with indignant emphasis:

“Yes; butit served him right. He deserved it
every bit. I can’t bear Jacob!”

The children of the class stared, regarding me
‘a8 a sacrilegious personage, and fLucie scemed
petrified. i

Considering it necessary to prove what I had
advanced, and feeling annoyed that what I had
said should be received with marks of disfavour,
I went on: :

“Of course he deserved it after all the mean
things he did to poor Esau; he ought to have
been ashamed of himself. He was an old coward

too. I haven’t patience with him, the horrid
fellow! Esau was a much nicer man. I like
Esaun.”

My uncle, who perhaps now regarded me with
some distrust, had hovered mnear our class, and
came behind me in tims to hear the wind up.
Lucie’s face was very red. I think she was trying
to stifle her Jaug®er at my bold, independent |
expression, But Mr. Carringer was quite
scandalized; possibly he could not understand
that I was speaking from pure conviction, and
not in the least for effect, having perhaps never
heard an opinion pronounced on”the subject. I
had read the story to myself again and again,
and drawn my own conclusions, headlong and
impetuous as a matter of course,

“Hush!” he said, in a grave tone of reproof,
¢ If you, unhappily, have been so badly instructed,
I must request, Bluebell, that you do not express
your opinions here, and thus poison the minds of
other children.” ’

I was silent in a moment, and resolved not to
open my mouth again upon the subject, and £
kept my word.

My uncle’s pew in church was down staire ; a
gallery ran along the side opposite us, and right
in front of it, occupying a large share of space,
was a room, something like a good-sized box at
the opera, but without curtains or adornment
beyond a sofa, chairs, and fire-grate, though these
particulars I did not discover till later. This pew,
50 Zoe whispered, belonged to the family occupy-
ing Bellevue Park—absentees at present. I
looked up at the monumental tablets on the wall
of my ancestral pew, and thought of the time
when my mother must have stood under them
Sunday after Sunday, and lcoked down upon the
congregation below. The church was well filled,
and Tom, who sat to my left, nudged me when-
ever any one whom he consideréd of special note
passed us on the way to their seats. During the
early part of the service I heard an unusual sound
for a church—the poking of a fire—aud it came
from the large pew in the gallery. I looked up
to see it occupied by two persons, and a third,
arrayed in loud magnificence, was arranging her
silken skirts between them. I forgotall about the
service and the holy place. in which I stood as I
answered with interest the determined stare bent
upon me. An instinctive dislike possessed me as
I looked at the tall, silken woman with her hand-
some profile and- scarlet lips, and every now and
then my eyes wandered from my book to look
upward, and Zoe had to impart telegrams from her
mother more than once bidding me be mote
attentive.

One of my strongest feelings just then was to
congratulate myself on being respectably dressed,

| although the plumes were borrowed. Zoe’s hat
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and frock fitted me very fairly, and, clad in them,
I no longer felt mysel the despised pauper of
Cranefells. I wondered whether they would
speak to me. As we were passing out of the
church gates a few carriages were drawn up in
line. Into the foremost of these the party was
entering. :

«‘I'hat woman,” said Lucie to me in an under-
tone, “lives at Bellevue Park. Isn’t she a
swell? I wonder who those girls are with her?
T call the eldest quite pretty. Mrs. Viperr is an
awful woman.”

As the carriage was driving off, our eyes met.
To my infinite astonishment, I was regarded
with most friendly nods, smiling faces, and
waving of hands.

“ What!” exclaimed Lucie, more amazed
than myself, “do you mean to say you know
that woman P

“Yes,” replied I, “I've often seen her at
Cranefells; and those girls are Catherine and
Elfrida.” _

CHAPTER XVIIL.
CHURCHYARD GHUSTS.

That afternoon being fine and warm, some of us
sat in the summer-house at the bottom of the
garden, reading and talking. Ion had been
enjoying a sies‘a in his room, I suspect, for when
he came to us he had suspiciously-tumvled hair,
and a more die-away look than usual. )

“ Mr. Carringer,” said he to me, ‘ has sent you
this book. You are to read the first two qha.pters,
and he will question you about it some time this
evening.”

I took the book, and said :

night by moonlight; it was all as distinct as
possible—Mr. Stewart in his surplice, the
mourners, and everything quite plain. She de-
clares the same thing was seen some time ago,
and a lot of people died after it.”

“I have mno doubt of it,”” observed Ion;
“ people have an unfortunate knack of dying after
everything. But at what hour is this ghostly
procession to be seen P’

“ Midnight, of course—the magic hour; but I
suppose any sort of strong moonlight would do.”

““ It would be rather jolly to get a peep at this
ghostly funeral,” said Jack; ‘“one doesn’t get
such a chance every day.” .

“ Defend us!” cried Ion, in pretended alarm;
“pray, don’t suggest such a thing! What! leave
one’s bed to shiver in a churchyard at midnight !
Aren’t'there enough woes in this miserable vale of
tears without seeking to add to their number ?**

“How do you think Bluebell will be able to
read her chapters for father, if we sit gabbling
here ?” said Lucie.” “I must run in .to see what
mother and Zoe are doing.”

““ Stop—I’ll come too,” said Jack.

“Wait an instant,” said Ton, “and T’ll try te
stagger along with you, if some one will kindly
help me to my feet.” )

In a few minutes Bernard sauntered out to look
after the rabbits, and ‘I'om and I were left alone.
He was kicking his feet vigorously on the floor,
and whistling snatches of a tune he seemed to
know very imperfectly. All of a sudden he
stopped, and said, with a poetical abbreviation of
my name : g

< Blub, you and me ’ll go and see this church-

* yard ghost—eh ?”’

«I only hope it isn’t about good boys and |

girls. I can’t bear bookslike that.”

“What would you have better?” asked
Bernard. ¢ Here, I've just finished a tale about
a reformed bootblack, who became a shining light
- in the world, A mest interesting story—quite
touchant.”’ ’ ’

“T’m afraid those shining lights are all moon-
shine,” said Jack.

«It’s always the way in books,” observed I;
“the naughty children get to be so good at the
end if they’re ever so bad at first.” ) .

“We must put you in abook, then,” said Lucie,
laughing, “and see whether you can be made into
one of these good little girls.”

«Tt's the only chance she’ll have of being any
better than she is,” said polite Toun.

“You can afford to speak,” put in Bernard,
“geeing you're so super-excellent yourself—an
angel in knickerbockers.”

«“How badly you were behaving in church,
Tom,” observed Lucie; “such an example for
Bluebell!”

«] don’t want any example,” said I “Tom -
dién’t behave half so badly as I did.”
«True for yon,” observed Lucie. “I say,

Jack, did you notice that Mrs: Viperr has come

back ?”’ ;
« Ah, by-the-bye, Miss Bluebell,” drawled Ion,
T must congratulato you on having such a
pretty cousin—quite a sweet little fourteen.”
«I think she has a beastly face,” said Tom,

who was not given to mincing. his adjectives. |

«She’ll have a good pair of nut-erackers one day,
you'll sce. A vixen, and no mistake.” .
«T fear, my dear boy,” said Ton, *“that you're
not appreciative of female beauty. Now, lam a
great admirer of sweet fourteens.”
“You may eat her, for all Bluebell cares,” re-
turned Tom. ¢ There’snot much lovelost between
them.” .
« What amiable nods and smiles they put on
i to-day!” said Lucie. “ You might have supposed
them the best of friends. I thought Mrs, Viperr
would have nodded her head off.”
« Grinning idiots!” observed Tom, espousing
my cause with ardour.
i «Ithink,” said Jack, ¢ considerving that their
father was supposed to be dying only a day or
‘two ago, that it looks rather queer of them to be
gal.ivanting the country with that woman of
Babylon, Mrs. Viperr.”

« [ wish,” said I,  that I could see the house
she lives in.” s

«You wouldn’t say so,” returned Bernerd, «if
you knew it's haunted with all sorts of horrors.
Peoyle tell dreadful tales-of it.”

-+ Pooh ! said Tom, disdainfully. ¢ I'd‘scatter
all the ghosts in creation with my popgun for
sixpence. I say, Bluekell, do you believe in
‘ghosts?” RS . Lo

«1 dor’t know,” replied I, meditating, - “I
think I do.” -

«'I'alking of ghosts,” said Lucie, «“I must tell
you ail a glorious bit of news. When I had done
reading to old Betty after dinner, she!told mea
wonderful village tale about the spirits, as she
calls them. She says that the people in the
cottages near the churchyard saw a funeral last

““T’d love to go,” replied I, seized by a spirit of

adventure. ‘“Bat how can we? We’'d be sure to
be found out.”

“Not we. I can manage the job, you shall
see.”

*“ But-just think if your father ”—

¢ Oh, bother! No fear of him., I know a trick
or two; and we'll do the job in first-rate style, so
long as you’re not funky. You mustn’t scream or
yowl, that’s-all.” - .

““Oh, I won’t scream. I don’t think I ever do.”

«All right; bd a good little child, and learn
your lesson for to-night perfectly out here; and if
anybody asks for mie, s8ay I'm’ gone over to poor
old Betty—she and I are awiul old cronies to-
gether.”

CHAPTER . XVIIL
BABY'S JOURNEY.
When I had read and digested what 1y uncle
sent'me through Ion, I returmed to the house,
where I found some of the party; and Zoe and

“Baby engaged in an animated conversation in a

corner. Zo& was saying: ~

« Yéu gan’t, indeed ; you oughtn’t even to tell
about such a thing—it’s naughty.”

“T'll take my dolly, if I like,” said Baby. -

“Oh; darling, you mustn’t talk like that,” said
Zoe, ““cr perhaps you won’t be allowed to go at
all. - Only good little girls ever go, you know.”

“T am.adood dirl, and I will doe,” said Baby,
stoutly. = .. ) )

¢« Indeed you won’t; or, if you did, you'd never
be happy. Mother says naughty children would
be miserable if they went to heaven.” ) )

« Yowu-shap’t doe,” replied the little one; « I'll
tell them to ehut the door. tight, and' to lock you
out, betause you're a naughty dirl, and I shall
tell Ma.”

* She ended with a little sob,
ensconced himself in the softest arm-chair in the
room, now called out: .

¢ Did they say you mustn’t doe, then? Yes,
you shall doe”” (Then to Zoe.) * Where does
she want to go?” ’

‘«8he’s angry with me becuuse I told her she
couldn’t take her doll to heaven,” was Zoe’s
ansver.

“dow do you know she won’t?” asked 1.

¢« What! 'Dake her doll?” asked Zoe, in ntter
surprise. )

«Of course,” said I. “I know she can’t take
this doll with her; but she may have another and
a far nicer one up there.”

“What! Adoll!”

“Yes. Why not?”’

«] never heard such a thing,” said Zoe.
« Bluebell, you are the funniest girl ’——

[ don’t think I'm a bit funny. I thought
heaven was to be the happiest place possible, and
I’m sure Baby wouldn’t be happy anywhere with-
out her doll.”

« Stuff!” said Bernard, ““as if there’d be such
things as dolls up there! Perhaps you. think
there are marbles, and ninepins, and cricket-
bats.”

<] don’t know; but I'm sure there’ll be every-
thing to make us happy; and children can’t live
without playing,” said I.

””

and Ton, who had -

““ Oh, you stupid !”’ cried Zoe. ““ Why, in heaven
people sing all day, and fly about with crowns on
their heads.”

“ Or pluy tunes on harps,” said Bernard,

_“Or eise say their prayers,” added Zoe, * or
sing hymns.”

““Or stand on the sea of glass, bowing down and
worshipping,” wound up Bernard.
> Well,” said'I, “I don’t want to go there if
those are the sort of things they do. I should be
miserable, and mope to death.”

“ For shame ! exclaimed Zoe. “ You couldn’t
mope to death, because people never die there.”

“T'd ery my eyes out then.”

“You couldn’t do that either,” said Bernard,
“ because all tears are wiped away.”

“Well, T woulde’t want to go there, at any

rate,” said I; “ but I don’t believe one bit what.

you say is true. That isn’t a proper heaven ab
all, ’'m sure.”

“ My dear child,” said Lucie, “you forget that
you will be a glorified being then. Your tastes—
your very nature will be purified.” o

“That’s all very true,” said Ion; “but I
shouldn’t wonder if Bluebell is not so wrong, after
all. I have no faithintheheaven that is too com-
monly taught to children, I must say. To me it
always sounds such idle work, this flying in the

air with crown and harp. Heaven is surely nota |

land of idleness—we shall have abundance of
occupation.”

“It will be a higher life altogether,” said
Jack.

““Ah,” said Ton, speaking more seriously than
I had ever heard him before, it will be a state
of happiness such as we can have no idea of here.
Our natures will be vaised and purified, and we
shallhavea thousand pleasures that these wretched
bodies can never enjoy, independently of much
higher enjoyments. Think of having no pain, no
sorrow, no trial, no sort of suffering, and nothing
to worry or grumble about.”

“ Mayn’t I take my dolly, when I doe ?” asked
Baby, going to his knee, and speaking in such
earnest, pleading tones that he exerted himself to
stoop and lift her to his knee.

Tom came in and cast a look of intelligence
upon me as he whispered :

¢ Come out to the porch for a minute—I’ve seen
old Betty.” e

CHAPTER XIX.
ARITHMETIC AND RAISINS.

I found my new home a very happy one, and
soon discovered the truth of what my aunt had
said of there being nodrones in The Hive. Lucie,
I think, was the busiest bee of all. 1t was she
who cut and put up the sandwiches and sherry
for the gentlemen to take to the office; she who
packed Bernard and Tom off to school every
morning, looking after their mufflers and buttons ;

‘she whe made the bread and the puddings, cut

fresh flowers for the vases, and taught Zoe and
myself, besides coaxing baby Gertrude, to learn
to read.

It was sueh a novel way of “having school,” as
Zoe called it; and very delightful to me, instead
of sittingrin a regular schoolroom, with forms on
either side of a table arranged with slates, copy-
books, inkstand, ruler, &c., as we had done at
Cranefells, to have lessons in what Lucie called
her kingdom—a little offshoot of the kitchen,
where werecupboards filled with stores of preserves,
pickles, groceries, glass and china lining its walls.
Here our instructress reigned supreme, whether
in stirring up cakes, weighing out stores, whipping
up cream or eggs, rolling out dainty pastry,
shelling peas, or any other department of her
housekeeping. It was allso different to the usual
starch of governessdom to which I had been accus-
tomed in my old quarters, that I thoroughly en-
joyed the hours devoted to study now, although I
was sadly backward, and, in many branches, much
behind Zoe, though some months her senior.

«This is dictation morning,” said Zoe, the first
Monday after my arrival. Lucie bad on her
housekeeper attire, and was bending over a large
deep pan, kneading hread. . .

«All right,” she said, “ bring your slates and
pencils and rule lines ready; and if my Baby is
very good she shall have a nice bit of dough to
make a pretty cake of; won’t that be nice?
Ready for your first sentence?”” she said, presently,
kneading away. )

“Yes,” replied I, expecting a quotation from a
copy-book, or some wise maxim.

«] am dreadfully afraid,” said Lucie, rubbing
some flour off the end of her nose with her arm,
and putting a great deal more on without knowing
it—*I am dreadfully afraid that the yeast I am
going to use for this bread isn’t (don’t forget
your apostrophe, mind) perfectly fresh.” Now,
Zoe, don’t give me such miserable scribble as you
did last week, or I shall be obliged to shake you,

—
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or do something terrible to you. There’s a sweet
little lump of dough for my Baby to make into
¢ Pat a cake, pat a cake, baker’s man,’”’ she went
on, tossing it over to Gertrude’s corner of the
table.

When the dictation lesson was over, my spell-
ing was highly commended, but the uneven,
sprawling writing in which I indulged much
censured.

“You'll take more pains next time, won’t you,
dear P’ said Lucle, seeing the downocast look I
wore a5 my shortcomings. ¢ Rome wasn’t built
in a day, you know; and I’'m sunre, with a little
patience, those untidy-looking letters could be
converted into very respectable omnes. Now for
gome sums, while I stone these raisins. Don’t
.you think, my Baby, that pretty little cake is
quite black enough from your fat paws for us to pop

me, frightening two black beetles, who were hold-
ing a confab, out of their wits. If it had been at
any other time, I should most likely have called
out—not exaotly from fear, but from habit. We.
gtole round by the back door,” Tom managing
bolts and bars in a most masterly manner. We
each oarried a cloak, more as a disguise than any-
thing elge, and stole along in the shadow of the
building and shrubs, by a short ocut across the
fields; to old Betty’s cottage. Tom was a great
favourite with her, and had played his cards so
well that a candle was burning in her window,
and at a gentle tap from him she herself ap-
peared in a great frilled nighteap, and hand-
kexchief tied round her head.

“ Law gracious, Master Tom, and is it you ?”’
she said,as if she had not expected us. “ And
the young lady too! Well, I never! You are

it in the oven for dolly’s
dinner—eh ? Run and give
it cook, and tell her to bake
it beautiful and brown, and
then come back to help me
stone the raisins for our
cake.”

If there was one thing
above another specially dis-
tasteful to me it was arith-
metic; but Lucie’s method
of imparting instruction
wag so pleatant, and made
the lessons so easy and in-
teresting, that I almost for-
got my dislike to suras.

“Now, children, listen
and be ready. Here in this
jar I have one hundred and
ninety-six raisins, I give
twenty-five to Baby, three
dozen to Bluebell, and four-
score to Zoe. Well, have
you got it all down? My
dear child (to Zoe), what a
frightful ‘8’ you have
made! Pray, rub it out.
Don’t you know how many
go to a score, Bluebell?
Baby, darling, I'm afraid
ourcake will come badly off
for plums if you’re going
to gobble them up as fass
as you stone them !”

“I’'m not dobbling every
one; see there!” said Ger-
trude, trinmphantly, throw-
ing one into the dish before
her.

“Well, that’s a begin-
ning, at any rate. (To us):
Have you set it down
right ?  Fourscore to. Zoe
was the last. Baby, not
being content with what I
had given her, came slily
to the jar and took out six-
teen more (only make be-
lieve, you kanow, little
ones); but I snatch hold
of her fat little fingers, and
take half of them away—
not the fingers, only the
raisins. Now, find out for
me how many I have
left.”

“What do you think of
our Blusbell 7’ asked Aunt
Esther of Lucie, later in
the day, when I happened
. to be outside the sitting-
room putting on my hat in

him, I declzre.

" “To hear him talk,” said the old woman, ad-
miringly, “ he’s the spirit of the whole family in
But Master T'om, you know, this
is sent as a great warning to us all, ye may be
sure, as I was a-saying to Martha”—r

“Never mind that now,” said Tom, “but just

tell us which is the best place to go to see
it.”
« Well, sir, if you must, yon must, I suppose.
If you wait here for an hour or so, you can see
it all from my window up stairs, I daresay; but
the moon’s only low now, and I doubt if it lights
up all the yard yet. Me and Mrs. Batt went down
to the stile by the churchyard wall,”

¢ All right ; that’s where we’ll go.”

“Ah, take care—take care, sir,”” she gaid,
shaking her head. “I'd never let ye go alone,
but I dursn’t go again to look at it for the world,
or I might go home and go

f»";‘f'
i

the hall—*“is she partiou-
larly backward in her
studies P’

“She’s quick enough,” was Lucie’s reply ; * but
she needs a good deal of taming and rubbing up.
‘We must give her a very gentle rein.”

CHAPTER XX. .
CHATTERING TEETH AND QUAKING ENEES,

“Not a sound, for your life!”

“You mind your boots doa’t squeak. You
should have taken them off.”

“ Don’t let the door bang, or I'll never speak to
you again.”

“Hush! What’s thatp”

A step sounded on the-upper staircase for a
moment, as if some one was passing from ene
room to another; then there was silence, but for
the loud ticking of the hall clock. I had reached
the foot of the stairs, and stood holding my breath,
with a delicious kind of fear tingling all over me
—the fascination of a coming adventure and the
dread of detection combined. By the dim light
of the hall lamp, which was always kept burning
at night, I saw a mouse dart across the mat by

sure to be dying with the cold, both of you. Come
in—come in.” .

“No, no,” replied Tom; ‘“we want to see the
ghosts now directly ; we can’t stop. It isn’t too
early, is it ?” M

 Law, bless us!” she exclaimed in a quavering
voice; “there’s no knowing what this dreadful
thing is sent for. Me and Mrs. Batt next door
have been quite ill ever since we saw it, and I
wouldn’t look at again for all the world. A good
many of the neighbours are going to look for it
to-night; but I’m thinking it’s kind of early for
the spirits to show themselves yet.”” She held up
her little candle towards the Dutch eclock in a
corner, and sighed as she said, ““ It’s a bit later
than I thought; but ain’t ye afraid, sir?”’

‘We were standing inside the door arranging
our cloaks so as to disguise ourselves more com-
pletely.

« Afraid!” said Tom, contemptuously, «It’sall
my eye. What's there to be afraid of? I don’t
want governor to catch us, that’s all.”

to bed, and never get up
again.. Ye’ll see the minis-
ter himself and his white
zownd all complete. Oh,

‘s a awful, solemn sight,

[ the moon a-ghinin’ all
over the tombstoner, and
the white ghosts a-standin’
round, and the coffin, and
all! * Oh, my! Oh, my !”

I was wrought up to a
pitch of the highest expec-
tation, as we stood in the
shadow of the hedge that
fringed a meadow overlook-
ing the church. We stood
perfectly still, half-afraid
lest our very breathing
should betray us. Several
people had passed the lane
behind us, all talking of
the ghostly appearance that
was expected ; but we were .
hidden from observation,
unless any one should take
it into their heads to cross
the stile, and take up the
same position as ourselvea.
The moon was completely
hidden by a thick cloud;
but the silver lining that
gilded the edges gave token
of a speedy illumination.

The wind was soughing
in the trees above us, giv-
ing out weird whispers, and
an owl flew from a.neigh-
Louring barm, with its dis-
mal cry. I was shivering,
and Tom ventured to ask,
in the softest of voices,
¢ Cold ?”

I said “No” in the
same tome, although my
teeth were chattering.
Drawing our cloaks over our
heads, we approached the
stile and waited. That
moon ! Would it nevershcw
itself? The minutes
dragged on like hours,
when men’s footsteps were
heard approaching. Nearer
the men came, talking
quietly. Suddenly one
stopped and said :

“1 am determined to sift
the matter to the bottom.
There’s no doubt it’s some
clever trick; but these
things do infinite harm in
a parish among the weaker
brethren, and I consider it
a duty to put a stop to it.
That is why-I sent the message begging you to
assist me.”
ﬁh‘-‘C,ertainly, most certainly,” was the reply to

is.

“This would be a convenient situation, I think,
We might make our observations from here,
under cover of the trees, and expose the whole
trick—that is, if it he repeated to-night. We
must be cautious, that is all.”

“Yes, we must be cantious.”

At that instant the moon broke out from the
cloud, flooding the scene with brightness, and
lighting up the sleeping. world below us, My
heart beat loudly, and my knees quaked. It was
with the greatest difficulty I restrained myself
from an exclamation, as my eye fell on two
gentlemen, who were gazing intently into the
churchyard. One was Mr. Stewart—the other Mr.
Carringer |

[TO BE CONTINUED.] .
(This tale commenced in No. 286. Back numbers can always be had.)

——

The YOUNG FOLE'S BUDGET is now published in every place throughout the United Kingdom on Thursday morning, and is on salein London on Wednesday evening,




~ No. 291.]

YOUNG FOLK'S WEEKLY BUDGET.

41

FRANK HOWARD.
A SEA STORY OF ADVENTURE AND DARING.

By J. A. MAITLAND,

CHAPTER XI.
THE CAPTURE OF THE LADRONE,
¢« SHE still seems to be well-manned, though

ghe has lost twenty-six of her crew,’”” said
Douglass, looking at the pirate schooner
through his spyglass.

“Yes,” said I; “and she carries heavier metal
than we—six eight-pound carronades on each
side, by Jove, and a long gun amidships! 1
doubt whether she would not have proved an
awkward customer had we come across her full-
handed.”

““She may prove so yet,”

be well to keep clear of them carronade guns of
her’n, which are most twice as heavy as our'n.”

“Let fly at her, then! But be sure and take
good aim. Port the helm, quartermaster, and
keep her off. If our big gun will serve us now, it
would be folly to approach nearer to her—just yet,
at any rate.”’ .

Theinstant the gun was fired, the quartermaster
obeyed my order, and the Firefly feil off from before
the wind. As soon as the smoke lifted we looked
anxiously at the brigantine to see whether our
shot had done any mischief. :

““ Bravo, gunner !” cried Douglass. *That shot
was well aimed. It has struck the heel of her
foretopmast. See, the mast totters, and down
come mast and sail! We’ve. crippled her, and

can now have our own way with her.”
There was evidently much confusion on board

was Douglass’s reply;
though he had not a particle
of fear in his composition,
and really had no doubt of
the result of the conflict.

The schocner was ‘cer-
tainly a fine-looking vessel
—not such a beauty—but
considerably larger than
the Firefly.

As I havesaid, she seem-
ed doubtful for some time
whether to show fight or
to bear away from us. She
showed no colours until we
drew very near her. Then
she hoisted the Spanish -
flag; but presently, as if
ber captain had at length
fully made up his mind, she
came forth in her true
colours, hauled down the
Spanish, and hoisted a
black flag in its place.

The crew of the Firefly
gave three cheers, which
were answered defiantly by
the pirates; butin a feeble
fashion —very different
from the hearty, rousing,
ingpiriting cheers that no
sailors save those of Great
Britain are able to give.

¢« Silence, men—silence
fore and aft " I cried.

“That flag means de-
flance, at any rate,” I ob-
served to Douglass. “We
mus$ run her on board, if
we can. It is our best
chance. Her broadside is
stronger than ours.”

- I had hardly spoken ere
the pirates, believing us to
be in range, commenced
the conflict by firing their
swivel-gun at us. The ball
fell short. They had made
a'wrong calculation.

The quartermaster, who
was conning the schooner,
came towards wme, and
touching his cap, said:

< Mr. Howard, beggin’
pardon, sir, for speakin’,
but that chap has made a
mistake, and so taught us
summat as we may profit

«“How do you mean?” I
asked ; for, as I have said

M‘/
B

“Load the swivel with grape and eanister,”*
said I. ¢ We'll pass under the stern of the
brigantine, and rake her fore and afi. 'Then,
since she wants to come to close quarters with us,
we’ll run alongside in the confusion, and carry her
by boarding.”

The gun was soon reported as loaded.

“ Luff up,” said I to the helinsman., “Flatten
in the foresail a bit. So-o! That’s well. Now,
as we pass under her stern, take good aim,and fire.”

In a few minutes the Firefly was in the re-
quisite position, and so near to the brigantine
that the broadsides of both vessels might have
taken effect.

“ Now let ’em have it !>’ I shouted.

The gun was fired, and the wild shouts,
shrieks and execrations that followed told the
mischief that was effected.

“Now then, steer direct

for her stern,” I cried.
 Doarders stand by. Ease
oif the sheets a little. Sc-o0
—steady. Starboard a i,
Starboard. She’s trying to
luff across our bows. So—
steady again. We’ve
checkmated her at that
game. Be prepared,
boarders. Mr. Douglass
will lead one party—the
quarter-master the other.
Board on both.quarters.
Small-arm men be ready
to fire at the crash. Star-
becard again. Hard a-
weather! Don’t let her
sheer off from us. So—jam
herclose. Cr-a-sh!” And
the two vessels came to-
gether with a force that
threatened to part the
timbers of both, while they
rose and fell in the heavy
gea that had now risen as
if they would grind each
other’s sides to powdor.
T'he brigantine’s foremast,
which 1t mnow appeared,
had been weakened by the
shot which carried away
her foretopmast, fell over
with the shock, killing and
injuring several of the
pirates, and severely injur-
ing some of our own men—
the upper part of the mast
falling across our fore-
castle, and thus locking
the two vessels together.
Our men had scrambled on
board over both the bri-
gantine’s quarters (those
who boarded on the lar-
board quarter clambering
up frowm ouwsr starboard
quarter, as the Firefly,
after striking the brigan-
tine’s stern, bounded off
and crossed the larboard
quarter, ere she came with
a crash alongside), pro-
tected by a sharp fire from
our small-arm men, led by
the two marines, leaving
only myself and six men
on the Firefly’s deck—the
small-arm men having fol-
lowed the rest, after dis-
charging their muskets.

I took the wheel, The

before,thetwo petity officers
whom I had appointed to
do duty en board the Fire- : .
fly as gunner and quartermaster and boatswain
were first-rate, experienced seamen, who, as 1
well knew, had been sent on board by Captain
Barlow that they might advise with us in times
of difficulty or danger. i
«“Why, sir, as you've given me leave to speak
out, she’ve been in such a hurry 1o begiu the
fight that she’ve shown that her long gun win’t
got auything like such a range as ours. I'm
perfectly sartin as our swivel *ud send a shot clear
beyond the brigantine, while her'n hasn’t come
nigh us. Now, sir, you know ag well as I as there
be few vessels as can mancuvre so smartly as the
Tirefly, and I’m sure she can be 80 managed as to
keep her oub o’ range of the pirates’ guns, while
we can pepper them as we please, till we blow
them out of water, or force themn to surrender.”
«A capital plan, quartermaster,” said I, “if
our big gun can send a shot on board the pirate
craft from this distance. What say you, gunner ?’
«It’g quite right what the quartermaster says,
gir, If we can cripple her at this distance, it will

- The Struggle on the Pirate’s Deék.—-Hector Saves Frank’s Life. ’

the brigantine, whose crew had no idea of the
range of our long guu. We could see them
through our glasses clearing away the wreck, and
I had no doubt that some of the crew were
injured by the fall of the mast. .

“Try again, gunner,” gaid I. ¢ Take tnpe.
There’s no need for hurrynow. We can play with
her; so be sure of your aim.”

Our second shot passed through the brigan-
tine’s gaff topsail, while another shot from the
pirates fell short like the first one.

Seeing this, the b:igantine endeavoured to
make off; but we bore down upon her directly,
and soon let the pirates see that escape was hope-
less. Thus driven to bay, they dctermined fo
close with us, if possible. :

This we could easily have prevented; for nmow
that she had lost her foretopmast, we could have
sailed round the brigantine. But I was anxious
to bring the fight to a conclusion, and I knew that
we might probably fire long shots at her for hours

without doing sc.

conflict that ensued was
terrific, as I could tell by
. the continuous reports jof
pistols, the clash of steel, and the shrieks, oaths,
and groans of the wounded, but the smoke wasfso
dense that I could see nothing.

The pirates were overmatched after the previous
loss of twenty-six men; but they fought with the
desperation of men who knew that to surrender
was to perish beneath the gallows.

No one can form any idea of the feeling which
excites men to fury, and to the disregard of
wounds or death when all their evil passions are
aroused ia such a scene as this. I stamped the
deck with impatience, until I could bear it no
longer. '

“Take the wheel here,” 1 shouted to one of the
men, who remained on board. ¢ 'l'he vessels are
locked fast emough; but you, and two hands
whom I will leave with you, can keep the schooner
alongside should any accident threaten to separate
her from the brigantine. The rest follow me!” -

* (anister i3 a quantity of slugs, shot, hecads of nails,
pieces of lead or iron, &c., which are enclosed in a tin

canister, which bursts open with the explosion, and the
deadly contents are scattered abroad, doing fearful mischief,
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I sprang on bourd, as I spoke, at the larboard
gangway, followed by the four remaining seamen,
and by the bloodhound, Hector, who ha,q been
barking furiously as if eager to take part in the
conflict ever since the fight began.

“ Back, Hector—back, good dog,” Icried. But
the hound for once disobeyed me ; and, springing
past me, rushed into the thick of the combat.

“Well, well,” said I, perhaps he may be of
service. I told Captain Barlow he would be as
good as two extra hands.” .

Little did I think, as I spoke, of the great service
he would render me.

The deck of the pirate was slippery with blood,
and encumbered with the hodies of dead and
wounded men, who in the fierce conflict were
trampled upon alike by friend and foe. The scene
was fearful, had any one had time at that moment
to think of it, or of anything else save the desire
for slaughter. Soon, however, there were signsof

continue the fight, while the crew of the Firefly

it at the mowent, though it bled profusely.
Douglass I could not find, and I knew not whether
he were alive or dead.

the only one of the brigantine’s crew that was
unhurt, hauled down his flag, and cried for
quarter. - In the mad fury of the conflict, some
time elapsed before quarter was given. On both
sides the men fought, and tore each other with
the savage pertinacity of bull-dogs. In a few
minutes, however, I caused my men to desist, and
the pirates drew back. I went (ft to receive the
survender of the pirate chicf. But ke had no
notion of surrender. His hauling down of his
flag wasa mere feint to enable him to gratify his
craving forrevenge. A fine, tall, handsome young
tpaniard, he stood quietly, with his arms folded
across his breast, until I was close to him. Then
quickly pulling a pistol from his belt, he fired at
me, tke ball passing through my cap, and actually
grazing my skull and partially stunning me,
while befcre 1 could recover myself, he drew his
sword, and saying in broken English through hisg
clenched teeth—

“Dog of one Englize. You tink to make me
you prisosier ; but, per Dio, first you shall die !”’—
ae would surely have run me through the body,
had not Hector at that instaut sprang upon him,
and brought him to the deck, where the dog and
man rolled frantically over and over each other.
At length Hector seized the pirate by the throat,
and in another minute be would have been a
corpse; for I was ready to faint from loss of
blood, and was powerless to call the dog off, much
less to seize him. However, as I reeled round and
fell against the bulwarks, I beckoned to two of
the sailors of the Firefly, by whose joint efforts
Hector, though not without great difficulty, was
drawn off before he had inflicted mortal injury
upon the captain, though he left him senseless on
the deck and streaming with blood. The rest of
the pirates were soon secured. Out of thirty men,
hut four were unwounded, and eight only were
ahle to stand. Twelve lay dead upon the decks,
and most of the remainder were mortally injured.

Of the ciew of the Firefly, eleven were slain, and
fifteen more were more or less severely—three of
them mortally—wounded. Douglass now- ap-
proached me as I partially recovered from my
swoon—though I did not fall te the deck, but lay
against the bulwark—with his right arm bound
up, and his head bandaged. He had received two
cutlass wounds—though, fortunately, neither was
very severe. One of my two marines had fallen,
and the gunner bad received a bullet wound in his
sheoulder. The quartermaster had escaped unhurt;
but of the forty-two men who constituted the crew
of the Firefly—not including Douglass and myself
—but twenty-eight remained, for the three men
who hud been fatally injured died soon after the
conflict ceased ; and of these twenty-eight, six or
seven were too severely wounded to be able to
perform any duty. And, by the way, I have for-
gotten to mention the “boy™ Cato, who, though
eighty years old, had been among the first party
of boarders and had escaped unhurt.

« A sharp fight this has been, Howard,” said
Douglass, shaking hands with me, when he drew
near. “They told me,” he added with a smile,
¢ that you had received your guietus,
was the commander of the Firefly now; but I find
myself mistaken. Never mind. Better luck next
time.”

I knew Douglass was joking, and I replied that
I was glad to sce that he had got off so easily.

“ It Las been a sharp fight,” I continued—*“ag
sharp a fight, considering the numbers engaged,
as ever was fought at sea. We have sulfered
geverely ; but we have captured the pirates’’——

Ithought I

. weakness on the part of the pirates, who were

reduced to less than a dozen men still able to |
; fused to listen.
had suffered terribly. Ireceived a wound through |
the fleshy part of my left arm ; but I scarcely felt

“ Whose captain,” said Douvglass, “ deserves to
be thrown to the sharks for his treachery.”

“He will hang for it, and that will be better,”
I replied.

The weather now began to look alarmingly
threatening. Old Cato and some of our men who
had experienced a hurricane in the West Indian

geas declared that one was at hand, and Calo’s

advice was thatwe should instantly return to port.
‘We were, however, a hundred miles from Port
Royal, the nearest port; and to our great alarm
and regret, we found that the Firefly had been
80 terribly shaken in coming alongside the brigan-
tine, that she had sprung aleak below the water-
mark, where it could not be stopped at sea, and
had wrenched adrift the keel of her foremast, so
that it was impossible to carry sail upon the mast
unless in very light weather. Except in her
spars, the brigantine, a much stronger vessel, was
uninjured ; and Cato’s advice was that we should
carry the brigantine into Port Royal, and leave
the Firefly to her fate. To this, however, I re-
I resolved to stick to the Firefly
to the last; but I determined to send Douglass
to Port Royal in charge of the brigantine—whose

! name we now diccovered was the Ladrone—with

At length the pirate captain, who was almost |

the surviving pirates and all the remaining crew
of the Firefly, except six men, whom I kept to
navigate her. The dead of our own men as well as
the pirates we threw overboard ; but the prisoners,
who numbered fifteen, including the captain and
the six men we had taken from the boat that con-
tained the females we had rescued, were heavily
ironed,and confined below decks in the brigantine.
I retained almost all the unwounded men we had
left with me, as, having no doctor in the Firefly,
it was necessary that our wounded men, as well
as the wounded pirates, should reach port as soon
a3 possible. These, therefore, were sent off in the
brigantine; also the captain and mate of the ship,
whom we had taken on board; and the three
ladies, who had remaiued safe in the Fivefly’s
cabin during the confliet, I intended to have sent
into port in the brigantine. But at this moment a
ship came in sight, and seeing us apparently in
distress, b.re down to us; and as the brigantine,
with co many wounded men on board, would have
poour accommodation for females, the captain of
this ship offered to tuke the women and the master

. and mate of the ship that had been scattled by
the pirates as passenger. to Port Morant, whither |

the ship we now spoke was bound. - :
Cato, who was anxious to get-home, and whose
services as a pilot might be useful to the captain
of this ship, was likewise taken on board of Ler.
The ship then set sail, the captaip being
anxious to reach port ere the threatened hurricane
should break forth. In fact, %e also advised me
to leave the Firefly to her fate, and either go on
board the brigantine, or take passage in his ship;
but I was determined to remain by the schooner,
having little doubt that I could carry her safely
into port with the aid of my six men, including
the quartermaster, though I took the precaution
of removing the box, that contained the ithirty-
eight thousand dollars in gold, to the cabin of the
Ladrone, which then set sail——Douglass and his

crew giving us three hearty cheers ere they left |

us alone, leaky and disabled upon the wide waters
of the ocean. - :
The wind had changed, though it blew hard no
rom the south-west, and threatened to blow
harder. It was, however, a leading wind for the
ship and the brigantine, both of which were soon
out of sight, though the brigantine was so much
the quicker sailer that we lost sight of her
altogether long before the ship was hull down.
Then my men and Iset to work. We contrived
in some manner to stop the leak, though we had
to keep the pumpsalmost constantly going, while
those not at the pumps endeavoured to strengthen
the foremast, so that it might at least bear some
sail. This was no easy task. I worked as hard
as the rest, taking my spell at the. pumps in my
turn, though I was much weakened from loss of
blood, and the wound in my arm was very pain-

At length, however, we were enabled to set the
foresail close reefed, the mast being well stayed,
and before nightfall the little Fireily, crippled us
she was, was slowly sailing along on her way to
Port Royal.

CHAPTER XII.
THE LAST OF THE FIREFLY.

We kept watch and watch ou board the Firefly
throughout the night. Weak as I was, I worked
as hard or harder than the rest. We were but a
fair day’s sail distant from Port Royal, but in the
present condition of the vessel, we could carry but
little sail, and the mast we could get out of her
was three knots an hour, while towards midnight,
the wind which had barely permitted us to lie oar
course during the day, veered further to the wesg-

ward and compelled us to tack. Thus, in our
present condition, we made little progress, and
the leak which we had temporarily lessened, though
we could not stop it, began again to gain upon us.
Still T hoped to reach port in twenty-four hours,
" and I endeavoured to keep up my own spirits and
| those of my crew as best I could. At two o’clock
a.m. I went below for a few hours, and, utterly
wearied and faint as I was, soon fell asleep. [
had left orders that I was to be culled instantly
if any change took place, otherwise I was not to be
disturbed till six o’clock. At five a.m. the man
whom I had left in charge of the deck came below
and awoke me. The weather, he said, looked
very squally, and he thought it was his daty to
call me. When I went upon deck, I found that
it was quite calm. Daylight was just dawning,
and not a breath of wind could be felt; but the
atmosphere was most oppressive, and the sky
presented the most strange aspect to the east-
ward that I bad ever beheld. The sea was as
smooth as the surface of a mirror, but there was a
heavy swell upon the water as if a gale of wind
was blowing at no great distance, and at times
there was a strange rumbling sound audible, like
the roar of the surf breaking upon a lee shore.

Neither I nor any one on board had ever ex-
perienced a hurricane, and on the previous day I
had ridiculed the warnings of Cato, the negro
pilot, and the men whose long experience in the
West Indies had enabled them to judge of the
aspects of the weather.

I confess that I was now greatly alarmned,
although I endeavoured to conceal my alarm from
the crew; and great as was my desire to carry the
Firefly safe into port, I now wished with all my
heart that I had left her to her fate, and gone on
board our prize, the Ladrone. She, I had little
doubt, was by this time in port, or, at any rate,
close to the land; though I thought the ship in
which the master and mate, who had heen
victimized by the pirates, and the three females,
had taken passage, must yet be a considerable
distance from Port Morant. '

I instantly ordered all sail to be taken in, s>
that we might be prepared for whatever might
happen; and being fearful that we should very
soon be compelled to batten down the hatches, [
ordered the man who served as cook to propare a
good breakfast for all hands immediately.

‘We had ‘all breaktfasted before seven o’clock,
and still there was not a breath of wind; but the
sky presented the same singular apprarance,
and the rumbling noise’ I have spoken of
was more distictly audible. In the east, on
the verge of the horizon, a fiery-red line sepa-
rated the sea and sky. Above this line a mass
of black cloud 1ested, amidst which zigzag lines of
forked lizhtning played incessantly. Above this
mass of cloud was a large space in the heavens,
presenting a white colour, not like cloud, but of
the hue of iron melted to a white heat, which was
conetantly in motion, as if it were boiling and
bubbling like molten lead. Elsewhere all around
the horizon the blackuness was intense, while
immediately overhead, the black, inky clouds ap-
peared to descend almost to our mastheads. More
and more oppressive became the atmosphere, until
it was difficult to us vo draw our breath, while the

'} darkness everywhere, save in the east, increased
to such a degree that I was unable to see the tim

by my watch without a light. :

Thus it continued until eight a.m., when heavy
drops of rain began to fall, Suddenly the light in
the east was extinguished, and we were enveloped
in the darkness of midnight. Thus the weather
remained for half an hour, when suddenly the sky
above split asunder, as it were. Fierce flashes of
lightning darted forth inevery direction, and rain
fellin torrents. Then the wind burst forth from the
eagt in a tremendous squall that would have surely
capsized the vessel had we had an inch of canvas
spread, and we drifted before the wind asif we
were being blown along on the surface of the sea.
It wasimpossible to look to windward and breathe,
or to stand upon deck without clinging with all
our might to the bulwarks, or to some cleet or
belaying pin. .

Thus tor an hour were we blown along the
surface of the water, from which the little vessel
seemed actually to be lifted by the force of the
wind. I could never have believed that wind
possessed such force; while the terrible rushing
noise almost completely deadened the sound of
the thunder that rolled incessantly, and the only
light we had was the lurid glare of the lightning
which flashed around us in every direction. We
were struck breathless with awe, as the schooner
was borne along, we knew not whither, by the
mighty power ot the elements, absolutely beyond
kuwan contrcl. At ten a.m. the fury of the
hurricane slightly moderated, and the darkness
partially cleared up. With much difficulty, and
at the 1isk of being blown overboard, we got a
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tarpaulin spread across the foremast; and,
getting the vessel before the wind, were enabled
to guide hcr in some degree with the helm,
although the helmsman had to be firmly lashed to
the wheel. I then consulted the chart, and found
that the hurricane was blowing from the south-
east, and that our only hope of saving the vessel
and our lives was to run before the wind for Sa-
vanna la Mar, on the west coast of Jamaica.

For eight hours the hurricane continued in its
force. The entire vault cf heaven was of inky
blackness, the thunder and lightning were
incessant, and the rain fell in torrents. Then
the wind partially moderated, and the sea,
hitherto kept down by the force of the hurricane,
began to rise. Our situation was now worse than
before; for the little vessel was inno fit condition
to be tossel to and fro by a reugh sea. The rain,
however, ceased ; but the threatening clouds over-
head sank lower still, and seemed to boil and
whirl in sooty convolutions, like the black smoke
that issues forth from the funnel of a steamboat.
As night drew near—not known by theincreasing
darkness, for the darkness had continued through-
out the day, but by the time marked by my watch
—I began to fcar that we were in dangerous
proximity to thelard; yet I could not havealtered
our course if I would. DMoreover, we had been
unable to stand to the pumps; the leak had
gained upon us. The little vessel had already
sunk to the level of her scuppers, and I dreaded
lest she would founder at any moment. Oh, how
I cursed the obstinacy and pride which had led
me to laugh at the advice of men more experienced
than myself, and old enough to have had sons
older than I, and torisk not on'y my own life, but
the lives of the men entrusted to my charge!

As if the elements were combined to com-
pass our destruction, a fresh peril now arose.
The man at the helm called my attention to a
dark column, which descended perpendicularly
from the sky, in the quarter whence the wind
blew. WhileI was looking at ib, this column bent
ta its lower extremity, while it skimmed rapidly
towards us, as it were, on the surface of the sea.
Then the lower portion, which had become
straightened, again inclined to an angle of thirty
degrees with the horizon, and became denser than
before. . :

In a few moments the whole pillar of water
took the same slanting direction, and brightened
up like a sunbeam shooting forth towards us.

The effect amid the impenetrable darkness
with which we were surrounded was awful to look
upon. ‘I'ben ere it reached us, the hurricane for
the moment redoubled its force.
line came creeping *owards us, winding and
undulating like a serpent as it rose and feil, and
gswerved to and fro on the summit of the
mountainous billows ; and the ocean all around us
suddenly assumed the aspect of liquid flame!
Something fleecy white rose, as it were, out of the
sea on our lee bow. It was, I knew full well, the
fuam of hreakers lashed into fury by the violence
of the wind.

“Look out—Ilook out ahead!” T shouted,
though I knew no one could hear me, and that
if they could hear me, the cry was useless.

Then there came a terrible shock, as if heaven
and earth had clashed together. For a few
moments I felt that I was struggling for life
amid the breakers, and then I knew no more!

# * % * *

It was a calm, starlit night, when waking, as I
thought, from a sound slumber, I found myself
lying on the deck of a large sugar-drogher,
manned by negroes, and bound, as I learnt from
inquiry, to a sugar estate abcut fifty miles east-
ward from Port Royal. Lying beside me was
Hector, the noble Spanish bloodhound, who, on
secing me stir, gave vent to a loud whine, and
when I called him by name, sprang to his feet,
and licked my hands and feet with every demon-
stration of canine delight.

«Hi! Massa buckra come to he’se’f, at last!”
exclaimed a negro, who was steering the little
vessel.

“What is this? Where am I? What has be-
come of the Firefly ?’ I inquired, as I sat up in
the folded sail which had served me for a bed.

The negro master of the drogher came to me
on bearing the sound of my voice:

«“De Kirefly, massa P’ said he. ‘ Nebber see
de Firefly no more. De Firefly strike on de Fedro
bank in de hurricane trvee days ago. Him go to
pieces. Eberybody but massadrown. Massa Aim
drown too, only de hound dar save him.”

I felt now that I was sorely bruised, and so
weak that I was unable to stand. From the
negro crew I learnt all that had taken place.
Three days before, when the hurricane which had
devastated the coast, and strewed the shore with
wrecks, ceased, the captain of the drogher, who
had put to see to obtain a cargo of sugar for a

A white, flery |

vessel lying at Port Morant, saw me floating on a
spar, on the Pedro bank, a few miles distaut from
Port Royal. Near me, resting his fore-paws upon
another spar, was the bloodhound, almost ex-
huusted, but still keeping guard over me. Pieces
of wreck strewed around told the mnegroes what
had happened, and that his Majesty’s schooner
Firefly, whose name was painted on one of the
pieces of spar, had struck the bank in the hurri-
cane, and gone to pieces. All on board of her
save myself and the noble dog that had twice
saved my life—for the mark of his teeth wa:
visible in the collar of my jacket, telling how he
had supported me, and swam with me to a spar—
had perished !

For the moment I wished that [ had perished
too. Ihad captured a slaver, and I had taken the
pirate schooner that had for so long been the
scourge of the Antilles*; but at what a cost! I
had lost the beautiful little vessel I had been ap-
pointed to command; and of the crew: of forty-
two able seamen put on board of her by Captain
Barlow, but twenty-two remained, even if those
who had been transferred to the brigantine had
weathered the hurricane, aud reached the shore in
safety !

‘What would be said of this? I feared thatmy
career in the service was for ever blighted. I
should be tried by court-martial for the loss of the
vessel—t4at I kpew full well. But what would be
the result? Should I be honourably acquitted?
—or, more likely, should I not be charged with
recklessness and incompetency ? And would I not
i bring reproof upon Captain Barlow, who would,in
l'all probability, be blamed and severely repri-
 manded for entrusting so important a command
! to a boy of fifteen years, who had been but three
. years at sea?

i In my weak condition, fevered by the wound in
my arm, which was terribly inflamed, and so pain-
ful that at times it almost drove me mad, I

. dreaded the worst, and felt half inclined to throw

i myself overboard, and end my misery. Alas, I

g knew not yet half the trouble I had brought upon

| myself, or I believe that, in mny half-crazy con-

dition, I skould have cast myself into the sea!

The negroes were kind and attentive. They
: had washed and bandaged my wound while I lay
unconscious, and now they did gladly all that lay
in their power to make me comfortable; but all
! they did was in vain. I wished to land at Port
! Royal, and learn the worst at once. I was anxious
| to ascertain whether the Ladrone had weathered

the hurricane and arrived at Port Royal. If mob,

‘all the crew of the Firefly, save myself, had

perished.

At my urgent request, the negro captain at
length consented to go out of his way and land
me at Port Royal, and two days after Twas picked
up on the Pedro bank I was set on shore.

To my surprise and delight, as I wended my
way feebly along the quay [ met Douglass, who
stared at me with amazement, then congratulated
me on my safety, and led me away to the hotel at
which he was stopping.

8o the Ladrone weathered the hurricane ?”
said 1.

“There she lies,”” he replied, pointing to the
vessel which lay alongside the quay some distunce
off.

«T feared that you were lost,” I continued;
“but since you brought the pirate vessel into
port, things ave not so bad as I dreaded. Has
the ship arrived, to which the captain and mate,
and the three females we rescued from the pirates,
were transferred ?

““ No,” answered Douglass. “It is feared that
she has gone down. The mischief done by the
hurricane is terrible.
ruined, the coast is strewn with wrecks, and it is
feared that eighteen or twenty vessels have
foundered at sea. We escaped only by the skin
of our teeth.”

« And the prisoners—the pirates ?”

“ Are undergoing their trial at Kingston.”

«Then matters are not so bad as I feared,”
gaid I, much relieved. I shall be iried by court
martial ; but the capture of the pirates will count
in mry favour, and I shall be acquitted ; though I
fear that I shall be blamed for having lost so
many men. Our seamen who went on board the
Ladrone are safe P

“Yes.”
~ © And the trial—how does it go on ?”

“ I will not answer another question,” replied

had some refreshment. You are scarcely able to
stand.”

This was true. I suffered Douglass to lead me
to his hotel, whevre, after I had partaken of
refreshment, I went to bted, and slept soundly
until the following morning. I awoke much re-
freshed, and breakfasted with Douglass, whom I

* A name given to the West Indian islands.

‘Whole estates on shore are |

eagerly questioned as to all that occurred after he
parted from me at sea.

“ ¥First of all tell me what occurred to you,”
said he, “and how the Firefly and those six poor
fellows of ours were lost.”

This I did.

“They cannot blame yow for the loss of the
vessel, though she was a lovely little craft,” said
he, when I had ended my story; “ nor for the loss
of the poor fellows’ lives who perished. The hur-
ricane was tremendous. Hardly a vessel that was
exposcd to its fury escaped. The Ladrone would
have been wrecked, without doubt, had we not
arrived in port in the very nick of time; and the
mischief done on shore is almost as great as that
done at sea. But, my dear fellow, prepare your-
self for ill news. Do you remember the name of
the vessel, supposed to have foundered, to which
we transferred the females we rescued, and the
master and mate of the vessel that was scuttled
by the pirates P”

“I do not,” I replied. * In the confusion and
the excitement that prevailed, and weak and
wounded as I was, I don’t think I heard it men-
tioned, or noticed it. But what of that ?”’

I trusted, when, to my great joy, I met you,
whom Ibelieved to have perished, this mornivg, on
the quay, to your recolleciion of the vessel’s
name,” answered Douglass. “ But it is with you
as with all of us. We were all too excited to
think of the name of the ship, or to remember it if
we heard it.”

“$till,” said I, “I cannob see what that can
matter.”

“I matters this much,” Douglass replied.
““Those opposed to us affect to believe that there
neither is nor was any such ship. 'I'hey say that
we made up the story amongst ourselves, in order
to cover our own misconduet.”

“Impossible!” T exclaimed.

“You will find that it is both possible and
true,” said Douglass; and then he explaiued to
me how thepirate captain on his arrival had sent
for one of the ablest lawyers in Jamaica, though
an utterly unprincipled man, who had visitel
him in prison, and undertaken the ceicnze of
himself and his comraies. “ You must kaow,”
Le continued, “ that this fellow (the lawyer) is of
Spanish descent, as ave many merchants, and
other persons of influence cn the islund, and
many of these people sympathize with pirates
and slavers. It is intimated that the father of
this lawyer made his fortune by slave-ships,
and some people say by sceret piracy. ‘Well, the
pirate captain has sworn that he was following a
respectable occupation as captain of a merchant
brigantine bound from Porto Kico to New Orleans,
when he was fired into, boarded, and captured,
after the massacre of several of his crew, by us
in the Firefly, who believed, or professed to be-
lieve, that the Ladrone was a piratical vessel.
He flatly denies that he plundered and scuttled
avy vessel, or captured any persons, males or
females, and he and his men alike declare that
the story of the scattled ship was made up by us
to excuse our misconduct, as also is the story of
the ship to which the females were transferred
—which has unfortunately, as is almost certain,
foundered during the hurricane. What gives a
colour of truth to this story is the fact of no
; one of us being able to state the name of the ship.
| Nay, some of our men made matters worse by
stating different names, upon which the lawyer
called the attention of the judges to_this contra-
dietion as a proof of falsity ™

“ But,” said I, “the trial is not ended ?”’

“No,” contirued Douglass, “it has bub just |
begun.”

« And the jury—they surely will not listen to
such ridiculous nonsense ¢

«“ The jary,” said Douglass, “is composed of six
Spaniaids and six nalives of Jamaica, and, with
the exception of the English foreman (Mr.
Wilson), the Spaniards are much the cleverest,
and the most unprincipled of the lot. They can
twist the others round their fingers.”

« My, Wilson,” said I, “that is the merchant
who was so angry at our conduct when the Firefly
lay at Port Royal.”

“The same; and though he is an honest man,
I believe, and a rich merchant, who would be glad
to see the pirates get their duserts, the verdict

Douglass, “until you have rested yourself, and :

-will ke decided by the majority ; and it he finds
himself compelled to let the pirates go free, he
will be all the more embittered against us, as

“many of the merchants are. It is a pity,

. Howard, that we conducted ourselves so
' haughtily.”
“That can’t be helped now,” said I. *“ Bub

what you have told me perfectly astounds me!
If these scoundrels are acquitted, we, or at least
the Government, will be called upon to recompense
the men who have suffered through their capture
| by the Firefly.”
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« Certainly it will.”

« And that will make matters still worse for us,
or for me at least.”

¢ Let us hope that something may yet turn up
to prove the case against the pirates,” said
Douglass. “ The ship, with the captain and mate
and the three females on board, may yet arrive.”

«1 fear,” said I, *“ that there is very little hope
of that. Good heavens, after all my endeavours
to do well, and after all I have gone through, is
this to be the end of it? I shall at once quit the
service.”

«“If yow and I be not both dismissed,” said
Douglass. “ One thing is in our favour. I$ is
reported that the war has recommenced more
fiercely than ever, and the Government will stand
in need of officers. But never mind, old fellow.
If the worst comes to the worst, you will have the
satisfaction of knowing that’you have done your
duty to the best of your ability.”

« Little satisfaction in that,” said I, “if one is
blamed, and made to pay for so doing.”

“Well, well,” replied Douglass, “let us hope
that something will turn up to alter the present
position of affairs, and secure the comviction of
these rascally pirates. The trial is postponed
until the day after to-morrew, and there is no
saying what may occur between now and then.
Meanwhile, it is uselessto fret about it. So come
for a stroll; and you’d better see some doctor
about your wounded arm. I’ll take you to the
doctor who attended to me. Come away.”

And buoyed up by that youthful lighthearted-
ness which so quickly banishes unpleasant
thoughts and recollections, Douglass and I re-
solved to cast our cares aside for the time being,
and to enjoy ourselves while we were able to de
50, trusting that Fortune, however much she
frowned upon us now, would favour us in the
end.

[To BE CONTINUED.]

MILLIE'S FORTUNE,

A TATRY TALE.

She had been left to tidy up the poor littie room

she called home, and to mind the baby while

Mrs. Martin went out to her work, for she was
a widow, and supported berself and child by washing,
as well as the little orphaned iillie.

Upon this particular day she was away early, and
expected to stay late, and Millie did her best to make the
room look neut.

She scoared and serubbed until ber little hands and
back ached ; then rocked the baby to sleep, and seating
Lerself by the cradle, began to think of the wonderful
fairy tales she bad read.

“"Oh, dear,” sighed she, “how I do wish there were
such things as fairy godothers nowadays.” .

““ Do you, indeed ¢ squeaked a thin, sharp voice by
her side.

Hlillie started with a feeling of terror, and glanced
hastily around. Theve, sure enough, in the dim twi-
light, stood a tiny figure, the exact counterpart of the
picture of the old fairy godmother in *‘ Cinderella, and
the Glass Slipper ’—scarlet cloak, steeple-crowned hat,
and high-heeled shoes. Her face was wrinkled, but her
beady Black eyes were bright and merry. In her ver
small hand she carried the wonderful wand with whic!
she changed ugliness to beauty.

“Do you, indeed P’ she repeated. ¢ Well, kere I
am, little Miss Millie Joyce. You see I know all about
you, and that you are a good little girl—patient, dutiful,
and industrious.”

““Oh, dear,” whispered Millie, rubbing her eyes to
see if she were not dreaming, her heart beating loudly
beneath her little faded gown.

“Don’t be frightened, deary. I will not harm you.
I am going to give you a taste of the good things you
were born for, and richly deserve. There I

As she spoke she touched Millie with her wand, and
in an instant she was clothed in a lovely scarlet merino
dress, richly braided, and with a ruche of soft lace at
throat and wrist.

In tact, she was completely transformed into a beauti-
fuliy-dressed little maiden. Millie clapped her hands in
delight as she surveyed the change, and, with tears
trembling upon her long, golden lashes, exclaimed :

“ How beautiful I’

‘1 am going to send you now into a grand house,
where you will be delighted with everything. Never
fear ; I will mind baby while you are gone.”

Again the fairy touched Millie with her wand. A
rose-coloured cloud seemed to float suddenly about and
clasp her in, shutting out all her humble surroundings.
And presently she felt herself being lifted up and
carried swiftly along—so swiftly that it almost took
away her breath. But at length her feet touched
sometling solid, yet soft, and the rosy cloud drifted
slowly asunder, leaving her standing upon a rich, mossy
carpet in a most exquisitely furnished room, one end of
which opened into a grand conservatory, where bloomed
rare and beautiful flowers, and birds of brilliant
plumage sang all the day long, while mimic fountains
scattered perfumned waters over snow-white lilies.

Upon a conch of crimson velvet lay a poor little
invalid girl whose back was distorted into a huge, un-

THE day had been very long to little Millie Joyce.

sightly lump. Yet her face was patient and lovely, and
er voice sweet.

‘““So you have come, little girl? Mamma said I
should have you for a companion and friend. I saw
you one day as I was riding out, and mamma has found
out all about you, and that your mamma was an old
schoolmate of hers. Aren’t you glad ?”

Millie was about to rush forward and kiss the sweet
face of the sick child, and tell her how thankful she
was, when the voice of Mrs. Martin said :

‘““How the child does sleep! Wake up, Millie.
Here is Mrs. Durand, the lady I have been working for,
ind she knew your ma, and wants you to live with

er.””

Millie got up, rubbed her eyes, looked at her shabby
frock, and whispered :

‘“Oh, dear, it was only a dream.”

But soon she found out it"was not all a dream. The
lady had really come for her, and did take her to a home
very like the one the fairy had shown her, and she
became the adopted sister of a poor little eripple, whom
she had noticed cne day riding past in a grand carriage.
And now she is very happy, but not forgetful of poor
Mus. Martin, who had been so kind to her when she was
homeless.

-
-

THE FAIRIES' REVELS.

Like a phantom o’er the sky;
‘When the glitt’ring stars are shedding
Silv'ry light, the fays draw nigh.

‘When the pale meon passes lightly
On its peaceful, silent way,

Casting rays, which, shining brightly,
Rouse up every slumb’ring fay ;

‘When the nightingale’s sweet chanting
Breaks the silence of the night,

And the tree which she is haunting
Shakes its leaflets green and bright ;

‘When the rippling brooks are flowing
‘Where the water-lilics blow,

And the bulrushes are growing
‘While the wind sings mute and low ;

Then, from out their hiding-places,
Beds of flow’rets, bright and gay,

Charmed by many hundred graces,
Gently trips each graceful fay.

Hark! Sweet music now comes stealing,
Borne upon a zephyr’s wings;

And the trees, the strange charm feeling,
Sigh like animated things.

‘Where the briar, lost in slumber,
Twines about the mig ity tree ;

And wild flow’rets, without number,
Form a beauteous canopy ;

‘WHEN the silent night is spreading

‘Where a human footste;la, never
Stirred the grasses tall and green—

That lone spot which has not ever
By a mortal’s eye been seen :

There each night the fays, attended
By their beauteous Fairy Queen,

Revel on till midnight's ended,
Solitary and unseen.

Thus of old they met together
TUnder night’s star-spangled hood,
And, by moonlight on the heather,
‘Wrought their speils for mortals’ good,

Hence the wonders often stated
By belated trav'llersseen,
And the stories yet related
Of the fairies and their queen.

FRITZ BRAWN,

THE LAST WISHES OF A PIG.

BY HENRY L. WILLIAMS,

other old writings, the original—as it is believed
%0 be—of a curious document, which was the
amusement of our forefathers as far back as the
fourth century. It is written in Latin, and the transla-
tion runs as follows, as if the pig himself was tracing it
with a brush of his own bristles:
¢“ I, Gruntius Lardelius Porcellus, have taken it into
my head to make my last wishes known. As my educa-
tion has never been begun, I am forced to have my
words talken down before I am myself hung up.
¢ Rostiros the Cook spoke to me thus in a rude
voice : ¢ Come here, you muddy stumbler; a nice mess
you have got the marble stones into with your feet
fresh from the trough. O thou clumsy, unclean Por-
ce11u,s ! I am going to put a stop to such behaviour this

ay.

““ To the cook I made this polite reply: ‘If ever I
have done any harm, if I have swallowed a cup or two
which was mixed up with the melon peelings and the
rinsings of the stewpans, if I have pulled down the
grape vines, and tumbled through the kitchen window
when the big dog snapped at the curl in my wee tail,
O King of the Furnace, have mercy on your fat but
fearful petitioner !’

““To which Rostiros gave me no other answer than :
‘Halloa, some of you idlers! fetch me the sharpest
knife you have, that I may make cold pork of this im-
pudent hog !’

““ Upon which I was seized by the serving-men and
bottle-washers, and my execution has been set down
before the Greek Calends, when the flowers of brim-
stone bloom in the tops of the foundation-stones, under
the consulship of Never-no-more-see-me and Pipeiri.

““Seeing that there was no hope for me, I pleaded

:[T was but lately there was found, among a lot of

| for an hour’s respite, in order to let everybody present

and absent know how it fared with me. I called my kin
around me to share my victuals amongst them, and re-
marked :

¢ Item.~I leave to my kind papa, Blanchedus
Lardimus, thirty bushels of acorns.” T'o my respected
ma, Spara Ribbina, forty bushels of wheat, with the
chaff, she never having had any of the latter from me
during my lifetime. To my dear, dear sister, Fatti
Rondotrotta, at whose wedding I do not expect to be,
ten pecks of barley.

‘¢ “My mortal remains Ileave to the following people,
and as follows: To the shoemakers, my. hristles; to
quarrellers, my teeth; to lawyers and gossips, my
tongue ; to little boys, my tail, to make a whistle of ; to
silkk purse-makers, my ears; my bones to the knife-
handle entters; and my flesh to those who gave me
apples and scratched my back with the rake when I was
a glrethy little romping porker, and much pleased the
ladies with my not unmusical song; and to a certain
cruel cook, whose brutal name shall not s6il these pages,
the rope which I am now wearing round my innocent
neck, in the hope that it will fit his.

¢ “I would very much like & marble monument, in the
shape of a _pork pie, to be reared in my honour, with
some such inscription as the following : .

TO THE MEMORY OF THE STOUT AND PORTLY PORKER,

GRUNTIUS LARDELITS PORCELLUS,
‘Who would have Died in Ris 1,000tk Year,if he had lived
999 years and two months mere !

$¢¢ Codicil.—In case of my masters and friends having
a dislike to eat me, I give free permission for my body
to be embalmed with sage stuffing, and a spiced lemon
to be put in my mouth, a blue ribbon round my neck,
and another to my curly tail.

(Signed) “¢G. L. PoRCcELLUS,

- STORY OF A STAR.

FOR THE YOUNGEST OF OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

BY HARRY HACHE.

i OW, Aunt Susy, will you please tell us that
story you promised?” said little Milly
Davenport, one evening after tea.

Aunt Susy was very young to be an aunt ;
but she was as kind as aunts usually are who have nice
little girls and boys for their nieces and nephews.

Milly was sitting on her own little chair beside Aunt
Susy’sknee. She had just smootized out dolly’s dress and
laid it nicely to sleep n Ler lap, and as dolly lay there
very quietly, and did not seem as if it would give any
trouble for some time, the wise little woman thought it
would be very nice to listen to Aunt Susy’s soft, low
voice, telling one of those pretty stories of hers. And
so she asked the question.

* But you know, Milly, I only promised to tell a story
if you were very good,” said Aunt Susy, looking into
the bright, upturned face, with a sevious smile.

¢ Ob, I have been very good, auntie, Laven’t I, ma

‘“ Yes, dear, you have been a very good child, and so
has Freddy,” replied Mrs. Davenport.

“There, Aunt Susy, I'm sure that ought to be
enough,” said Freddy; ‘‘and now you will tell us a
story "’

“ Yes, of course ; I will keep my promise, and I am
pleased to find that you have kept yours. - Well, then,”
continued Aunt Susy, ““I will tell you a story of a little
girl whom I knew a few years ago.”

““Did you know her your own self, auntie?” inter-
rupted Milly.

““Yes, I knew her, but only for a short time. But
you must not interrupt me, please, or else I will bea
long time getting through my story.”

Milly wisely nodded her head, which was as much as
to say “ very well, aunt,” and Aunt Susy went on as
follows :

‘“ This little girl was named Jessie. She was a fair
child, with bright blue eyes and nice yellow carls like
your own, but she met with a sad misfortune when she
was only four years old.” E

Milly and Freddy both looked up, and their faces
showed all the pity they felt, but a glance from Aunt
Susy, prevented their speaking, and she proceeded :

““This great misfortune: was the loss of her parents,
who died of fever within a few days of each other, and left
little Jesdie an orphan. After that she went to live with
a distant relation, who was a rude, miserly person, and
poor little Jessie at once was made to know how much

-she had lost in her own tender loving parents.

‘ This new relative with whom Jessie now lived ivas

‘named Mrs. Ribble, and she loved nothing in the world

50 much as money. She did not mind Jessie’s beauty
in the least, because she had no eye for any beauty but
that of gold and silver, and no room in her hesrt for
any soft or tender feeling. She did not think love was
of any value at all, although we know that it is the
most precious thing in all the world. Poor Jessie had
nothing but love to give. She would gladly have thrown
her beantiful white arms around Mrs. Ribble’s neck,
and have kissed her skinny lips nd shrivelled cheeks,
in the warm gush of her loving littie heart, if she might
have gained only one gentie word or .one fond caress in
return. But the hardened woman did not understand
such actions as these, and the first time Tlittle Jessie
went up to her in her own loving way, she pushed her
back rudely, and said :

“““Get off child ; Idon’t like such nonsense, And if
your foolish father and mother spoiled you, you mustn’t
think I'm going to do the same.” Jessie did not
attempt any show of love again.

¢ The little girl was delicate, and I suppose it was on
that account her fond parents had treated her with more
than usual tenderness. Mrs. Ribble, however, was
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determined to alter all that, and she said that if Jessie
must eat her bread, she must also earn it. Accordingly,
ghe was set o do the house work, to -clean dishes, to
serub the flogr, to carry water, and many other tasks to
which she had not been used, and for which her strength
was quite unfit. She grew pale, and thin, and weak,
day by day, and her poor little heart swelled up with
gorrow, and her poor little feet and hands were tired
and weary. But Mrs. Ribble did not mind. She
thought she was doing the poor child good by making
her earn her bread, and she grew more hard and more
exacting as Jessie’s weakness increased.

““ One night, as Jessie lay in her little bed, she could
not sleep. She was tired and sad, and she thought of
the kind parents she had once, and she wished, so
earnestly, that her dear mother could be near her once

again.

¢ While she thought this, she was looking through the
window that let light into the little closet where she
slept, and she saw a bit of blue sky, in the middle of
which appeared a single bright star. There were tears
in her eyes, but they only made the pretty star appear
still more beautiful ; and she looked at it long and ear-
nestly, and wondered whether her dear mother was up
there.

%1 do not know how long she hal continued gazing ab
the star, when suddenly it appeared to enlarge strangely
and to come nearer to her. On and on it came, floating
silently through the still night uir, until ab last it stopped
just at her window, a great globe of glorious light, that
filled every nook and corner of her little room with its
soft radiance.

¢ Jessie locked in wonder and delight, and presently the
bright star seemed to divide down the centre, and there
she beheld her mother in the midst of all that glory,
looking towards her with the same fond, fond smile as of

d.

¢ ¢ Oh, mother, dear mother I’ cried Jessie, stretching
her arms towards the lovely vision. She could not say
any more. :

“ The beautiful form came down out of the star, and
stood beside her bed. It was really her mother come
hack to comfort her, or perhaps to take her away. Oh
how wildly her little heart beat with delight! The
soft hands, whose touch she remembered so well, stroked
her forehead, and smoothed her golden hair, and the
ﬂnild eyes, go full of unspeakable love, looked down into

ers.

“‘Be good, my little Jessie; be patient and good,
and I will come for you soon,” said the mother’s voice.

“ “Won’t you stay with me, mother?’ she asked,
eagerly.

““¢1 cannot, my darling.
and you will come to me.”

“ She pressed a kiss upon her lips and upon her fore-
head, and turned towards the shining bower that still
appeared at the window. She rose into her former
place without effort, and as Jessie saw that she was
about to depart, she cried out, piteously :

¢ Oh, mother, do no not leave me—take me with

But be good yebt awhile,

“The fond eyes of the mother turned upon her, and
her sweet voice fell upon her ears—

¢ When the daisies come, in the spring, my child—
in the spring.’

““Then the light appeared to wrap her all around, and
the shining globe moved away, far away towards the
sky, and through the calm night air those words seemed
to fall like balm upon the heart of the weary child ;

¢ <Tn the spring, my child—in the spring.’

“The morving came, and when Mrs. Ribble went to
call up Jessie she found her with a serene smile upon
her features, the cause of which she could not guess.

“*Come, get up, you lazy girl,” she said. ‘You
would like to lie here dreaming and smirking all day,
I suppose; but I can’t allow it. Get up and break
the ice on the water-butt.’

¢ Jessie got up quickly and went about her work
nimbly. The sharp frost pinched her hands and feet,
and the sharp words of Mrs. Ribble pierced her heart ;
but she did not now repine. She had a promise that
cheered her, and she could now find comfort in the
memory of that lovely vision.

€ 'Well, the winter wore on, and poor little Jessie grew
more thin and weak as the time passed. At length the
rude month of March had reached its last day, and in
the morning, when Mrs. Ribble called Jessie as usual,
she did not answer. She went to ker room, and she was
startled by her appearance. The poor child was evi-
dently ill, and Mrs. Ribble was forced to let her remain
in bed. Towards evening she grew still more weak,
but she did not complain, and when the night came she
turned her face towards the window and up to the blue
sky, where that one bright star was again visible. Mrs.
Ribble now thought she had been too harsh with the
child. " She had to sit up and watch by her bed during
the night. and as the hour of midnight drew nigh she
saw that the girl had bubt a short time to live. She
wondered why she kepb her gaze so earncstly fixed ugon
that lonely star in the night sky. She knew nothing
of all that was passing before Jessie’s eyes. The great
hope she had so fondly cherished of late was being
realized. The star was approaching her once more,
| and again it stood at the window. It unfolded, and
revealed the smiling form for which Jessie had looked
g0 eagerly ; and just as the village church clock struck
twelve the little girl thrust out her arms as if to
' embrace some one, and uttered a glad cry of °Oh,
mother I’ and in that cry her spirit departed, and little
Jossie was at rest. And thus, my dear children, ends
this STORY OF A STAR.”

o
<

The men that have the most ups and downs in life—
Bricklayers’ labourers,

What is the worat seat a boy can sit on? Self-con-
ceit.

FUNNY CHARACTERS.

By & HOLLAXD,

A knowing old camel once, in a high jink,

Just made up his mind that he’d learn how to rink;
To the North Pole he went, so his hist'ry relates,
And there practised skating with four proper skates ;
Then he came on to London, and whai do you think ?
They charged him just double at every rink1

He went home offended ; yet ’twas just, and no more,
For rinkers have two feet, but camel had four!

Three comical geese that together had met,

And were highly genteel, and in very fine feather—
All feared that their small, dainty feet might get wet,

So they mounted their stilts, for *twas really bad weather!
But down they all went in the midst of the strecam,

And vowed ne’er again they would yise *bove their station,
But mounting on stilts isn’t mercly a dream,

For we all are great geese in a like elevatioa.

A fat crocodile, that dwelt in the Nile,
Grew tired of his watering-place pleasures;
He came to the land with Lis music in hand,
To sing some melodious measures !

He made such a noise, that his own girls and boys,
Popped their noses up out of the water :

«yas such a good Joke to hear their dad eroak,”
Thought each Haw de Nile cloth’d son and daughter.

Just then a high note stuck fast in his throat—
A bank-note, since banks were around him;

The note wouldn’t pass, so it choked him, alas!
He was laid in his scales, when they found him,

A NEW AND ENCHANTING TALE

NEXT WEEK! NEXT WEEKI
In No. 292 of the

YOUNG FOLK’S WEEKLY BUDGET,

Will be commenced a wholly-original and highly-
attractive Work, entitled

UNDER-WORLD:

Prince Boldwin's Marvellous Adventu’res, Inside the Earth, in Search
of the Princess Rosenblume,

A STORY OF SURPASSING FANCY,
BY LLEWELLYN LONGFFELLOW.

A.fresh and winning relation of the amazing exploits and
instructive discoveries made within the Earth, in the
face of countless perils and enormous obstacles, by the
Youtliful Hero ir a troublous

SEARCH FOR A LOST PRINCESS.
The terrible and pitiless fury of the Ice-cold Witch is
strongly contrasted with the honest friendship of the
GRIM AND MIGHTY IRON KIiNG,

and other Good Powers. In this Inner World gleam Mag-.

nificent Minerals and Splendid Metals, and Unearthly

Plants and Flowers feed the

RARE AND CURIOUS CREATURES,
‘whose life-like pietures appal, charm, or bewilder.’
From the Fiory Blaze of the Burning Mountain, the spell-
bound reader is magic.lly led through the HOMES of the
THREE-HANDED MONSTERS,
the Flattened People, the Crystal Fish, the Flying Genii,
&e., &c., till all those

HIDDEN TREASURES OF THE' GLORE
are displayed which rest miles upon miles under our fcet
in dazzling light or densest blackness, :

More beautiful, thongh, than the fairest of these creatures,
appears in these novel scenes
THE PRINCESS ROSENBLUME,
her smile unfading, and her trust unshaken that her rescue
will be made by the gallant and unconquerable
PRINCE BOLDWIN.

The powerful and spirited Illustrations, which quicken the
interest and faithfully portray the chief incidents and
characters, are due to the graceful and

FANTASTIC PENCIL OF “PUCK."

Readers, make this Grand Announcement known to your
Friends !

OUR WEEKLY PARTY.

T our last * Party,” dear young friends, we
promised you an * outing,” in which we would
bear you company, and to the best of our ability
act asyour ‘ guide, philosopher, and friend.”” A$

that time, we must confess, we had it in our mind to
take a rather lengthy excursion, either by river or rail,
but something occurred soon after we made that pro-
mise which has caused us to change our plan, and to
postpone our country trip for a few days.

“Oh, what a shame!”’

Did we hear a number of voices uttering these words
in low tones ? and did we see a number of bright little
faces suddenly looking blank with disappointinent, and
some bright eyes even flashing with indignation 7 We
hope not ; but it looked and sounded very like it. Yet,
if you will not be impatient, you will ind that we have
not forgotten our promise ; and though our trip to the
country must be put off for to-day, we will still have
an *‘outing ”’ which, we daresay, you will enjoy quite
as much.

Do you know what has caused us to change our
arrangements so suddenly ? No. Well, then, it is that
a new and a very remarkable exhibition has been opened
in London since we last addressed you. "here is an
Indian Exhibition in the South Kensington Museum, to
which the Prince of Wales has sent all the rare and
curious things that he received during his late visit to
that land of wonders—our great Indian :impire. This
exhibition is the great curiosity of London atb prosent.
All the world of fashion is crowding to see it, and we
have made up our mind to follow the lead of fashion on
this occasion, and go there too. You will come with
us, won’t you? We have made arrangements for the
admission. of a very large party, as you may suppose,
since we invite all our guests to share in this treat.
You are all ready, then ; and now let us be off, so that
we may arrive early, and have the great rooms all to
ourselves for a while,

But how are we to get there P We cannot think of
walking, certainly, under this burning sun. Cabs are
out of the question, too, and omnibuses cannot accom-
modate such a mighty host.

Never mind, dears; there will not be any difficulty
about that. We will go by rail. The mighty power
which the clever Scottish boy, James Watt, first re-
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duced to man’s control, and the great machine which
George Stephenson, a canny nerth-countryman from the
bauks of Tyoe, first set to work upon the iron lines.
will serve us instead of horses, and these combined are
so sirong that they wili carry us all as easily and as
smoothly as any little boy amongst you cculd draw his
toy waggon, with no greater burden thaun sissy’s doll,
when you take it out for a ride. A wonderful horse is
the irom horse, whose food is fire and water, and whose
breath is steam !

‘We will take our train at * Temple’’ station, which
stands upon the magnificent embankment of the river
Thames, A short way to this station is through the
Temple Gardens. We pass under a low and ancient
ii.rchway out of busy Fleet-street, and lo! the change is
ike magi~.
the roar of trafic and the din of hurrying crowds is
always heard, and now we are passing by pretty green
lawns and beds of brilliant flowers,:and the sunlight
scems to rest tenderly upon the grey old buildings by
which we are surrounded. The law is a grave and
decorous profession, and this is the darling haunt of the
lawyers. See !-—there are several earnest, theughtful-
locking gentlemen, with bundles of papers in their
hanls, passing and repassing along the walks. They

force of weighty business. Well, let them pass; we

their affairs; and if we did, it is likely we would gain

but little information from them, for lawyers, you |

know, are in the habit of selling their words at a high
rice.

But these walks were once trodden by persons of a
very different character; and we can never pass
through them without letting our fancy turn back to
the days far in the Middle Ages, the days of crusades,
of knighthood, of chivairy, and romance, when.the re-
nowned Order of Knights Templars had here a splendid
retreat, when their wealth and power could excite the
avarice and awaken the jealousy of kings. How altered

walks where the Knights of the Temple once revelled
and mused ! ’

But there is the whistle of the steam-engine, and that
shrill note drives all romance from our thoughts.
Ansther turn or two—through this gate—down this
narrow street leading to the water-side—and now we
are upon the Thames Embankment, and there is the
noble river before us, running its ceascless race to the
sea that is fifty miles away. Hereisour station closeat
hand, and in two minutes more we stand upon the rail-
way platform, far below the level of the ground. Our
train has just come up, and is now standing still. We
take our seats, quickly but guietly—the guard waves a
rather dirty-locking flag as a signal to the driver that
all is ready—there is a great banging of doors, an ear-
piercing whistle ; a few deep grunts and puffs from the
iron monster in front, and away we go.

How do you like this whirling along underground,
young friends ? There are lamps in our carriages, cer-
tainly, but they only give us light enough to show how
dark it is. And the dense, ill-smelling at vosphere is
not pleasant either. But there, before we can well
express our dislike we are hurried into the light of day
agnin. This is another station.
out here, others get in ; the signalling and banging and
shrieking is repeated, and we are quickly swallowed up
in the darkness of another tunnel on another stage of
our journey.

Now we have passed through several of these stations,
and are entering another. The porter is calling out
¢ wouth Ken-sing-ton,” raising h's voice on the last
syllable asif he liked it. Now the train is quite stopped,
and here we must get out. Hurry, dear little people,
or the impatient monster will run away with some of
you again, There, that is quite satisfactory. We are
all here. Now up the steps, and a short walk through
the wide, sunlit strect, brings us to the entrance of the
grounds in which our museum stands. We have not
time to examine the many attractive surroundings of
the great building, so let us hurry on and enter—up
the broad stairs to the treasures we are in search of ;
and pow we enter the first room.

You seem surprised by the scene that opens before you,
and, indeed, we cannot wonder at it. We might easily
suppose ourselves in some palace of Delhi rather than
in a museumn of our own quiet England, when we
look round upon all the strange and magnificent things
we now behold. See, there upon the left, that case in
which gleam a number of golden ornaments. There is
a large gold vase and cover, that stands not less than
two feet in height. Is it not magnificent? And here
is a slender vase, also of pure gold, surrounded by four
cups, the graceful forms of which are really beautiful.
We will pause just a moment to admire this silver
coffee-pot, so richly ornamented, and this tea-service of
silver.

Ah, we see you have discovered something that appears
more interesting in your eyes. That is something
stracge, is it not? And it is so very Indian too.
That grand-looking trophy is made up of two huge
bison-horns, mounted iu silver, each of which is sup-
ported by three female figures that represent idols.
What a pity the people who can produce such splendid
work should be stupid enough to worship idols !.

Oh, here we have come upon a very mischievous-
looking case. It is filled with deadly weapons of every
description, and the skilful work with which they are
covered does not deceive us as to their dreadful cha-
racter. We know that within that splendid sheath,
which is gorgeous with gold embroidery, and which
sparkles with gems, a pair of cruel daggers are con-
cealed, that were not made for ornament alone, but to
perform deeds of wickedness and savagery. We do not
like this case, or rather its contents, so we will pass on
and look for something that may be more in harmony
with our tastes.

Some passengers get'

. is studded with gems of rare beauty and value.
' a curious necklace, too, which demands a glance, at

A moment ago we were in a street where .

Ah, here it is—a case of Indian jewellery. ILook at
that great tiger’s claw brooch. As the sharp claw
glistens there, set in gold and surrounded by gleaming
precious stones, you would scarcely imagine that it was
once the dreaded weapon of a mighty beast in some
Eastern jungle, and perhaps committed many ravages
upon the flocks and herds of poor people—nay, perhaps
upon the poor people themselves. What a number of
rings there are set with diamond and emerald, and of
bracelets, in which, to our thinking, the most beautiful
stones are those glorious, lustrous pearls. That cigar-
case is really fit for a king. Itisradeof pure gold, and
There is

least. It is made of double rows of gold plates, upon
which are worked the figures of several idols.

‘What have we here ? 1t is a large case filled with
those queer pipes, so strongly suggestive of Eastern
luxury and indolence. They are called hookahs, and
from the great care bestowed upon their manufacture,
and the valuable jewels with which they are adorned,

we can easily guess that tbe nabobs of India look upon |
The lavge pipes !

smoking as a very important matter.

© are studded with various precious stones, and have loag,
: gold stems and jewelled mouthpieces, while the mats
all secm to be in a hurry, and to be driven along by the '

) " sprinkled with pearls.
have uot either the time or the inclination to pry into ;

upon which they stand are of cioth and gold, and thickly
These must ke looked upon as
the very Sultans of pipedom. To wus, however, they
are only things to be looked at, and as we soon tire of
looking at things with the uses of which we do nof
sympathize, we will still pass on.

‘What a gorgeous collection of shawls, robes, carpets,
and other fabrics for which we do not know any English
name. The most gorgeous fabrics are the elephant-
trappings, glistening in scarlet and gold, and green and
gold. See that magnificent cover which is described as
a ‘‘ Jaipur.” It is a mass of goldwork and embroidery.

Amongst many other beautiful articles we must not

interests of those of your readers who find it diffieult to keep
their table and mantelpiee: flowers in good condition, For
my every-day enjoyment I keep filled a large trumpet-shaped
green vase, and a pair of be leek vases on the mantel. I used
to change the water, and I used also to put lumps of charcoal
in it, and yet my flowers soon fell to pieces ; but of late years
Thave found it sufficient to replenish once a week all the
winter, and twice a week all the summer, and my flowers
keep well. On occasions when I have left home, I hava found
them still bearable, if not brilliant, after from fiftcen to
twenty days; but in hot summer weather they would not, of
course, last so Jong. If they last, as a rule, a weck, I think it
suflicient, for, after all, freshness is everything in respect of
flowers. I'hus much by way of preface to a practical remark
to this effect, that the seeret of keeping flowers in good con-
dition is not to disturh them in any way after they are once
put up., To give fresh water, to cut off the stalks, and so
forth, is really waste of time ; for although they will look a
lite e better if carefully touched up and re- rrangei, they
soon after fall to picces,  As tothe use of charcoal, it is quite
superfluous. If the water sinks too low, as it will in summer,
carcfully ponr some in by opening the flowers gently with
the hand. Inkeeping cut flowers, therefore, the less that is
done to them the better.

We have received many letters from our young
friends, in which they express their hearty approval of
the short articles we have recently given under the

head of
SPORTS AND PASTIMES.
This week we continue the subject of
CRICKET,
And_as we have alre:dy described the usual position and
the duties of the players, we now proceed to sot down the

| formal laws which govern the game everywhere. In ovder

to make this list of rules quite complete in itself we will re-
peat a little of the information given in an earlier “ Party.”
1. THE BALL must not weigh less than five and a half
ounces, nor more. than five and three quarter ounces, It
must measure not less than nine inches nor more than nine
and a quarter inches in circumference.
2. TIE BAT must not exceed four and a quarter inches in

i the widest part, nor must it be more than thirty-cight inches

fail to notice this beautiful palanquin, which has been .

| brought from Vizagapatam. Is it not a charming bit of
is our Kngland of to-day, aud how wonderfully altcred .
iu their uses and their inhabitants are the halls and the !

Eastern magnificence ? and enough to remind one of
the splendours described in the ‘‘Thousand and One
Nights.”” Its sides are made of ebony and ivory richly
carved, and thickly studded with silver. The top is
lighter, both for convenience of the occupant and the
bearers. The poles arc also of ivory and ebony, ending
with elephants’ heads in pure gold. We can imagioe
the charming ‘ Lalla Rookh,” of Thomas Moere's
pleasing poem, being borne in just such a vehicle from
her father’s palace in Delhi to the lovely valley of
Cashmere. '

But we cannot stay to inspect every separate article
in this great collection. We have gone through enough
to convince us that it affords a very good idea of the

in length.

3. Tum STUMPS must be three in number, twenty-seven
inches out of the ground, and of equal and suflicient thick-
ness to prevent the ball from passing through; the bails
should be eight inches in length.

4. THE BOWLING-CREASE must be in a line with the
stumps, six feet eight inches inlength, with areturn creaso at

' cach end towards the bowler at right angles ; the stumps

must he in the centre of the bowling-crease.

5. THE POPPING-CREASE must be four feet from the
wicket, of any length, but not shorter than the bowling-
crease, so that the batsman may keep out of the way of the
ball when it is thrown in.

6. THE WICKETS must be pitched opposite to each other
by the umpires at the distance of twenty-two yards,

7. THE BowLER shall deliver the bali with onc foot on the

- ground behiund ;the bowling-crease, and within the return-

wealth, the magnificence, the luxury, and the love of :

show which distinguish the inhabitants of the mighty i umpire shall eall * no ball *

empire over which the prowess and the policy of a few
great men has extended our sway. This, indeed, was
the principal object of our visit, and now that it is

crease, and shall bowl four balls before he change wickets,
which he may do only once in the same innings. (Six bails
are usnally allowed as an over.)

8. The ball must be bowled; if thrown or jerked, the

9. The bowler may require the striker at the wicket, from

- which he is bowling, to stand upon that side of it which he
i may direct.,

gained we will, if you please, return to our homes, feel- : L v 1 bal Ker’s
. or bowl it so wide that in the opinion of the umpire it shall

ing grateful to the Prince o Wales for the pleasant
treat his generosity has afforded us.

No, not to our homes. We have yet a little enter-
tainment for you before we separate for another week.
We will return to our station, and be whirled back to
our office, there to preside at a ‘‘ Party,” to which, of
course, you are all invited. Come along, then. Away
from South Kensington and its many attractions,
through tunnels and railway stations once more ; again
through the quiet Temple, across busy Fleet-street,
and, as the clown says in the puntomime, *‘ Here we are
again’’ at the place from which we started.

We like strawberries! We suppose you will say it
was scarcely necessary to tell you that, because every-
body likes them. Dut it is not so certain that this de-
lightful fruit always stood so high in favour with per-
sons of delicate taste as it now does. A few days ago
we were passing by a large fruiterer’s shop, and the
sight of a great display of large luscious-looking straw-
berries set us thinking.
people known as Epicures in ancient classical times had

. shall by any means bring hims

10. If the bowler shall toss the ball over the striker’s head,

1ot be fairly within the reach of the batsman, he shall award
one run to the party receiving the innings, which shall be
put down to the score of wide balls; such balls shall not be
reckoned as one of the four or six balls ; but if the batsman
within reach of the ball,

the run shall not be scored.

11. If the bowler deliver a “no ball” or a “wide hall,” the
striker may make as many runs as he can, and he shall not
be put out except by rununing out. In the event of no run
being ol:tained by any other means, then one run shall be
added to the score of “no balls” or “wide balls” as the case
may he.

12. At the beginning of each innings the umpire shall call
“play,” and from that time to the end of each innings no
trial ball shall be allowed to any bowler, '

13, The striker is out if either of the bails be struck off
or if a stump he howled out of the ground ; or if the ball

i from a stroke of the bat or hand be held before it touches

‘We wondered whether the |

any knowledge of this most dainty of berries, and we

were led to believe that they had not.
why ?
them in those writings in which they enumerate and
praise other delicacies. We cannot but think that if
they had eaten them as boys and girls do now, they
would have left us a taste of their quality in Greek or
Latin verse. In our days, however, the strawberry has
admirers who very willingly put their opinion of its
merits into words, and amongst others the wise and
witty Josh Billings thus writes in its praise :

STRAWBERRIES.

The strawberry iz one of natur’s sweet pets. She makes
them worth two shillings, the first she makes, and never
allows them to be sold at a mean price. Its fragrance iz
like the breth of a baky when it first begins to eat lossengers ;
its flavour iz like the nectar which an old-fashioned goddess
used tew leave in the hottom of her cup when Jupiter stood
treat on Mount Ida. There iz many breeds of this delightful
vegatable, but not a mean one of the whole lot. Cherrys are
good, but they are teu much like sucking a marble with a
handle teu it, The person that can eat strawberrys
besprinkled with erusiied sugar and bespattered with kream
and not lay his hand on his stummuck and thank the author
of strawberries and stummucks, iz a man with a worn-out
conscience.

‘We hope the very queer spelling which the wise and
witty JosH always uses will not puzzle you too much,
or prevent you from enjoying this high-flown praise of

| a thing that everybody loves.

A little information as to the best way to preserve

- cut flowers cannot but be interesting to many of our

YOUNG FOLKS ab this season of bloom and fragrance.
A person who is well qualified to instruct us gives these
directions for the treatment of

FLOWERS IN VASES.

It is a common experience that flowers in vases soon perish,
and the subject appears to me worthy of a note in the

Do you know |
Well, it is because they have not mentioned .

the ground, even though it be hugged to the body of the
cateher ; or if in striking while the ball shall be in play, both
his feet shall be over the popping-crease and his wickes vut
down, except his bat be grounded within it ; or, if in striking
at the ball he strike down or knock a bail off his wicket.
There are several other circumstances that may arize in
the gamoe by which the striker is put out, but we cannot
enumerate any morve of them to-day. At our next * Party,”
however, we will return to thissubject, and on that occa-ion
we will try to bring our remarks and directions to a conclu-

| sion.

In compliance with the wishes of several friends, and

; inreply to some correspondents, we add a few more items
. to our already long list of

EXPERIMENTS AND RECIPES.
TO COPY LEAVES OF PLANTS ON PAPLR.

Take a shect of paper, and rub over it the thinnest possible
film of oil; then hang it up in the air to partially dry the
film. Next cover the paper with lamp-black soot, or soot
from a large tallow candle, by holding it extended over a
smoky flame, and pressing it gently, but with care, into the
flame, in or+er to cover the paper with smoke, but of course
so as not to set it on fire. Having done this, put it into a
damp place to take the curl out, and when cold and flat, lay
on the smoky side the leaf intended to be impressed or
printed ; then press with a soft wad every part of it, so as to
take up a portion of the black ; this finished, place the leaf
gently on a sheet of drawing paper, and put a piece of paper
and a weight of books, or pressure, upon it. When the whole
is removed, there will appear a very beautiful black impres-
sion, resembling a lithograph of the leaf so trcated, showing
its true line, its veins and fibre, quite distinet and true to
nature. Fleshy leaves of annuals and similar plants are
better to copy than evergreens,

A GOOD CEMENT,

A good cement for mending almost anything may be made
by mixing together litharge and glycerine to the consistency
of thick cream or fresh putty. It is useful for mending stone
jars or any coarse earthenware, stopping leaks in scams of
tin pans or washing boilers, cracks and holes in iron kettles,
&c. Holes an inch in diameter in kettles have been filled
with this cement and unsed for years in boiling water. It
may also be used to fasten on lamp tops, to tighten loose nuts,
to sccure loose bolts whose nuts are lost, to tighten loose
jo'nts ot wood or iron, and in a great many other ways. In

all cases the article mended should not be used till the
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cement has hardened, which will require from one day to a
week, according to the quantity used. This cement will
rosist the action of water, hot or cold, weids, and almost any
degree of heat.

TO CUT GLASS WIYHOUT A DIAMOND.

Make a small notch, by meaas of a file,ontheed cofa
piceeof glass.  Then make the end of a rod of iron red-hot in
the lire  Apply the hot iron to the notch.and draw it glowly

along the surface of the glass in any direction you please. A
crack will be made, and follow the direction of the iron,
Let us now turn to examine the contents of
OUR YOUNG FOLK’S LETTER-BOX,
‘What a great heap of letters rises before us. There

is real wok to be done here; and, therefore, we have
not a moment to spare for unnecessary comment.
Amovgst the first that we open is one from the lovely
capital of ‘‘bonnie Scotland.”” We perceive that it is
not written by a member of our great family of YorNa
FOLKS, yeb it is so cheering, so sensible, and shows
such a just appreciation of your journal that we are
sure you will read it with pleasure, and therefore we
print it without hesitation.
Edinburgh.

8ir, ~You deserve a threefold cheer from all the YOUNG
FOLKS of your * Weekly Party ™ for the cnorwous labour
you perform in getting it up ; but particularly for the pains
i¢ to point out the beauties as well as the deformities
rising pocts; and for the bilunt but fricudly counxel
1safed to those who, in vain conceit, overreach them-
s by displaying incapacity. The youthful songsters
whose performances you so plainly criticize ought to esteem
vou highly for such favours, and strive to please by follow-
ing your advice. There is not another journalist who deals
with the young as you do for their benelit—and, indeed, not
many qualified for the onerous task.

All the good, brave, and loving “little folks” in the fairy
stories of the Budget who overcame and destroyed the huge,
cowardly cruel, monsters and giants, arc really representa-
tions of hiow an upright, modest, and persevering boy or girl
(or man or woman) may defeat the designs of the unprin-
cipled, scltish, and slovenly portion of the world. Hence that
class of tales is instructive in the highest degree. So I
taught my two children to nunderstand them, for they have
been * Budgetiers ” from nearly the very beginning.

The age of “ Budgetiers” has occasionaly been alluded to.
I believe many old * grey beards” would do well to read Our
Young Foli’s Weekly Budget. YoUNG FOLKS, read some of
the short picces from the “Party’” to your parents while
s tting at rest in the evening, and not a few of you will be
astonished to hear the praise they will get ; and the chanee
and the hope is that they will extol it to others, and so iu-
crease the pleasure it affords by getring additional readers,
It is an agrecable melange after a day’s bustle ; and the com-
position is firsy class. It is sedate, but not gloomy ; cheer-
ful, but not silly ; moral, but not ascetic. It has variety
for all tastes ; and it has much that is useful, Why should
it not have a “ large party ” of regular subscribers added to its
already wide circulation, though they should,like the writer
of this epistle be absolutely BEYOND SIXTY ?

P.S.—This has been written with a view to cheer you on.
No favour is asked ; no intention exists beyond the exproes-
sion of pleasure it affords to one, after the young ones have
done, who has had to read perforce much—very much—
which was drowned in praise, and known poor trash, during
the last forty years.

We thank our kind sexagenarian correspondent for
this very flattering tribute to the worth of our journal,
and we assure him that his letter is indeed well cal-
culated to *“ cheer us on,” to inspire us with stiil greater
energy for the prosecution of our work of love, and to
beget a hope that similar sentiments are entertained
towards us by many whose experience of life and
literature has taught them to know that which is good
fur the little people whom it is our principal aim to enter-
tain and to please. 'We have great pleasure in gracing
our Letter-box with such a testimonial of esteem from
one who evidently has the interests of the young deeply
at heart, and we are sure that our YOUNG FoLKS will
give him a hearty vote of thanks for his kindand candid
lotter in praise of their favourite magazine.

Another kind and gratifying letter is this from the
pretby little isle of Jersey :

Jersey.
Dear Sir,—I write to express my thanks for the great

amusement I derive from the pages of 0. Y. F. TW. I,
was introduced to this charming. paper by a friend of
mine a short time ago. and I have continurd to read it
from week to week, deriving great instruction, and pass-
ing many a pleasant hour. I always attend—in sp'rit, of
course—the “ Party,” and enjoy — in spirit again — a
friendly chat with you every week. I think the tales
are capital, the illustrations superb, and the contributions
by my fellow rcaders Al Apologizing for intruding
upon your valuable time, au.d wishing lasting success to

my newly-made friend, I remain, yours truly,
RALPE CARRINGTON.

Many thanks, dear Ralph ; and, as time rolls on, let
us hope that you will find your *‘newly-made friend”’
still growing in friendliness, and a more entertaining
companion from ¢ week to week.”

WALTER S. LocxmART (Wigan).—Many thanks
for your kind letter and the pretty verses enclosed.
The latter will be used at an early ¢ Party.”

W. J. Lawrence (Belfast),—The origin of the
clown, pantaloon, harlequin, and columbine of our
pantomime is to be traced to the old Italian comedy,
the conventional plot of which we have not space to
explain just now.

Several correspondents, whose letters we would like
to answer here, will please to hold us excused on
account of the large portion of our space required for

SHORT ANSWERS TO SHORT LETTERS.

DIOMEDE (Bolton)—Your letter, dear friend, s all
that we could wish—Fkind, considerate, and not a little
Slattering—but we cannot say as much of the verses, awhich,
indeed, we feel bound to decline. The subjectis a good one,
but we fear our Diomede will not become the laureate of the
Tolidays this season ; BRUIN (Plaistow) —1es, there is such
a tplant, commonly called TVenus's Sly-trap, but ils
botanical, or scientific name 4s dionesea muscipula, Its
nativecountryis the Southern States of North America, and
more pariicularly Norih Carolina. A plant called the

sundew, occasionally found in our own country, possesses
a similar power, entrapping flies and small insects, and
Jeeding upon them ; A. P—After many inquiries, e must
give the award to Pickford ; HECTOR OF TROY—Te hope
»ou do not often try to impose upon your friends as you
have tried to impose wpon us. We can assure you, for all
your greatness, O Hector, that it is very nmaughty; J. J.
WYAND (Maidstone)—We thank you for the kind letter and
cons., and have pleasure in telling yon that the latter are
passed for insertion ; SILVERSPEAR— Your kind letter has
given us much pleasure. Weweresure Uncle George would
enlist the favour of all our readers, and a hundred letters
similar to yours convince us that we did not make any mis-
take in our surmise; GEORGE HAYDEN—We cannot but
Jeel exceeldingly grateful for your carnest efforts to serveus;
but we do not like to publish your lelter, because it might
look like a hint to all our readers to go and do likewise, and
thisis a thing which we can only expect from our sincerest
Sriends ; 1. AW, BLDRIDGE—Thanks ; but the rebus is not
up to our publishing standard; B. MYDDLETON (Iligh
Barnet)—We are sorry, indeed, for your failure; but you
have already scen how very far wide of the mark your solu-
tion was; BLUE BELL—We appreciate your kindness ; but
the contribution is not up to our standard; RICEARD N,
(Leeds)—Thanks for your generous praise. Yowwill find
youy question answered at this “ Party;” GREY PLUME—
T ou see we never allow anything in our jowrnal to become
tiresome, but keep up a constant round of change and
variety. We enrol yow in our list of guests with much
pleasure, and shall give your con. our best attention;
W. HINDS—AMany thanks for your very gratifying letier,
young friend. We are very glad indeed to find that our
dear little journal affords you so much pleasure, and to
Jind that yow appreciate the efforts we malke to ke:p up a
continual variety of atiractions in its pages. Yowr cons.
are passed for insertion ; IDUNA (Blyth)—We are pleased
to hear from you, and we assure you that ouwr columns
are open to your efforts. as they are to those of
all young folks. Of course, we will expect you to
comply with the conditions which e feel bound to impose
wpon all our youthful contributors. Theseconditionsare:
That all contributions must be written plainly in ink, and
on oneside of the paper only ; that each separate riddle shall
have the answer written underncativit, and shall also bear
the signature of the composer; and that all contributions
shail be original. Then,if these conditions are complied
with, and the offerings have sufficient merit, they will be
accepted with thanks, and will appear in our columnns
when their turn comes round. The present cons. are
written on the back of your letter, and are therefore un-
available; WHITE CHIEF (South Shields)—We must con-
gratulate you 1pon the acuteness of your guessing powers.
The answers are quite correct. We really have not space
to take up such a long and important subject as that of
amateur theatricals. Good actors and actresses afford the
best models for imitation; practice in elocution is also
ary ; and the rest must be left to the natural taste and
of the woung performer. Many amatewr actors cryr by
over-acting their parts ; J. P. LEA (Worcester)—Thanks ;
your very creditable cons. will appear in due time; J.
BLACKLOCK ("Newcastle-on-Tyne)—We are mever more
happy than when we find ourselves able to afford uscful
wnformation in reply to the questions of our young corre-
spondents. We do not think it would serve any good pur-
pose, however, to take up a large portion of our space in
giving the information you require, even if we were a
prafessor of jisticz(;fs_. which we certainly are not. We
would rather undertake to tell yow how you might
secure and retain the respect and the affection of
your friends and comrades by deeds of kind-
ness and amiable manners, than to instruct wyow
how wow might “ punch their heads,” and so secure their
dislil:e and nothing more. Your cons. are written on the
back of your letter; HEATHER (Bingley)—Many thanks
Jor your very kind letter, and for the cons. with which you
harve favoured us. e regret, however, that we must de-
cline the latter, as they are not up to our standard. The
Jirst efforts of young contributors are mot often good
enovglh to appeny in print ; JOEN T. BARON (Blackbuin)
—1Yon are a generous friend and an indefatigable con-
tributor, and these are qualities wlich we must regard as
virtues of mo mean worth. We thank you for your kind-
ness, and inforin_you that most of your cons. are filed for
insertion ; GEO. ¥. ADAMS ((West Bromwich)—1Ve return
our thanks for your Lindness, but we must decline the
con., as we do not think it is at all worthy of the subject ; G.
F. (Hornsey)—We assume that your inquiry refers to a
bath taken at home ; and if so, we reply that you may take
such a bath with perfect safety. We only alluded to those
accidental and irregular “wettings” to which people so
thoughtlessly expose themselves ; L. RUDD (Newcastle-on-
Tyne)—Thank you, young friend. It is very gratifying
to learn that you enjoy owr “ Party” so much ; R. G.—We
are very glad to have had it in our power to afford you so
much gratificatian; SAM HONIGBAUM (Hull)—TV'e are
glad to learn that our journal affords you so much plea-
sure, and we very heartily echo your hope that we may
long continue to be fast and tntimate friends; HENRY
WALTERS (Cardiff)—Thanks; we fully appreciate the
kindness of your intentions in sending us the “tit-bits;”
but they have been so long in circulation that we fear they
awowuld not now be relished by the guests at our *“ Party.”
We think that the art you name can only be practised by
persons endowed with peculiar and rare natural powers.
We admit you to our “ Party” with much pleasure, and
trust you will long continveto find it equally entertaining
and amusing; W. E. HARPER (Liverpool)—Tour kind
letter has given us much pleasure; but we regret to say
that we do not find your contribution wp to our standard ;
ANNIE SYINER (Birmingham)—We are gratified by your
kind letter. You will be pleased to hear that your con. is
filed for imsertion; 8. 1. AND T. MYDDLETON (High
Barnet)y—You must have forgotten to enclose the tickets ;
we have just opened and read your letter, but the envelope
‘did mot contain anything besides; ALLAN M. WARD
(Liverpool)—1We cannot recall the poem concerning whicl
you inquire. The cons. are not quiteup to the standard of
merit we have fived for our columns; FE. Porrs
(Manchester)—You must not have read your “Budget”
wery closely of late, or you would have seen that we had
already evplained that matter. We consider your letter
rather intemperate, and we can only refer you to the in-
Sormation we gave at our “ Party” a fortnight ago; C.
KELLY (Liverpool)—You have disregarded our instruc-
tions in writing your cons. in the body of your letter, and
in neglecting to sign each riddle ; THOMAS 1. WILLTAMS—
Thanks foryour very kind letter. Though the new change
is, in some degree, a return to its former appearance, we
think it is'not the less beneficial on that account, and that
it is decidedly an improvement on the recent heading. Yes,
the same person has written that department during the
last twenty months. We had already heard of the literary
veature in which owr young contributor has engaged, and
we can only say that we wish him every success; ALEX-
ANDER KEITH (Glasgow)—Thanks. Your cons. will do,
and are already filed for insertion ; ¥. CARVER—Not up
to our standard, young friend. Wecan only accept rebuses

that are exceptionally good, because we cannot print more

than one each week ; A. To. MARSIALL—Y0ur ¢oms.
do, and will appeasr when their lurn comes round :. .
Chapeltown)—We thank you for your very flaltering
etter, antd are cxceedingly pleased to find (hat owr storics
afford you so much gratification. We daresay you will
be pleased to hear that two of your cons. are filed wupon
our insertion list ; CONN, THE SHAUGHRAUN (Gatesheaid )—
Wehave read your letter, which we think rather cxlrava-
gant in ils praise, You have not sent the solution to your
anagram, and therefore we cannot use it; J. 8. BARKER
(Aspull)—We like your poem very much, and think you
have treated your subject with much vigour and strong
idealization. At the same time we must decline it, beconse
it is not suited to the tastes of our readers; and it would,
n any case, be too long Bfor our “ Party.” Wewill hand
it to the Editor of the Big “ Budget,” however, and if he
Jorms as high an opinion of its merits as we have done, it
will probably appear in that jowrnal; WAL KIMPTON
(Leicester)—"Thanks for your friendly letter. We regret
that you failed to solve the puzzle, but we think you toke
a very proper view of that disappointment. Your cons.
‘will do; W. CURRY (Blyth)— We thank yow for your good
inientions, but regret that we must decline the coms., as
they are not up to owr standard; HiRRY DAL
(Hanley)—Thanks. Four cons. will appear in .due time ;
RosE HARDING—Yonu can procure a very good prepared
Jood at any bird-fancier’s shop. Peameal fried in lard
also makes a good. food when the birds are sltrong, and an
occasional snail, or a few crumbs of lean beef will be a
luaury which the birds will certainly appreciate; J. H
H.—We thank you; but the rebuses are not up to our
standard ; J. T. DENNY-—~Thanks. The cons. will do; G.
SENIOR (Wentworth)--We are much gratified to learn
that our paper affords you so much pleaswre, and e trust
you may long find it worthy of the favour with which you
n0w regard it.  You send ns @ charade which is not at all
original ; JAMES MURRAY (Liverpool)—Thanks. Alfonso
is ‘tlzc son of the ex-Queen Isabella; BOW-WOWE—It was
not a mistuke, but appeared because it had beew in the
printer’s hand some time before we gave the answer to
which you refer. We do not think it would serve any good
purpose 10 give that absurd question in our columns ; C.
W. SMITH (Liverpool)—We thank you, but we cannot
entertain your proposition for a moment. Those who
aspire to write stories for the entertainment of the public
should at least know how to write a short letler without so
many glaring grammatical errors as we discover in
yours. We would earnestly recommend you to mind your
lessons for a long time to come rather than allow your
thoughts to run so wildly to waste; MAN-MOUNTAIN (Lir-
mingham)—Thanks for the very kind manner in awhich
you refer to our journal. Bathe the eyes frequently in
pure cold water. Nhenthe letter “ 17 stands alone in any
writing or printed malter, it should always be a capital ;
S. A, TIHOMAS (Swmmer Hill)—1We have already given all
the explanation in owr power to give, and if we should
Juifeit your good opinion wunder such circumsiances, we
really cannot help it ; DoT L. R. (Birmingham)—1We are
much pleased by your kind and intelligent letter, dear
Dot. We think the little story is quite a clever perfori-
ance ; but you do not say that you invented it all yourself.
We require a!l contributions to be original—not in the
writing only, but in the invenlion and composition; A
HIGHLANDER (Inverness)—Many thants for your grati-
fying letter. We are happy to inform you that the cons.
will do; WILLIE ALEXANDER (Blackpool)—The first
volume of ““ Our Young Foll's” awas pudlished at four
shillings, and_can be sent per post for four shillings and
tenpence; J. ¥. B.—The cheapest edition of “ Tim Pippin's
Adventures” is published at two shillings, and can bé sent
post free for two shillings and fourpence ; DAUNTLESS—
We are really unable to advise you ; and, besides, we do
not wish to discuss such delicate matters.in these columns.
Do not_do anything unbecoming a good and modest girl.
These things wsually adjust themselves; HENRY J. PRIEST
—WWe do not know of any means of tracing the defaulter.
Perhaps the best plan would be to put the case in the
hands of the detectives if yow think the sum is worth
taking all that trouble to recover. These questions, how-
ever, should not be addressed to us, but to * Lawyer™ on
the ““ Weekly Budget;” HENRY GLIBBERY—Many thanks
Jor your kind letter.” The best plan would be to send a
penny stamp to our office for each index you require, with
an extra stamp for postage. Wegave divections for making
a cheap electric batiery in ourlast number. A lady. Pro-
cure Pepper's *“ Playbook of Science,” which we belicve
you will find both wnstructive and entertaining ; . 1.
lj‘EATHEn—You spealk in very flattering terins of our
Journal, dear boy, and it gives us great pleasiure to know
that we can afford you so much enjoyment. It acould have
added to our pleasure if your tickets had borne other
nwmbers which would hace entitled you to one of the gifts ;
Tr0S. WILLIAMS— e thank yor for your fricudly letter,
and for the information it contains. TFewish onr young
Sriend every success in his venture. An acrostic consists
of a number of words or lines, the initial letters of awhich
Jorm another word or words. A double acrostic is formed
when the first and the last letters of such words or lines
Jorm other words. An.arithmorem is usuwally written as
an acrostic, but all the letters in the words of which it is
Sormed that correspond with the Roman numerals are ex-
pressed in figures —thus, 500 and go, dog ; because D is the
sign for 500 in the Roman notation. Metagrams are forined
by merely changing the initial letter of a word, so as to
give it several different meanings—thus: Pink; change
head, a connection—link ; ehange head again, to descend-~
sink; and so on; C. BATLEY (Hurworth-on-Tees)—Many
thanks. We have not yet found time to examine your con-
tributions, but they will be duly attended to inthe course of
afew days ; PONSONBY—Weacknowledgethereceipt of your
letter and con., but we are compelled to decline the latter,
as it is not up to owr standard of merit; PERCY G. (tALR
(Liverpool)—No, not at all “ cross,” dear Percy. We are
always pleased to hear frym our friends, and we should
be very ill-tempered indecd if we could be “ cross™ with
the writers of such flattering letters as we are consiantly
receiving ; Y. W. DANIELL (Saltash)—We cannot now
give you the information you seck, becausewe have already
destroyed all” the letters; SHANTO J, A, FITZGERALD
(Richmond)—Many thanks for your wvery gralifying
letter. Our new heading is now before you, and we hope
you agree with us in thinking that it is more elegant and
tasteful than the former one; PEEP O’ DAY (Hoimmersmith)
—Your flattering comments upon our paper have given us
much satisfaction. We regret that we must dec
two anagrams you send us, but they are hardly suitable
Sor our journal; A. B. C.—The anecdote you send is not
original, and even if it was, we could not use it, because
you have written on both sides of gjour paper ; WILLIAM
I, (Richmond)—We do not_regard your leiter as a
trespass on our time, dear William. We are glad you
like our journal so mych. Any of the large shipping
Sirms will give you the information; J. W. S.—TYou do not
take any unwarrantable liberty in making any inquiry
that you think vseful or necessary. Yow will find your
ruestion answered in our next number; JOHN DHONAN
Woolwich)—You write us a very kind letter, and we re-
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gret that we cannot give you the information you seek.
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To-day our riddling friends will appear under the
lealership of Master WAL KrmpTON, who contributes
w creditable

LOGOGRIPH.
RSN
The sun its rays was sending
O’er earth one summer's morn,
‘When I my way was wending
To yonder fieid of corn ;
But lo! the weather changing
T'o me *twas very plain,
My tirst must find me refuge
And shelter from ihe rain.

I found no person dwelling
In this, iny rafe retreat ;
But could not then be telling
If here I aught should meet.
I o’er the place was looking,
And saw my second run ;
Bo after it I scampered,
And well enjoyed the fun.,
The rain now ceased descending,
And on my way way I went
But while a hill ascending,
Some sportsmen saw, who meant
To have a day’s fine shooting :
For my unlucky third,
And they were not mistaken,
At least so I have heard.

Now near my destination,
My legs I quickly ply;
‘When here—oh, what vexation!—
My fourth is flowing by.
“J must reach home by sunset,
To which it wants an hour,
And crossing all this water
Is quite heyond my power!”
Then I, Young Foll's perusing,
Turn to the Riddiers’ page,
. And find them so amusing
That they my thoughts engage.
I try to solve the riddles,
But tis no fifth, I find;
I'm very bad at guessing
Puzzles of any kind.
Now in this puzzle solving,
Here it may te said,
The word which first was written
You must twice chauge head ;
Three words thus obtaining,
Behead the last twice more,
And then you'll view the answer
Of that, I'm very sure.
‘WAL E1MPTON, Liondon.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
No. 2.

Cross ‘Words,

My first, reversed, is a kind of anger,

To nearly all men it is no stranger;

My next is a near acquaintance or friend,

Who™will often in illness you atiend ;

Third is a kind of paste or thick gum

1t may be kzpt in a mass or sum ;

My four h is true to its sovereign,

'To be it rebels often feign ;

This is the Christiah name of a girl

That to a husband is oft a pearl ;

The inmate this is of a convent,

Some of whom «ure of noble des-ent

My last is an Israelitish king

Who before Saul did danc: and sing.
Foundation Words,

Primals and finals, if read aright,
‘Wiil bring two large countri-s to sight.
T. H. JACKSON, London.
NUMERICAL CHARADES,

Xo, 8.—I am a word of eleven letters. My 11,10, 3,9, 5, I
a point of the compass: my 7, 2, 9, 5, i8 an insect; my 6, 1,
2,11, is an adverb; my 5, 6, 3, 8, i3 a musical instrument ; my
3, 2, 7, 8, is an untanght girl; my 8,2,3.4,is a wine ; my
2, 6,4, 5,1s a solemn declaration ; and my whole is tie name
of a famous battle of the *“ Wars of the kKoses”—J. GOLDING,
HEssex.

No. 4.—I am composed of sixteen letters. My 12,7, 6,13,
11, 6, is a very important town ; my 16, 3, 10, 1, means ease;
my 2, 5, 16,4, 3,is a very usef:1 and hard-working animal ;
my 8, b, 10, 4, 14, 12, is a protty petrified thing dug out of the
earth; my 2,15, 14, 8, 3,16, is a y+ ung cow ; my 6, 9, 14,12, is
used by carpenters; my1, 9, 4. 10,15, 12, is an ornament much
used on umbrellas; and my whole 1s a Budget story.—E.
WILLIAMS, i.ondon,

No. 5—I am composed of twenty-two letters. My 9, 15,10,
7,1,21. s amnn’s name ; my 10, 7,1, 12, 17, 14, is a river ; my
my 6,7,15,3,7,1,12,is a town in England; my 6,1, 4,10, 7,
19, 22, 14, 18, is a town in Scotland; my 10.1,8, 5,15,i8 a town
in India; my 9,13.15, 5,7, is a town in Wales; my 186, 11, 21,

Umving plant; and my whole is a proverb.—A. 8.

WARNE,
CONUNDRUM.
No. 6.
What is that a man does not want; but if he gets i, it
would cost him his life to part with? F. CARVER,
TRANSPOSITIONS,
No. 7.
If a part of yourself you turn about—
But mind don’t spoil the fun—
A refreshment place will then appear
That's known to every one.

No. 8.

An ecclegiastic if you transpose,
An infant it will soon disclose.
J. MURRAY, Liverpool,

G. GRANT,

No. 9.
A certain female animal
If you transpose aright,
You'll bring a certain quantity
At once before your sight.
CENTRAL DELETION.
No. 10.
Ton’t speak so unkindly, nor thwart 2 good wish,
Ag seen without centre, a nourishing dish,
J. 1., Lambeth.
DECAPITATION,
No. 11.

1f an adverb you carefully i:chead,
© What's geen in farmyards yo’ll have instead.
F.W, HoLpmy, Southport.

J. M. SMITH.

ENIGMA,
No. 12,

With head and face as bold as brass,
I'm courted by each sprightly lass;

‘While blooming matrons ne’er refuse
My company to advance their views.

The aged grandmammas as well
My virtucs to the young ones tell;
I am by nuture rather stiff,

Yet bend when influenced by a tiff,

But now a caution let me give,

For 1 can pierce sure as you live ;

And yet for this I have no will,

*Tis your captice that guides me still,
‘Whene’er . I'm cast off by a beauty,

A new one undertakes my duty ;

And thus, throughout life’s various.stages,
T’'m bound to serve and please all ages.

J. L., Lambeth,
HIDDEN TOWXS.

No0.13.—1. The carpenter made aloo table. 2, Thesparrow,
hit by a stone from the boy, fell dead. 3. Poor Harry was
compelled to remain in bed for days and days. 4. You
won’t give it to me, Ned ? O, very well. 5. Give Bob a thick
piece of string, please. 6. Music hath a much greaterinfluence
than some people imagine.—W. KIMPTON, London.

CHARADES,

No. 14.
In the palace of the king,
In the eottage small,
First is always to be found,
Giving lif: to all.
Next is used by cobblers
In their daily work ;
Beware of last, for in it
Poison’s sure te lurk. .
“The Young Knight ” is a story
In which we read of whole :
An earl both brave and noble,
He now has reached his goal.
SEMPER IDEM, Belfast.
No. 15,
The mighty orb of golden hue
Is first, so dazzling bright
A pumber, then, for second take,
But now to make it right,
Turn inside out, and outside in,
Putting first letter last ;
My whole’s a piece of water found
Upon the English coast.
F.TEBBS,

GEOGRAPHICATL, REBUS.
No. 16,

HARRY, London,
DECAPITATIONS,
No. 17.

A town in England if you hehead,
A girl’s Christian name you’ll have instead.
VIOLETTA VALERY.
No. 18.

An English water if you behead,
An English tree you will have instead.
C. KELLY, Liverpool.
No. 19.

An article if you behead,

A kind of fruit you'll have instead ;
Behead again, and then. I wen,-

A part of your body will then be seen.

H, POUND,
-CURTAILMENT.
B No. 20.
‘What some children are if yon curtail,
‘What means nothing yow’il have without fail.
VIOLETTA VALERY.

METASRAM.
New 21

A part of your clothing if vou change head,

‘What boys often seek vowll have instead ;
Change head again, and ycu will see

A kind of joke is made of me.

: T. F., Chapeltown,

VERBA’I\I; CHARADE.

No. 22.
My first is in moat, but not in ditch ;
My second’s in tar, but not in piteh ;
My third is in cat, but not in dog;
My fourth is in marsh, but not in bog ;
My fifth is in stout, bnt not in frail ;
My sixth is in shark, but not in whale ;
My seventh’s in man. but not in boy ;
My eighth is in <rief, but not in joy ;
My ninth is in tart, but not in cake;
My tenth is in river, but not in lake;
My eleventh’s in velvet, but not in silk ;
My twelfth is in water, but not in milk;
My thirtcentl’s in ink, but not in pen ; .
My fourteenth’s in Willy, but not in Ben ;
My last you will always find in wren.
These letters placed aright by you, .
‘Will bring a Budget tale to view,
E1TIE E. WEEELER,
LOGOGRIPH,
No. 23.

Lesg speed s oft derived from this,
Or 30 does run the story ;
Behead. transpose, in Parliament
Obtained I this with glory.
G. GRANT.

CHARADE.
No. 24.
My first is found in every tribe;
Second a weight will proclaim j
My whole to you will describe
A well-known giant’s name,
F. W. WEYER, Dublin,

- LOGOGRIPHS.
No. 25,

Intact, I am a jewel ; behead,
A title will appear instead ;
If you my form will nuw curtail,
Part of yourself comes without fail ;
Replace me as I'm wont to be;
Curtailed, a pleasant fruit youw'll see ;
Again curtail me, and transpose,
An animal it will disclose.

No. 26.
A useful metal if you curtail,
A river in England yow'll have without fail j
Transpose, and if ’tis done aright, ’
A liquor then will come to sight.
: ETTIE E. WHEELER,

ARITHMOREM.
No. 27.

ROBERTS,

lgg and shaer == A boy’s Christian name

sy Gareb -

” 93
1000 ,, ahte = An Irish county
51 ,, trobs = An English town
10 ,, grourbh == A Scottish
61 ,, ayt = A country
500 ,, ryeb = An English town
150 ,, srteogue = ,, 2 ”
51 ,, meg = A Scottish ,,

The initials, if you read aright,
An English town will bring to sight.
T. ¥. CoaAN, Drogheda,
HIDDEN BIRDS.

No. 28.—1, What i3 that flaming on the hill? 2. Either
Ernest or Kenneth may go, which you like. 3. Those
apples ripen guinen-gold colour. 4. From the ehapel ! can
go through the fields, and so home. 5. My host rich? I
guess he is. 6. I saw a bird’s nest beneath Rushton’s shed.
7. Charles wandered about the fields all the afternoon. 8.
We can call for Jack Dawson as we go along. 9. We saw a
rabbit as we were crossing the brook, 10. I am going to St.
Martin’s-le-Grand, I shall not be long. 11. We sailed
together on the lake. 12. He is buried in the grave 'ncéath
that tree.—H, PEAKE.

DOUBLE ARITHMOREM.

No. 29.

100 and janoks == An American town
- 100 ,, ear = An Asian »
1501 ,, rad = A Spanish »

51 , gears = An African i

501 ,, tinc = To present for trial

550 ,, auet = A Spanish town
151 ,, lonn = An English ,,
1050 ,, oa = A Persiin ,,

101 ,, ne == A French ,,

530 , yeud = An English ,,
Initials name an author, and finals one of his heroes,
SEMPER IDEM, Belfast,
DIAMOND PUZZLE.
No. 30.
My centra's read,
And with all speed,
There will in thein be shown
An artist’s name,
‘Whose wondrous fame
All o’cr our land is known,
Now riddler keen,
My first, I ween,
A third of p e will be;
My next will name
‘What on your frame
You'll most assuredly see.
A useful thing,
To peasant or king,
‘When they would know the time ;
An artist, now,
Who does, I vow,
Draw pictures quite sublime,
A kind of drink
My next, I think,
Will bring unto your view §
‘What’s not high
You'll now descry ;
My last’s a fourth of true.
F. J. WiLsox, Forest Gate,

O
9

ANSWERS TO RIDDLES, &, OF LAST Wik,

1.—Moss-rosc. Thus : MooR,
0tt0, Season§, Scenk.

2.—The air.

3.—Disloyalty.

4.—Wolverhampton,

5,—Cumberland.

6.—1. Because it's an ocean
(a notion). 2. When taken
by pblicemen. 3. One sees
to the fleet, the other fleets
to the sea. 4. Because she
is a belle (bell). 5. When
he begins to grow sage. 6.
Because he keeps many
pages. 7. Because they are
seldom seen without a cock.

7.—Least, lest.

8.—Norah, Noah.

9.—Mead, meal.

10.—Jiezekiah, Jeremiah.

11.—Edwin 8. Hope. Thus:
EelS, DogfisH, WaterloO,
InsteP, NilTi.

12.—Skate, Kate,

13.—Drum, rum.

14.~Cling, ling.

15— A
APE

MARCH
LIE

L
16.—Living-stoune.
17.~Newhaven.
18,—Acre.
19.—Meat. team, mate.
20.—Caution, auction,
21.—Klaver. sluve.
22.—Deep, Dee.
23.—Star, tar, rat, art, ate
24.~—Cedar, read.
25.~0Oliver, liver, rive,
26.~Port-man-teau.
27.—Hare-bell,
28,—Teiiy, Ouse. Tyne, Wear,
Ebro, Tiber, Neva, Dwina,
Tagus.

29.— Beast, feast, yeast.

30.—Down, Meath, Wicklow,
Louth, Leith, Mayo.

31.— London.,

32,—Nelson,

33— 0CADI 34—~ ANNA 35— MASK
ACID NOON A%UE
DIVE NOUN SURE
IDE A ANNE KEEN

36,— The shipboy was clambering up the high mast,
‘When a glance on the deck far below him he cast ;
His head swam with fear, and thick came his breath,
“Look :%loft 1” cried a sailor, and saved him from
death.

[y
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