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NIGHT-WATCHES.

I was only four years old when my mother died, and
seven when T was sent away to a boarding-school, for
I was an only girl, with no kind aunts to take care
of me and no girls of my own age to play with ; so my
father thought it best for me to go away to school. Of
course, as soon as I began to go to a boarding-school,
I thought mysclf too old and too grand to be under
the nurse’s anthority, and usually did what was right
inmy owif eyes, during the holidays. This will explain
how it was that I was able to do what I am going to
tell you about now. I think you arc all too wise to
wish to do such foolish things as T did.

I had so few playfellows at home that 1 spent a
great deal of my time reading all the s‘tories I could
find, and when I had real a new one 1 used to tell it

VI. 1



2 THE PARENTS’ CABINET.

to Ted, the brother next to me in age. This habit
soon made me a good story-teller, and when the girls
at school found this out they made me tell them a
story: every night before we fell asleep, and sometimes
we uscd to stay avake very late, hearing and telling
stories. I cannot tell you when 1 first began to think
I should like to sit up all night ; but I think some of
the many stories I read must have put the fancy into
my head, and once 1 proposed to the girls in our room
that we should tell stccies all night long.  They
laughed at me, and said [ never could do it, and that
such a little girl as 1 was, only nine years old, would
he sure to fall asleep before twelve o’clock. But 1
thought I could, and I teased my great friend Lizzie
Norton into promising that some uight she would try
to stay awake with me.  Lizzic was nearly two years
older than 1 was; but she was very sweet tempered,
and I could generally persuade her to do anything 1
wanted, and I talked her into really wishing to find
out how it would fecl to pass a whole night awake,
We were sure that people must feel guite different in
the small hours of darkness fromn what they Jlid in the
daytime; that we should feel 'like grown-up people,
grander and older, besides being able to boast of having
heen up all night.

A good opportunity for trying our experiment came
to us at this time. A cousin of mine invited Lizzie
and me to spend Easter week at his house, and when
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we found that we were to sleep together we both felt
that now was our time, afd agreed to try our experi-
ment the very first night. When we found our-
selves shut into our nice large bed-rvom at ten o’elock,
we began by almost a quarrel. I wanted to' sit up, to
remain dressed, to walk about, readand do everything
Jjust as if it were daytime. But Lizzie would not hear
of this. She was surc we should take cold, and ‘make
ourselves ill, or else we should make a noise, and some
one would come and scc what wWas the matter, and
‘“catch”” us. She insisted that we must undress and
go to bed, and remain there, and said if I would not
agree to this she should go to sltep at once. This
was an awful threat, for cager as I was about it, I did
not like the idca of sitting up alonc; so, very sulkily,
I gave in, and for nearly half an hour I would not
spcak a word to Lizzic. But I dared not be sulky
when we got into bed for fear she should go to sleep,
though, indeed, we had talked oursclves into such an
cxcited state that cven had we wished I think we could
not have slept just then. First we rcad in bed as long
as our canflle lasted, and then we talked, and then I
told storics—all the stories I could think of, old and
new—until my voicc grew hoarsc with continual
speaking, and Lizzie began to breathe so softly and
tegularly that I knew she was falling asleep. I shook
her indignantly, and insisted on her getting out of
bed and walking up and down to°rouse hersclf, getting
- 1*
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up with her to sce that she carried out my commands,
and then we crept back together, cold and cross, but no
longer sleepy. And so the hours wore away, slowly
end painfully ; at least, I should have said  painfully,”
had any grown-up person made me stay awake; but I
would not allow to myself that I was a foolish child,
and even cruel to my dear Lizzic.

As six o’clock struck we both declared it time to
get up ; we dressed, and waited impatiently for sounds
of life in the quict houser At seven 1 said it was time
to go downstairs, and marched into the drawing-room
with my work and book as if it bad been nine, only to
be greeted by cross looks from the housemaid, whose
broom soon caused me to beat a retreat. 1 felt jaded,
cross, and excited, but at the same time very trium-
phant, for I had done what T had said 1 would do, and
I knew what pcople felt like when they sat up all night,
But I did not like to _go back to my room. 1 felt
horribly tired of it, and so I crept upstairs to the
nursery to play with the children and heg some bread
fromr nurse. I am afraid, as soon as | was out of the
way, Lizzie fcll asleep and “broke the chafm,” as [
called it ; for when I went to call her to breakfast, I
found her lying on the bed, with closed eyes, and she
did not sccm to hear me speaking at first ; but then
Lizzic was not a philosopher, and only tried experi-
ments to please me, a:ul not from the love of experi-
ments,
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That day was Good Friday, and I shall never forget
how slcepy we were in (.:hurch, and how miserable I
felt as I tricll to keep awake, nor how ashamed of my-
self when I saw my cousin looking at me as I recavered
myself from a great nod forward ;*hut the service was
over at last, a good night’s rest madc us feel all right
again, and I had the lasting plcasure of thlnkmg I
had carried out my plan.

And yet I had not carried out the whole of my plan,
We had “staid awake ”; Bt we had not *“sat up,”
and I was determined to do both, and that before long,
But [ decided that Lizzic was not the sort of girl to
help me, and that T had betteravait till I went home
for the holidays, and then get ouc of my brothers to
joimme. T was ninc years old, my brother Ted was
just cight, and he would be ready to do all I told him
without a question.  So I waited for the summer
holidays. .

The tirst thing after my rcturn home, or, at least,
the first time I had a quiet talk with Ted, I told him
of my grand project, and found him very ready to take
his sharC of the adventure. We agrecd that it would
be best to wait for ironing day; for after the great
wash was over, the scrvants used to iron the clothes in
the sunny front kitchen, a bright, cosy room, though
it was underground, where,"now and then, to my great
delight, I was allowed to iron the gocket- -handker-
chicfs. And the clothes being ironed, they were hung
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on great tall elothes-horses round the fire, horses which
reached up to the white ceiling, making a snug little
room within the larger room, the large sheets and
otable-cloths making the smooth white walls, Before
they went to bed w«t night the servants would make up
an immense fire with a large lnmp or “cob” of coal,
as we all called it in Lancashire, in the centre, and
slack, or small coal, piled upon it and around, and
then damped with water. This made it smoulder all
night long, with no flame, and a dull black top ; but
between the wide bars there was glowing red heat,
which made the little room formed by the clothes-
horses one of the warmest, cosiest places I have ever
known, and in this place we determined to pass our
night of watching,

We agreed that, after being put to bed, we should
get up and dress, and T should tell stories to Ted
quictly in my room til} the rest of the houschold had
all gone to their rooms and might be supposed to be
asleep. We had no loving mother to miss us, when she
came to give us the last kiss and tuck us up in hed,
and so this plan succeeded.  We heard the maids go
up to their room, and some half-hour later—and what
a long half-hour it scemed to ns waiting in the dark—
Papa went to his room, and we heard the key turn in
the lock of his door just before he got into bed.  Very
soon after that we crept gently down, down to the
cellar kitchen, calling in the dining-room on the way
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to get story-books. We had soon placed a little table
and two chairs in our liftle room inside the clothes-
horses, and ave fclt that never had children a nicer
house than we had. Soon we became hungry and,
after a little puzzled discussion, decided that it would
be right for me to go into the pantry, and cut some
bread and butter.  And yet we were not so sure of the
lawfulness of this proceeding, but that I was careful
to remove all traces of what we had heen doing; for
we had a very cross old ceok-housekecper, who was
inclined to think that children were always in the
wrong, and if we ventured to interferc with anything
on her premises, she made us feePnot only the sharp-
ness of her tongue, but sometimes the weight of her
hand.

So the loaf was put carcfully back into the bread-
pan, the butter on its dish, and the knife, after being
washed and wiped, into the knife-drawer. Then we
had our supper, and then we toasted some bread ready
for a sccond supper, which was to come off an hour or
two later. Then we rcad, and then we played at-some
games, #nd poor Ted got so slecepy that I had to shake
him and scold him, and, I am afraid, I cven pinched
him to rouse him. How 1 longed for daylight! And
yet daylight camec so carly in those long June days
that even when it had come therc would be many hours

to be got through before our usual time for getting
up would come.
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But when the sun at last shone on the tops of the
houses on the opposite side of the broad street, a good
thought came into my head.  We would go out for a
walk. T had heard people say  that the best thing
after aslee -pless night was a walk in the fresh morn-
ing air; it would l)(‘ the best thing for us, it would do
us good, it would l\cop us awake, and it would pass
away the time. But I knew it would not do for us to
go out just vet, for the morning mist had not cleared
away, and it seemed so raw and cold, that Ted; who
was not very strong, might take cold,  And yet it
would not do to wait too long, for our town was full
of factories, and a liitle before six o’clock the strects
would grow noisy with the pattering sound of  the
wooden clogs of the mill hands, who would all he
going to their work, and who might speak rudely to
us.  For most of the workers in the cotton factories
arc young girls, who have had few opportunities of
learning civility, and, like most Lancashire people, they
are used to speak out all they think, without stopping
to censider whether their thoughts are kind and plea-
sant,  When you pass them, they look at your face,
and your dress and yonr manuer, and tell you in a
loud voice what they think of you, or call out to :
companion, “ Eh! but yon’s a gradely (nice) lass!?”
or, perhaps, “ Eh! but she’s ugly 1” or, “Eh! hut
she’s a stuck-up thing!” always heginning each sen-
tence with the broad Lancashire “Eh1” T did not
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like meeting these girls at any time, even when the
strects were full of otlter people, and 1 fancied it
would be much worse it we two children were the only
people to be laughed at, the only creatures not ““fac-
tory folk” in all the crowded stregt. Our nouse being
in the lligh Street, and some distance from any cross
street, we could not avoid meeting them, if we went
out abhout six o’clock, so we must go for our walk be-
fore six—nay, we must be home again before there
should be a chance of our meeting the very carliest of
the factory pirls,

I think we all know that children’s ideas are a
little vague as to the time ncede® to go-any distance.
I meant that we should take papa’s favourite walk, a
round of three miles, through the fields, and decided
that we must start at four o’clock. 1 crept cautiously
upstairs for bounet and cloak, and then dressed Ted,
who was so delighted with the idea of going out when
everybody but ourselves was asleep, that 1 could hardly
keep him quict.  Then we had a hunt for the key of
the kitchen door. At first we could not find i€ and
began to think we should be obliged to give up our
walk, but suddenly Ted recmembered that when the
servants went to church, they used to lock the kitchen
doors and hang the keys in the corner by the old clock,
before letting themselves out by the front door; so we
looked by the clock, and there was the key. Mounting a
chair made we tall enough to dfaw back the heavy bolt,
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while Ted undid the chain, then T turned the key and
opened the door. When e were both outside, I
locked it again and put the great heavy key in my
pocket, fecling very important.  'We crept up the arca
steps, aml"'pushccl the iron gate back. It creaked so
that we feared it pust waken all the world, and we
stood a moment, trembling and looking fearfully up
at the windows, lest we should have heen heard.  But
no one was to be seen at the windows, and not daring
to push the gate agamn, we squeezed ourselves through
the small opening already made and were safe in the
street,

It was just four Fclock. Everything was still, and
I remember thinking the tall brick houses, with their
closely drawn blinds, were like dead people, and feel-
ing for a moment a little frightened at our being
alone in such a silent world. We walked soberly,
hand-in-hand, down the old-fashioned Watersate, and
along a quict side street into the ficlds.  You will
perhaps wonder that we were not stoppad by some
watchful policeman, but this happened long ago, when
policemen were not very plentiful anywherti, and our
town had only three, though it was a large crowded
manufacturing town. We met no one.

As soon as we were in the ficlds we felt free, and
lost the awe-struck fecling that the deserted strects
gave us, \Ve‘ ran races, jumped across the hollows
caused by the sinking of the carth in the coal-pits
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deep under ground, and talked and laughed merrily.
But the sight of the first’coal-pit sobered me, for it re-
minded me bf a danger unthought of before. Round the
town there lived a great many colliers, and some,of tbe'
men worked all night, fresh gangs taking their places
very carly in the morning. Wemight meet some of
thesec men! As I thought of this, I felt inclined to
run home at once, for they were much worse than
mill-girls. Their black clothes, pale faces, and bleared
eyes, all the result of their ¢rying work in the narrow
dusty mines, made them look frightful to me, and I
imagined they might do anything to us. And yet I
could not bear to turn back, °I thought I would
rather go a long way round to avoid the collicries;
and where we were obliged to pass a pit-mouth, for
there was scarcely a field without one, we would
creep behind fences and walls. We did so, and in
this way we went on until we were almost a mile
from home.

We had just crossed a wide pasture, which was bounded
by a high stone wall, when, through the stile in the’wall,
we: saw Coming towards us a party of colliers—two men,
two boys, and a girl, all black with coal-dust, their eyes
very red, and their teeth very white, and in their hands
their miners’ lamps swinging. What could we do?
It was of no use to run away ; they would be sure to
run after us and equally sure to cateh us. I quickly
madc up my mind that we must walk boldly forward,
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as if we were doing what was quite usual, and never
take any notice of them. 1 took Ted’s hand in mine
and marched on, past them, and riglit up to the
ctile,-hut I saw the party hesitate, then stop, and evi-
dently b(?’;,rin to talk about us,

No sooner were .we on the other side of the wall
thaun, calling on Ted to run with all his might, I turned
sharp round on wmy left along the wall, and fled
as if for wmy life, tearing over the rough ground, and
dragging poor Ted altet me. 1 knew 1 could get
home by another path in this direction, if only I could
get away from the colliers, I do not think they
troubled themselves wuch about us. They were coming
from their work, tired out and longing to get home,
and beyond a few words of wonder as to who we were,
and how we came there, 1 do not suppose they be-
stowed a thought upon us.  Certainly, they did not
follow us, and we had all the rest of the way quictly
to oursclves ; but 1 was frightened and ran on, pant-
ing and out of breath, till once more we were safe
back in the warm kitchen,

This adventure quite wakened us up, and we
managed to amuse ourselves happily till six.  Then
we erept back to my room, to leave the kitchen clear
for the servants,

You will be able to imdgine how slecpy and tired
we were all the next day; but it was holiday time,
and there was nothing much to do.  Ted spent most
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of the day slecping on the sofa, and I fancy I
had sevcral naps over nly book. But the thought
that my plen had succeeded helped to make me
forget my [atiguc.

You will think that by this tinre 1 must have had
cnough of sitting up all night. Byt no. The secrecy
of the whole proceeding had a charm for me, which I
can hardly explain, and when my littlc brother Tom,
who was not yet seven, came to complain to me that
it was not fair to let Ted do things I would not let him
do, and that he would like to sit up with me all night,
and have fun in the kitchen, I very soon agreed to let
him do so, provided he would yait for next ironing
day. That was a fortnight off, and I was much afraid
lest cither of the two hoys should tell what we had
been doing, and meant to do, and bound them to
scerecy by solemn promises and awful threats of not
playing with them ever again if they were tell-tales.
It was hard work for both of them to keep silence,
especially when old Ann, the housekeeper, said some-
thing about someone meddling with her brcad-pan:'a.nd
added *“ sne wondered who it could be, for whoever it
was, had left the lid on the floor, and let the bread
ger dry.” Once I had to put my hand over Tom’s
mouth, and hurry him out of the kitchen, where
we had been watching soime dough cakes baking,
because he asked me, quite out loud, ¢ if it wouldn’t
be fun to make cakes when we sat up?”  But Ann
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did not notice what he said, and the night came round
without anyone suspecting our plan.

We managed evervthing just as we had done before,
and oar little house between the clothes-lorses scemed
snugger than ever.: | was bolder, too, this time, and
hunted up a pot af jam from the larder, to make a
feast with, and we made a hearty supper of toast and
jam and water. But as the night worc on, poor little
Tom grew so sleepy, he could not be made to keep
awake by any means, but laid his curly light head
upon the white flag, and snored a duct with the
crickets on the hearth.  This made me feel very
lonely. The whole house was quict; everyone asleep.
The voice of the watchman every hour was the only
thing to break the stillness, and | grew impatient of
the gloom and quiet.  First, 1 climbed on to the
dresser and drew up the blind, thinking 1 should then
sce the carliest streak of dawn; and then I thought T
must have light at once, so I scized the great heavy
iron poker, and struck at the huge lwinp of coal in the
hearv of the fire, until it was broken into a hundred
picces, and a hundred tiny flames sprang’ from it,
lighting up the kitchen with pretty flashing lights,
which shone on every dish-cover and sauccpan that
hung agaiust the walls, and brightencd every nook
and cranny of the room. This delighted me, and I
felt 1 should not mind sitting up alone in such a cheere
ful light, even if Tom did not wake till morning.
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But I had forgotten all about the drawn-up blind,
and you will all be able to fancy what T felt as I lay
basking befote the fire, when I heard a rapid step
come to the arca railings, then go off and rcturn ac’
companicd by another step, and then heard a voice call
out, ‘*“ What’s the matter? Wgpat arc you doing
there? ”

I slowly got up from the floor, climbed on to the
dresser, and drew down the blind. Two men were
standing by the rails. They consulted together, and
then one came down the steps and tapped at the
window.

“Tell me what you are doing there.”

“It is no business of yours,” answered 1. “Go
away.”’

“1 shan’t go away till T have roused the house,”
said the man. I shall ring your folks up;”” and he
went up the steps again,

“Tom, Tom !” cried I, “wake up! Come to bed
—come upstairs i and 1 half carried, halt dragged,
the poor little lad upstairs—up, and up, and® up,
until we reached my room, laid him on my bed,
covered him up, and then crept in by his side, all
dressed as T was. .

A loud knock on the strect door had come as we
ran upstairs; another and yet another followed, and
soon we heard Aun come out of her room and go
down; then we could hear the’ sound of voices for
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some ten minutes in the hall. then the door shut, holts
drawn, and Ann’s heavy step rcturning up the stairs,
My heart heat louder and louder as she “came ncarer
dnd rearer, for I knew she would scold me scverely
beforc she went to her bed again. And she did, and
ended by saying that I was the naughticst girl that
ever lived, and that she would tell my papa all about
me next morning. I cannot remember if I slept. 1
think I must have been too much alarmed at what
papa might say to do so! Hec was very kind, but I
was so much away from home that I was a little shy
with him, and drcaded above all things the way in
which he would sometimes make fun of me when I had
done anything foolish. What would he say now? 1
felt 1 deserved to be scolded as well as laughed at, for
I had not only done a foolish thing, but I had meddled
with food which I had no right to do, and 1 had let
'Ted and Tom do what might have really harmed them,
I fclt entirely repentant, and the whole thing looked
very different, when 1 thought of dear papa’s grave
face, from what it had done at first when we children
talked the scheme over.

When breakfast-time came I went down most un-
willingly to pour out my father’s coffce, but nothing
was said then ; and as the meal came toan end I hoped
he might have forgottcn about the disturbed night, and
that Ann wonld relent and say nothing. But, nol
papa told me to fetch him a book from the dining-room,
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and while I was looking fog it, I heard her come up-
stairs from the kitchen and go into the breakfast-room,
and then begin a long account of all the naughty things
1 had ever done in my life. Sins of all kinds were
laid at my door, and as I listened to the dismal cata-
logue, I began to think papa would fiever speak to me
again.

At last it came to an end, and I heard papa say a
few words in a very quiet voice. Soon after that Ann
left the room. I stood behind the dining-room door
with papa’s book in my hand, thinking I could never,
never go near him again, and vaguely meditating
running away, or shutting myself in my own room
for days, or doing something or other to make papa
sorry for me, when I heard him call me. I had always
been obedient, and I felt T must go when he called ;
and in I went, trembling and miserable. As I came
in papa turned round and looked at me with a funny
smile, and said, * Why, Aunnie, you little goose! how
could you do such a foolish thing as to sit up all night ?.”
I had no agswer to his question ; but as I looked at
his kind face, all the trouble in my heart passed away.

-1 only felt what a foolish child I had been, and what a
dear papa I had. And this was the last of my Night
- Watches.
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POMPEII.

“ FaTHER, I want to speak to you,” said Oliver. “ Do
answer me one question. Is it true that whole cities
have been found buzried under heaps of stones thrown
out by Mount Vesuvius?”

‘ Yes, Oliver, quite true,” replied his father; “two
cities have been discovered buried in that manner.”

“ Then, if you please, Father, do tell me how it
happened ; for I could hardly believe Gregory Jones,
when he showed me this morning, at the British
Museum, a piece of the lava, or stone, which, he said,
had been brought from Herculaneum, one of the
buried cities.”

“ What Gregory told you is quite true; and as 1
have an hour's leisure, I will tell you something of
the terrible event. You know where the volcano
called ¢ Vesuvius '’ is situated ?

“Yes,” sgid Rlchard ‘““in the south of Italy, about
six miles to the east of Naples.”
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“ Everybody knows now that this volcano is dan-
gerous from the eruptions of fire, burning stones,
melted lava, aid cinders that it pours forth from time
to time. But at the time that Herculanewm ®and
Pompeii were destroyed this same mountain had never
been known to have an cruption ef fire. The very
first account of one that can be relied upon as true is
that of the eruption which, about eighteen hundred
years ago, suddenly buried those two cities full of
inhabitants, who, as far as We can judge, had no
time to escape.”

“ What!” said Arthur; ‘“ were the people burned
in their houses ?

*‘ No, not exactly burned,” said his father; ‘‘ rather,
I belicve, suffocated by the sulphurous vapour that
came from the mountain. Several skeletons have been
found.”

‘ What did you say were the names of these unfor-
tunate cities, Father ?’’ asked Arthur.

‘“ Herculaneum and Pompeii,” replied his father.
* They were both situated within five miles of the
volcano, and were s0 completely buried that until only
a hundred years ago they remained undiscovered.
Herculaneum was buried the deepest; being now
about twenty-four feet under ground. This city was
covered by the liquid lava, which ran down that side
of the mountam towards whlch Hercujaneum was
situa

2
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“ What | can that hard, stony lava ever have been
liquid ? " said Oliver.
“ When it first bursts from the volcano it is liquid,
but 'is a= thick as honey, and in appearance red hot,”
-replied his father.
 “How dreadfuily hot it must be!” exclaimed
Arthur.
¢ But when cold,”” continued his father, ¢ it is solid
as stone; and it is as hard to dig as a quarry of stone,
The lava destroyed Herculaneum, but Pompeii was
buried under heaps of pumice-stones and cinders.
The ruins of Pompeii are not more than twelve feet,
and in some parts cnly two feet, below the surface of
the ground.”
¢ That city, then, was easily uncovered,” said Oliver.
“JIt is a curious fact,” replied his father, ¢ that
Herculaneum, the city which was buried the deepest,
and by the hardest material, should have been the first
discovered. Some men digging a well, after having
worked to a certain depth, found, to their surprise,
part of a town; and means were immediately taken to
remove more of the lava. A very small imrt of the
city, however, has been dug out, owing to the hardness
of the lava. Pompeii being covered with matter as
soft as gravel, when once discovered was more easily
unburied. A large part of that city is now to be seen
—whole streets of houses without their roofs, which in
all cases have fallen in, but with the interiors often
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highly ornamented by vases, statues, and paintings on
the walls. Furniture, glass vessels, and other articles
have been found, not at all injured—in fact, just as
the families used them eighteen hundred yeafs 'ago,
previous to the destruction of the city.”

““ How curious!” said Richard;® “I suppose the
things found have been taken care of ? »
. ““Yes, and preserved as curiosities. You may see
some of them in the British Museum. But you will
be still more interested at the Crystal Palace, at
Sydenham, where there is a Pompeian house complete
in every respect; it has been formegd from the plans
of undestroyed parts of building8 in Pompeii. The
paintings and decorations, too, are copies of originals
found in the destroyed cities, often in a wonderfully
fresh state. You must pay it a visit. Among other
rooms you will sec the dining-room, called the Tricli-
nium. There you will a find a table, surrounded by
three couches—the Pompeians and other Roman people
did not sit at table as we do, but reclined on couches,
resting thedeft arm on a cushion while they ate; and
after dinner they lay on their backs for repose. Nine
people could dine at these three couches—three on
each couch. The right-hand couch was the seat of
honour. When the guests reclined on the couches
they took off their shoes; and both before they began
to cat and during the dinner-time water®was poured
over their hands into basins of gold or silver.”



22 THE PARENTS' CABINET.

“ But, Father, can you tell us how the storm
‘began? '’ asked Richard; ‘I wonder how anyone
could live so near to such a terrible volcano! ”

“°Yov. must remember,” said his father, *that the
people who dwelt in those cities fancied themselves to
be in perfect safety—they feared no danger. For, as
I have said, the eruption that destroyed them pro-
ceeded from a mountain at that time not supposed to
be a volcano. The whole neighbourhood of this moun-
tain was much frequented and thickly inhabited on
account of its fertility and the beauty of the scenery.
Country houses, with gardens, cxtended even up the
slopes of the mounfain. Strangers from other parts
of Italy were perpetually coming to Campania, as this
part of Italy was then called, for health and pleasure.
But, although the Romans, who inhabited these cities,
had never heen alarmed by eruptions from the neigh-
bouring mountain, they had suffered from earth-
quakes. Sixteen years before the great eruption which
buried them, a large part of Pompeii and Herculaneum
had been thrown down by the shock of.an earth-
quake.”

“And the people continued to live there!” ex-
claimed Arthur; ‘how foolish!”

“Not only lived there,” replied his father, “bhut
rebuilt the houses thrown down. The inhabitants of
these citieswere living in peace and security, and
quite unprepared for so dreadful an event, when,
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on the 24th day of August, 79, the eruption took
place.”

““That must have been in the rcign of the Emperor
Titus,” said Richard.

‘“ Yes,” said his father; ‘“and the celebrated Pliny
the Younger happened to be an gye-witness of the
cruption. He was then a lad of seventeen, living at
Misenum, in the bay of Naples, about six miles from
the city of Naples.”

‘“How far was Pompeii: froth Naples?” asked
Oliver.

‘“ Thirteen miles,” replied his father. ‘Pliny was
living with his mother and his uncle Pliny, and was
engaged in his studies. His uncle had the command
of afleet of galleys at that time stationed at Mise-
num.

“Now, Richard, read this most interesting account
left to us by Pliny the Younger ; read it slowly, so that
we may all understand it.”

Richard took the book, and read the following pas-
sage :—

“On the 24th of August, about one in the after-
noon, my mother desired my uncle to observe a
cloud which appeared of a very unusual size and
shape. He immediately arose, and went to a rising
ground, from whence he might view more distinctly
this very uncommon appearance. I cannot give a
more exact description of its form than by comparing
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it to that of a pine-trce, for it shot up to a great
height, in the form of a tnfnk, and cxtended itself at
the top into spreading branches. It appearcd some-
times bright, sometimes dark, and spotted, according
as it was more or less filled with earth and cinders,

‘“ This extraordinary appearance excited my uncle’s
curiosity, and he ordered a light vessel to be got
ready, and gave me the liberty, if I thought proper, to
go with him. I rather chose to continue my studies.

“ As he was coming out of the house, he received
a letter from Rectina, a Roman lady, who lived in a
country house, situated at the foot of Mount Vesuvius,
and who was in thé ytmost alarm at the great danger
which threatened her. She had no way to cscape but
by sea, and she carnestly prayed him to come to her
assistance. He ordered the galleys to be put to sea,
and went himself on board, intending to assist, not
only Rectina, but several others; for the country
houses stand thick upon that beautiful coast.

# When hastening to the placc from which others
fled ‘with the utmost terror, he steered his course
direct to the point of danger, and with so much calm-
ness and presence of mind, as to be able to make, and
dictate to others, his observations upon the changing
aspects of that tcrrible scene.

* He approached so near to the mountain, that the
cinders, which became thicker and hotter the nearer
he approached, fell into the galleys, together with
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pumice-stones and black pieces of burning rock. The
galleys were in danger, not only from the vast frag-
ments whickk rolled down from the mountain, and
obstructed all the shore, but also from the saddev”
rctreat of the sca.

“ Here he stopped to consider ,whether he should
rcturn back, as the pilot advised him. ¢ Fortune,’ said

e, ¢ befriends the brave, Carry me to the house of
Pomponianus.’

“ Pomponianus was then at Sthbie (in the Gulf of .
Naples), and had alrcady sent his luggage on board a
galley ; for though he was not at that time in actual
dangcr, yet being within view qf ‘it, and, indeed, ex-
tremely near, he was dctermined if it should increase,
to put to sea as soon as the wind should change. The
wind was favourable for carrying my uncle to his
fricnd, whom he found in the greatest alarm. My
uncle embraced him, and urged him to keep up his
courage. He then ordered, with an air of unconcern,
the baths to be prcpared, and, having bathed, sat down
to supper.

“In the mcantime, the eruption from Vesuvius
flamed out with great violence, and the darkness of
the night rendered it still more visible and dreadful.
After supper, my uncle, who did not believe in any
immediate cause for alarm, retired to rest, and fell
into a deep sleep.

“The court which led to his room being now
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almost filled with stones and cinders, had he con-
tinued there any longer, it would have been im-
possible for him to make his way out. He was
\&wakened, He got up, and went to Pomponianus,
and the rcst of the company. They consulted
together, whether it would be more prudent to trust to
the houses, which now shook from side to side with
frequent and violent concussions, or to fly into the
open fields, where the burning stones and cinders fell
in large showers, and threatened destruction. In this
distress, they resolved for the ficlds, as the less dan-
gerous situation of the two.

“They went out,, therefore, having pillows tied
upon their heads with napkins; and this was their
whole defence against the storm of stones that fell
around. It was now day everywhcre else, but there a
deeper darkness prevailed than in the darkest night.
Torches and various kinds of lights werc carried by
those who fled.

“My uncle and the others went to the shore, to
ohsetve if they might put out to sea with safety;
but they found this impossible, the waves being so
boisterous. My uncle having drunk a draught of cold
water, overcome with fatigue, threw himself down
upon a cloth, which was laid for him. But he was
soon obliged to rise by the flames and a strong smell
of sulphur, which also dispersed the remainder of the
company. He raised himself up with the assistance
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of two servants, but almost immediately fell down
dead, suffocated by the gr.oss and noxious vapour ! ”’

*“ How terrible ! ”” said all the boys.

“The darkness,” said their father, * that Pliny hers’
speaks of lasted three days, at the end of which time
the dead body of his uncle was found, exactly in the
same posture in which he had fallen, and looking more
like a man asleep than one dead. Having given this
account of the death of his uncle, Pliny goes on to
relate the continuance of the storm. I will read it
to you:—

“During all this time my mother and I were at
Misenum. I continued to pumwsie the studies which
prevented my going with my uncle till it was time to
bathe. After which I went to supper, and from thence
to bed, where my sleep was much disturbed. For
many days before, there had been shocks of an earth-
quake, but that night they were so violent as to shake
everything about us, and seemed to threaten total de-
struction. My mother flew to my chamber, where she
found me rising, in order to awaken her. W& went
into a small court belonging to the house, which sepa-
rated the sea from the building. I took up Livy, and
amused myself looking over the pages, as if we were
in safety. While we were here, a friend of my uncle’s,
who was just come from ‘Spain to pay him a visit,
Joined us, and, seeing me sitting by gy mother, with
a book in my hand, he greatly blamed her calmness,



28 THE PARENTS’ CABINET.

and reproved me for my careless security. I was then
but seventeen years of age.

,*“ Though it was now morning, the hight was ex-
‘ceedingly faint. But, as all the buildings tottered
around u‘s, we resolved to quit the town.

““ The people pressed about us in great crowds.
Having got to a distance from the buildings, we stood
still in the midst of a most dangerous and dreadful
sccne. The chariots which we had ordered to be drawn
out were so agitated backwards and fowards, though
upon level ground, that we could not keep them steady.
The sca seemed to roll back upon itself, and to be
driven from its banks by the trembling movement of
the earth. Thec shore had distinctly advanced, and
many marine animals were left high and dry upon the
sands. On the other side, a black cloud, bursting with
fiery vapour, darted out a long train of fire, resem-
bling flashes of lightning, but much larger. Upon
this our Spanish friend said to us, with great earnest-
ness, ‘ If your uncle is safe, he certainly wizhes you
may be so too ; why, then, do you delay your escape a
moment?’ We replied, that while we were uncertain
of his safety, we could not think of our own. Here-
upon our friend left us, and fled with the utmost
speed. .

‘“ Soon afterwards the clouds seemed to descend,
and cover the whole ocean. My mother strongly urged
me to make my cscape at any rate, which, as I was
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young, I might easily do. As for herself, she said,
her age and corpulency rendered all attempts of that
sort impossible ; and she would willingly meet death if
she could have the satisfaction of seeing that,site was
not the occasion of mine. But I absolutely refused to
leave her, and taking her by the hand, I led her on.
She complied with great reluctance, and not without
many reproaches to herself, for retarding my flight.
The ashes now began to fall upon us. I turned my
head, and observed behind us a’thick smoke, which
came rolling after us like a torrent. I proposed, while
we had yet any light, to turn out of the high road,
lest we should be pressed to death ‘in the dark by the
crowd that followed us. We had scarce stepped out of
the path when darkness overspread us, not like that of
a cloudy night, but of a room when it is shut up, and
all the lights put out.

“ Nothing then was to be heard, but the shrieks of
women, the screams of children, and the cries of men;
some calling for their children, others for their
parents, others for their husbands, and none allle to
recognize one another but by their voices.

“ At length a glimmering light appeared, which
was not the return of day, but only the forerunner of
an approaching burst of flames. Fortunately the fire
fell at a distance from us:'then again we were im-
mersed in thick darkness, and a heavy shower of ashes
rained upon us, which we were obliged every now and
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then to shake off, otherwise we should have been
crushed, and buried in the heap.

‘“ At last this dreadful darkness gradually disap-

\'_peareal, like a cloud of smoke. The real day returned,
though very faintly. Every object that presented itself
to our weakened eyes, scemed changed, being covered
over with white ashes, as with a decp snow. We re-
turned to Misenum, where we refreshed ourselves as well
as we could, and passed an anxious night, between
hope and fear, for the earthquake still continued.”

* Father,” said Oliver, “do not shut the book;
pray put a mark in the place, that I may read it again
by and by.” .

“Js it supposed that many of the people escaped
from Pompeii ? ”’ asked Richard.

“Some few may have done so0,” said his father;
‘“but many were unable to escape. The shower of
burning stones and cinders of which Pliny thus speaks,
and to escape which he and his neighbours fled from
Misenum, buried Pompeii.

*‘ The storm appears to have lasted three days and
thrce nights,” said Richard.

““Yes, so Pliny states, and at the end of that time
not a trace’ of Pompeii was to be seen. Such of the
inhabitants as were not ahle to cscape by flight were
buried with the city.”

‘ Have many skeletons been found,” asked Oliver,
“ in the houses that have been uncovered ? *’
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“In one house,” replied his father, ¢ the skeleton of
a man was found who had ‘apparently been vainly trying
to escape by‘thc window. It would seem as though
he had waited, hoping that the unusual storm would
abate, until the burning matter from the volcano had
half filled the street, and then it was too late to escape
by the door. It is supposed that he was killed by the
stifling vapours.”

“Foolish man to have waited so long!”’ cried
Arthur. “ How frightful the stre®t must have looked
full of red-hot stones ! ”’

““Yes ; it must have been a horrible sight. Near to
this skeleton a few coins, a platg, and a silver sauce-
pan were found.

“The situation of the prison has also been ascer-
tained by the discovery of skeletons with shackles or
chains still attached to the leg bones. It would appear
that, in the general confusion, the prisoners had been
left to perish.”

“That was cruel,” said Arthur, ‘“at such a time
not to give the prisoners a chance of escape.” *

“The most terrible proof,” continued his father,
‘““that has yet been found of the suddenness of the
storm is the skeletons of a whole family, who lived in
a country hcuse in the outskirts of the city. The
house was so placed between the mountain and the
city that it must have been one of the first to feel the
effects of the eruption, ~ If it had been mentioned in
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any history that the mountain had ever before thrown
out fire and burning stones—if the inhabitants of this
house, as well as thosc of the city, could have sus-
pected what was coming—they would most probably
have abandoned their houses and property, and fled in
time. But the waiting to sece what was likcly to
happen made it useless afterwards to attempt to
escape.”

“Why did they wait?” said Arthur. “I am sure
nothing could have persuaded me to stop in such a
dreadful storm.”

¢ Remember how it arose, Arthur. According to
Pliny’s account, the #ir was still and the smoke from
the volcano rose up straight, until the atmospherc
could bear it no higher, when it spread on all sides,
presenting the appearance of the branches of an enor-
mous pinc-tree. This at first was evidently an object
more of curiosity than fear. The next morning a
cloud descended upon the land and adjoining sea. It
is supposed that the shower of burning cinders then
fell most heavily on Pompeii ; and that those inhabi-
tants who had survived the stifling vapours which had
killed so many, and amongst them Pliny’s uncle,
could not have lived long after the shower began.

¢ Tt has been supposed that it was at the commence-
ment of this shower that the wretched owner of the
countiy house endeavoured to make his escape, with
such property as he could carry, hastily gathered to-
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gether.  On the outside of ¢he house, at the entrance
of agarden leading towards the sea, two skeletons were
found; one (presumed to bc that of the master of the
house) with the key of the garden-gate in ki§ hand,
and with many gold and silver coins near him; and
near the other, supposed to be his servant, were some
silver vases, which he had probably been carrying for
his master.

“ When the vaults or ccllars of the house were dug
out, the skelctons of the remainder of the family were
discovered. = They wcre found, scventcen in all,
huddled up together, at the foot ofea staircase lead-
ing from the cellars, having remained in this position
for eighteen hundred years. These were the skeletons
of young women and children : and some of the light-
i coloured hair of the children, together with many
Irings of gold, and various jewels were found with them.

“They were covered with fine ashes, scveral feet in
depth. These ashes had evidently drifted through the
vent-holes of the vaults, and by degrees had coveyed
the unfortunate family.”

“ But why werc they in the vault ? ”’ asked Arthur.

‘1t has been supposed,” said his father, ‘“ that they
bad fled into the cellar for safety, when the shower of
hot stones and cinders first began ; and, from the re-
mains of food found in the vault, that they had taken
provisions with them, hoping to await in security the
ﬂconclusion of the storm. That hope was vain ! The

vr. 3
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strength of the walls, and the narrowness of the open-
ings, protected them from the falling stones and
cinders ; but the stifling hecat was not to be kept out
by fuok means. The air, charged with burning dust
and sulphureous vapour, was suffocating. In their
despair, they seem all to have rushed to the staircase
to make their escape, but the door being blocked up
with ashes, they perished.

“ How sudden thc fatal calamity was that over-
whelmed the city, you may imagine, when I tell you
that in the forum a new altar of white marble, appa-
rently just out of the hands of the sculptor, had been
erected. An encloturc was being built all round—the
mortar just dashed against the sides of the wall, was
but half spread out; you might see the long sliding
stroke of the trowel about to return to spread and
smooth the mortar. But it never did return—the hand
of the workman was suddenly stopped; and although
so many years have passed, the whole looks so fresh
and new that you would declare the mason was only
gone to his dinner, and was about to come back and
smooth the roughness.

¢In another house a sink was found, in which were
fish-bones and other remains of food. And at a shop,
which must have belonged to a baker, some flour was
found in the kneading trough. In this house, the mill,
the oven, #nd the yessels for holding water, flour, and
Jeaven, have been uncovered,”
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“How odd, to have the mill in the house!” ex
claimed Oliver.

““Did the Roman bakers grind their own corn ?
asked Richard, '

“1 suppose so, as stone mills for grinding corn
have been found in the bakers’ shops,” replied his
father,

““ How were these mills worked ? ”” asked Richard.

‘“ Most probably by the slaves. Among the Romans,
the labour of grinding was also giv.en as a punishment
to those who had been guilty of any crime. This
labour was considered very severe drudgery; and the
criminals were forced to work in ¢hains.”

“ Has any bread been found in the shops? *’ asked
Arthur,

“Yes,” replied his father. * Here is a drawing of
some bread that has been
found in Pompeii. But all
such things decay very
soon, when exposed to the
fresh air. It is a curious
fact, that bread, and dried
fruits——"

““ What | mterrupted Oliver, ‘‘have fruits been
found that have not decayed in more than eighteen
hundred years ? * .

“Yes. A street has been dug out,” said his father,
“ which, from the quantity of raisins, figs, plums,

- 3 *




36 THE PARENTS CABINET.

chesnuts, and many other. sorts of fruit found in
the houses, preserved in glass bottles, has been called
“the street of dried fruits.'" These fruits would no
doubt make but a sorry dessert now, but it can still be
seen that they arc fruit, and the dif-

ferent kinds can be distinguished. o

Many glass bottles, drinking-cups, and
vases, and even small panes of window-
glass, have been found; also copper
scales and moulds for shaping cakes
and bread, and various other utensils
fit for kitchen and_household use, that
are now carefully prescrved as curiosi-
ties, See, herc is a lamp and a jug.”

“The jugs are much the same in
shape as those we usc now,” said
Richard ; *“I supposc our work-people have copied
from these.”

‘““Yes,” replicd his father;  the shapes of many
Roman jugs and lamps are very pleasing, and we have
taken patterns from them.”

“Stop, Father, before you close the book; what is
this print? >’ cried Oliver.

“ That is a roll of papyrus, upon which the Romans
and other ancient nations used to write,”” said his
father. ¢ On the banks of the Nile, the large river
of Egypt, grows a rash called papyrus, which served

-the purpose of paper before paper was invented. The
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stalk of this rush consists of many folds or layers.
These layers were carefulfy separated and pasted to-
gether, so that each
piece or rol for
writing upon was of
the thickness of two
layers, one set of
layers being placed
Crossways over an-
other; and the sur-
face was then polished with a shell or hard smooth
stonc. You may sce beautiful papyrus plants in the
Kew Gardens.”

*“ What sort of a pen was used ?”’ asked Richard.

“ A reed cut to a point,” answered his father. * The
ink was either made from the cuttle-fish or from
charcoal, and could easily be washed out with a
sponge.”

* But why is the papyrus rolled up at each side ?”
asked Oliver.

“The writing was in narrow columns; and*when
the manuscript was read, it was opened in the form
you see in this print, one column only being unrolled
at a time.”

* How large were the sheets of the papyrus ? *’ asked
Richard. - . ’ ‘

“ They were about sixteen inches in lgngth, and each
roll had a label fixed to it, much the same as the label
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we put on the backs of our books, to distinguish them
from one another, Here is a print of the inkstand
and reed-pen. But hesides the papy-
rus, the Romans used vellum or
parchment to write upon. They also
had what they called tabelle, a kind
of little wooden book. The sides; as
you sec, have a knob of wood in the middle to pre-
vent the wax with which they were covered from
touching when the tabhelle
were closed. The instrument
used for writing in these
tabelle was called a stylus—
it was made of iron and
pointed. When the writing
on the tabelle was no longer
wanted, the marks of the stylus were removed, and the
waxen surfacc made smooth, so that the tabellee could
be used over and over again.

¢In the Templc of Isis in Pompeii the remains of
two priests were found. They appeared to have been
at dinner; for the apartment containing the skeleton
of one of them was strewed with egg-shells, chicken-
bones, and earthen vases. The continuance of so
extraordinary a storm must have alarmed them when
it was too late; for the other priest, it would seem,
attempted to.escape by breaking open a part of the
wall. He was most probably killed by the stifling air;

—— T
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and his skeleton, with the axe beside it, lies close to
the wall. Within the temple many skeletons, all sup-
posed to be those of priests, were found.”

““ How extraordinary that they should havg re-
mained, and been able to eat in the midst of such
danger!” said Richard.

“ Probably they placed a vain confidence in the
power of their goddess, and thercfore were unwilling
to quit her protection, until the quantity of burning
ashes increased so greatly that the temple was sur-
rounded, and all escapc prevented.”

* What a tcrrible history !’ said Oliver; it makes
me wonder how anybody can ljvé ncar so dreadful a
‘thing as a volcano.”

“The Italian people still live near it,” replied his
father, “‘although the mountain has never since been
long without an eruption.”

“You told us about Herculaneum ; but how were
the ruins of Pompeii first discovered ? ** asked Richard.

“It is not exactly known; but for a considerable
time before the excavations were regularly beguf, the
country people had often dug up pieces of marble that
had been shaped by hand, and had diseovered a part
of the outer wall of the city.”

“ And how much. has now been dug out?* asked
Arthur. ’

“ A great number of private houses, besides many
small shops, two theatres,. the p'ublic baths, the forum,
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and some other public buildings, together with the
walls that surrounded the city. The amphitheatre
has also been uncovered. This is the place where the
Romgn people, men and women, assembled to witness
their cruel and disgusting games, in which wild beasts
were introduced to fight with one another, and with
men, and also men to fight with men. These combats
were the morc revolting because the gladiators (for that
was the name given to these fighting men, from the
Latin word gladius, a sword) were compelled to fight,
and were not permitted to leave off till one had caught
his opponent in a net, and plunged his three-pronged
weapon into him. The death of one of the combatants
always took place.”

I think it would have served the spectators right
if the wild beasts had broken loose among them,” said
Oliver.

* This actually did happen,” replied his father, ‘ on
one occasion at Rome. Some enraged elephants broke
through the barriers which separated them from the
spectators ; and to prevent the recurrence of such an
accident, an alteration was made in the building. The
place appropriated for the fight was an oval in the
very centre of the circus, or amphitheatrc, and was
called arena, which means ¢ sand,” from the sand with
which it was sprinkled to absorb the blood that might
be shed. After the accident which I have mentioncd,
this arena was sunk wwelve or fifteen feet below the
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lowest range of seats; it was fenced besides, and
strong nets were placed over the fencing. Inconvenience
and annoyande were also felt at times from the gladia-
tors, who, as may be supposed, were a bold and
desperate race. Their weapons and their courage were
not always used against one another. In the reign of
the Emperor Probus, it is mentioned that about
eighty of the gladiators, having determined not to
shed their own blood for the amusement of a cruel
people, killed their keepers, broke “out from the place
of their confinement, and filled the streets of Rome
with blood and terror. It was not till after an obstinate
resistance that they were cut to pitces by the regular
soldiers,”

“ What is the form of an amphitheatrc?” asked
Oliver.

“It is an oval building, the arena bcing in the
centre, and the seats arranged all round, the rows of
seats rising higher and higher as their distance from
the arena increases. 1tis supposed that the wild beasts
were kept in dens around the arena, and that *they
were let out by doors opening into it as they were
wanted. :

“To screen the spectators from the heat of the sun,
the top of the building was covered by an immense
awning, called velum. The stretching of this awning
was a work of great labour and skill. Jn boisterous
weather it could not be used.”
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“Did the spectators then sit without shelter?’”
asked Arthur, '

“No,” said his father; ‘“on those occasions the:
Romans made use of broad-brimmed hats, and a sort
of umbrella. Richard can tell us what that word is.
derived from.”

¢ Umbra (shadc),” said Richard.

‘8o fond were the Romans of those cruel sights,
that the people would sometimes go in crowds before-
daylight, and some even the night before, to secure
favourable seats.

‘“ Workmen are still employcd at Pompeii in un-
covering the buried city. The houses are small, and
have a gloomy appearance, being without windows in
the lower parts, and with very small windows for the
upper rooms, Indeed, the sleeping-rooms were often
built without windows and without chimneys. The
dwelling-houses, although often highly decorated, had
but few of the comforts of our dwelling-houses. The
streets are narrow, and have footpaths on each side;
and " stepping-stones for foot-passengers are placed
across the carriage-way. Fountains are very numerous.
throughout the city.”

‘“ And has Mount Vesuvius really had many erup-
tions since ?”’ asked Oliver.

“ Yes, several,” said his father. ‘ Among others,.
one described by Dr. Clarke, the traveller, who visited
Naples in the year 1793. He saw an eruption of the
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volcano, and had the courage to go up the mountain
at the very time.”

“ Why did he do that? How dangerous!” cried
Oliver.

“He wanted,” replied his father, “to observe the
appearance of the lava on its first flowing out of the
voleano,”

“ And did he succeed? *’ said Richard.

““Not fat first, owing to the suffocating vapours
thrown out; and he was also obliged to retreat on
account of the immense fragments of rock which were
falling in all directions, and which would have crushed
any person that had been in thecw:a.y. After much
difficulty, however, Dr. Clarke and his fricnds were
able to reach a chasm through which the lava had
opened itself a passage out of the mountain.”

“Then he saw the very placc where the lava comes
out?”’ said Oliver,

“Yes; he found one of the sources, and becheld the
wonderful sight of a flood of clear liquid lava flowing
as rapidly as a torrent, and glowing with all the splen-
dour of the sun. Upon this mass of lava he tried
several experiments, and threw in stones of various
weights which had been cast up from the volcano.
Stones that weighed only five, ten, or fifteen pounds,
made little or no impression ; but the stomes of sixty,
seventy, or cighty pounds, were seen to form a kind of
bed on the surface of the lava, and float away upon it.
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Dr. Clarke contrived to roll a stone of three hundred
pounds weight that had been thrown out from the
crater and lay ncar, into the current of liquid lava.
Thiv stone gradually sank beneath the surface and
disappeared. ‘If,” says Dr. Clarke, ‘I wished to de-
seribe the manner in which it acted on the lava, I
should say it was like a loaf of hread thrown into a
bowl of very thick honey,—the loaf sinking gradnally
till it finally scttles at the bottom.” As this stream of
lava flows on, it becomes of a darker colour; and as
it cools, hecomes harder and harder.

“ But here is a further description by Dr. Clarke
of the volcano, which, at the time of his writing,
had beecn pouring out lava without interruption
for several days. I will read his own words to
you :—

“ ¢ The flow of lava, which was last night so great,
this evening suddenly stopped. But the crater assumed
such beautiful columns of light red flame as I think
I never saw before. Millions of red-hot stones were
shot into the air and fell again, all bending in the form
of a fine arch. The lava could be seen boiling and
bubbling up ahove the crater’s edge, and sometimes
falling over it. I could perceive it splash upon the
cone, and take its course gently down the side of the
mountain, Sometimes, and more usually, it fell again
into the crater. I write this with the burning moun-
tain hefore my eyes : all the top of the cone is covered
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with red-hot stones and lava. The clouds of smoke,
tinged with the boiling matter within, are like burnished
gold, and as bright as fire.’

¢ Since this eruption the appearance of the moun-
tain has been very much altered. An eruption took
place in October, 1822, when the whole mass within
the crater was blown out together, with a large part
of the cone itself, so as to leave an irregular gulf
about thrce miles round, of which the depth has been
supposed to be from 1,000 to 2,000 feet. More than
800 feet of the cone were carried away, so that the
mountain was reduced in height from about 4,200
to 3,400 feet. Since then thete have been other
eruptions, but I do not know that they have mate-
rially altered the form or height of the mountain,
although they destroyed trees, buildings, and other
property.”

““There is one thing which still surprises me,” said
Richard ; “that nobody should have endeavoured to
uncover Pompeii soon after it was buried.”

‘It is supposed,’’ replied his father, * that when' the
eruption which buried Pompeii ceased, some attempts
were made to clear away the cinders. The volcano
having had many eruptions since the ycar 79, each
succeeding eruption has added a fresh layer of cinders
over Pompeii. In digging through these different
layers of pumice-stones and cindegs the fifst or lowest
layer was found to have been disturbed ; and it is pro-
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bable, thercfore, that some of the inhabitants who had
escaped, returned when the storm was over to search
for their property ; but that the labour being greater
tharf what they found was worth, Pompeii was left to
its fate.”
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NOTHING WASTED.

“ (iEORGE,” said Mr. Harmer, carly one spring morn-
ing, “I am going to breakfast *with my friend Mr.
Franklin, who lives near Covent Garden: should you
like to go with me?”’

“ Oh, ycs, Papa, I should like it exceedingly,” replied
George.

““ Then put on your hat and gloves as quickly as you
can, for we must be at Mr. Frzmklin’s before eight,
and it is now twenty minutes to seven.’

George quickly obeyed, for he liked walkmg with
his father, because he was always sure to sce and hear
something amusing. He was soon ready, and he and
his father started on their walk.

It was a fine clear morning, and the sky appeared
of a deep blue over the thousand chimneys of busy
London. At this early hour few fires had' been lighted,
and there was little smoke to dim the bright sky.
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““ How pleasant and fresh it feels, Papa,”” exclaimed
George; “I am glad I have come with you. But the
streets do not look so lively as in the middle of the
day. ~ A great many of the shops are still closed, and
those that are opcned do not look half so gay, with the
windows nearly empty, and the shopmen dusting and
sweeping. I do not think,” continned George, laugh-
ing, * that I should like to be employed getting shops
rcady for customers. Oh! 1 see something I should
like to do. Look, Papa, at that boy in the stationer’s
shop; he has a kind of watering-pot in his hand with
a hole at the bottom, through which the water trickles.
See, the boy is making a figure of eight on the ground.
Do stop one moment, Papa ; I should like to do that
very much.”

Mr. Harmer stopped at George’s réquest, to watch
the boy.

“ Papa, what is he doing that for ? »

“To lay the dust in the shop, just as the water-
carts are used for watering the roads.”’

“ Papa, what is that foolish woman looking in the
dust-heap for? T am sure she can find nothing worth
having there.”

“Do not be quite so sure, George,” replied his
father. ““There are many things that are made use of
from the dust and sweepings of the various houses in
London. That industrious woman finds it, no doubt,
well worth her while to search over these heaps.”
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“ Why, Papa, she is only.picking up little pieces of
cord that can he of no use to anyone, and she is even
stuffing those bits of rag and paper into her agron,
What can she do with them? ™

¢ She will probably take the cord, pieces of rag and
paper to a rag-merchant, who will, in his turn, sell
them to a paper-maker,” replied Mr. Harmer. ¢ The
cord will be used for making mill-boards and brown
paper. Rag, I thought you knew, George, is employed
for making writing-paper.”

“Ycs, I know, Papa, that writing-paper is made of
rags, after they have been well soaked and beaten in
great vats till they arc quitc a pulp; but I did not
know that such dirty little pieces of rag as those could
be of any use.”

“The paper-makers can turn the worst coloured
rags,” replied Mr. Harmer, ¢ into paper of the most
beautiful white; but the cleanest rags, of course,
require lcss labour, and are therefore of greater value.

‘ There is more reason now, George, than ever Jfor
saving bits of rag and string and cven old pieces of
paper, because we are no longer able to buy rags from
the Continent with which to make our paper. The
nations of Europe can now makc paper for them-
selves, which formerly they were unable to do, and
thereforec will not sell us tkeir rags. Many sub-
stances are now used for making pa.per' that werc
not thought good enough when we had plenty of rags.

4
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A kind of rush called Esparta, that grows in Spain,
is largely used here, and makes a very fair kind of
paper. Straw is also largely used for inferior papers,
such as newspapers, but it does not make such a strong
paper as Esparta,”

“I know that newspapers tcar very easily,” said
George, * for I packed up some books in one the other
day to take to school, and the paper burst, and all the
books fell out.”

“There is another mode of making paper,” con-
tinued Mr. Harmer, ¢ and that is from the fibre of the
jute plant (which_grows in India). This fibre is used
for several different purposes. It is made iuto string,
and can even be woven into socks. The coarser parts
of the fibre scrve for making paper.”

‘“ But what will he the use of the pieces of paper
that the woman picked up? >’ said George. ¢ Can
they be used again in paper-making ? "’

‘““Yes, they are occasionally mixed with the rag
pulp, but only for the commoner kinds of paper. Even
old railway tickets are worked up and serve again for
the main part of new railway tickets, new thin paper
being added on the outside. Paper that is made from
rag alone is much stronger. But there is another use
for old paper.” ,

“ What is that, Papa?”’

“ Many of the toys your sister plays with are made
of ald paper beaten into a pulp. Toys thus made are
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much lighter than those made of wood. They are
made in a mould.”

“What ! is that poor old cow of Lucy’s that has
been broken in half made of paper?® said Geotge;
‘it is quite hollow.”

“ Yes; and the reason that paper toys easily split in
half is, that they are generally made in two separate
moulds, and the two parts are afterwards joined to-
gether. Such toys are well adapted for very young
children, as the children cannot be *hurt by.the paper
stuff as they might be by hard wood.”

*I think I know something else, Papa, that is made
of paper,” said George. “ 1 heard mamma tell Ann
to bring up a paper tray the other evening; so I sup-
posc trays must sometimes be made of paper ?

“Yes, all the better kinds of trays are made from
paper prepared in the same manuner as for toys,”” re-
plied Mr. Harmer. ¢ Some manufacturers make small
tables of the same substance. They are beautifully
painted and highly varnished, and are much admired,
The chief manufactories of papier mdclé, as it is called,
arc near Paris, though there are several iu this country ;
but the best kind of paper trays come from Japan,
where a particular gum-tree grows that yields a juice
something like that of the Indian rubber tree. This
Juice, when it comes fresh from the tree, forms a hard
varnish on anything that is covered with it. It cannot
be dissolved, and resists hot water very well.”’

4"
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George and his father now walked briskly on for
some time. Presently George begged his father to
stop only for one moment to observe a man diligently
searching in the road.

““Papa,” said he, “ I think that man must have lost
something ; he is looking about so carefully, Shall
we ask him? He has picked up something, and put it
into the pocket of his leather apron ; what can it be?
There, now he has found something else. Can you
tell what he is doing, Papa?”’

T think I can guess,” replicd Mr. Harmer. ¢ He
is collecting all the horseshoe-nails that he can find.
You may suppose; ir. a street where so many horses
pass and repass, that many nails may be found.”

‘¢ But, Papa,’’ said George, ““after they have been
knocked ahout the streets, and the wheels of the car-
riages have passed over them, they must be so much
bent that they can be of no use as nails again, can
they ? ”’

“ No, George,” replied his father; ‘“nor are they
requircd for that purpose. Shoe-nails, from their
particular form, are required to be made of very
superior iron, or they would snap in two. They are
square, and thick at the top, and then become very
tapering. The blacksmith makes them irom a piece
of iron of the same thickness throughout, and he
hammers it -till he has beaten it into the form he
wishes, so that every part of the iron is well pressed.
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It is from this circumstanee, and from the quality of
the iron which is always employed in making shoe-
nails, that they are so valuable even after they have
served their first purpose. That man is probably
collecting the nails for the gunsmiths to make into
gun-barrels.

“Oh, Papa,” said George, “do tell me how they
can make gun-barrels of the old nails, which I
thought were quite useless.”

“The nails are placed side by side with the heads at
the top, about as many as my two hands could grasp,
and bound with a small irorx hoop just to keep them
together. They are ncxt heated till they are slightly
melted, and arc then violently hammered till they
form one mass of iron. This lump is then again
heated, and beaten with a heavy hammer into one
long slip of iron ; this slip, like a long bit of ribbon, is
wound round to form a tube, the edges being made to
meet, but not to lap over.”

“Just, Papa, as I could make a tube by windipg a
slip of paper round a pencil. If I could gum the
cdges of the paper together, and then draw out the
pencil, I should, I suppose, have a model of a gun-
barrel. But, Papa,” continued George, * how do they
manage to make the edges of the iron stick together?”

“ By heating the gun-barrel till the edges of the
iron are slightly melted, and.then giving the coil of
iron several smart knocks at the top, which presses
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the edges togcther. This is repeated several times
till each part is welded. The coil of iron is then
bored to the size required for the inside of the gun-
barrel, and the outside is turned in a lathe till the
iron is of the proper thickness.”

‘ Papa,” exclaimed George, ‘‘ what a deal of ham-
mering a piece of iron must go through before it
becomes a gun-barrel.”

““Indeed it does, George, and for that very reason
gun-barrels made in this manner are much superior in
strength and durability to the barrels of the common
muskets ; but, from requiring more labour to make
them, they are more expensive. I should, however,
tell you that stecl is now being made so much cheaper
and better than it used to be, that a great many gun-
barrels are now made out of it instead of iron. Old
horse-shoes, George, when quite worn-out hcre, are
sent to China, by hundreds of tons, and are worked up
by the natives into shoes for mules. The mules being
of, a lighter weight than our lorses do not require
such strong shoes.”

““ What a noise that dustman makes, Papa,” said
George, “I can hardly hear you speak. There, he
has gone into that house, I am glad we have got rid
of him. I wonder what he does with his cart-load of
rubbish ! » |

1 dare say that cart.load is worth several shillings,”
observed Mr. Harmer.
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¢ Oh, is that possible! Why, I thought the dust-
man only cleared away the small cinders and ashes,
which are of no use to anyone.”

“ They are of no use for parlour or kitchen fires,”
said Mr. Harmer, ¢ and thercfore some people are
glad to get rid of them ; but they are very useful for
other purposes, nevertheless. Thecre are immense
heaps of cinders and ashes in waste places about Lon-
don. When they are all properly sorted, the larger
cinders are bought by washer-wonren for heating their
hoilers ; and they pay as much as sixpence a bushel
for them ; that is, about a third of the price of fresh
coals. They are also purchased By brick-makers for
heating the brick-kilns. The smaller cinders and ashes
arc mixed with clay for brick-making. They are also
cxtensively used for manure in stiff clayey soils.

“ But look, George,” said Mr. Ilarmer, * there is a
man picking up picces of broken green glass bottles.
No one would think at first that they could be service-
able,”

“Oh, yes, Papa, I could find out a use for them,”
replied George, quickly. I have seen broken pieccs
of glass at the tops of garden walls. I darc say
the man is collecting them to be used for that
purpose.”

““ He may be doing s0,” said Mr. Harmer; *‘but it
is more probable that he is picking up the broken glass
to be peunded for glass-paper.”
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¢ Paper cannot surely be made of glass,” exclaimed
George, with surprise. ‘

“No,” said Mr. Harmer, laughing, *“but a paper
that is used by the carpenters and cabinet-makers for
polishing wood is called glass-paper, from its being
covered with finely powdered glass, which is fastened
to the paper.”

“Oh! now I understand,” said George. ¢ The
powdered glass makes the paper rough.”

After passing theough many narrow streets, George
and his father came to an open space, where there
was a large heap of rubbish.

‘ Papa,” said Geqrge, ““ I dare say some more useful
things will be collected from that heap. But for what
purpose can that man fill his wheclbarrow with old tin
kettles and saucepans? Do you think he will find
anyone to buy such old worn-out things, Papa ? ”

‘““Yes, very readily,” replied Mr. Harmer. ‘ All
tin utensils, as they are called, George, are made of
plates of iro:, which have been dipped in melted tin,
and thus become covered over with a very thin coating
of tin, and those old sauccpans and kettles are valuable
because they are made of iron.

‘*“But here we are,’” said Mr. Harmer, “at Mr
Franklin’s door, and I think we shall both enjoy our
breakfast after our long walk.”



THE PET EMU, AND ITS AUSTRALIAN
NEIGHBOURS.

‘“ Aunt Mary,” said Arthur DBurton, “see how
nicely we have mended the emu’s egg that cousin
Fanny sent me! It was broken into a great many
picces, you know, when it arrived. William Thornton
helped me, or I never could have done it so well. He
showed me how to cement the edges together.”

As he spoke Arthar held up carefully a large egg of
an olive green colour, and which had a curiously
roughened surface.

‘“ Yes, you have done it very well,”” replied his aunt.
“I cannot see where the joins are. No wonder that in
coming all the way from Australia the egg broke. But
now you have mended it, it will be a capital addition
to your cabinet of curiositi¢s. I have just been read-
ing cousin Fanny's letter. She says she thinks you
will like to know something about emus, now that you
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have the egg of one, and so she gives an account of
an emu which she kept as a pet and of which she
became very fond. )

% @h, Aunt, do read us all she says about it!” ex-
claimed the children,

“That T will; but first of all tell me if any of you
know what an emu is like.”

“I know, Aunt,” cried Janc. ‘It is very much
like an ostrich, but not quite so large. You know, we
have seen emus at the Zoological Gardens. I should
think they were about five or six fcet high.”

“ Quite right. Can you tell me anything more
about them ? ”’

“Yes; their fcathers are of a brownish-grey colour,
and are fine and thick, somecthing like hair. They
cannot fly, but they can run very fast, like the ostrich.
I don’t know how many eggs thcy lay at a time. Can
you tell me, Aunt ?”

‘It is said that they lay about six or seven, and it
is the male bird that sits and hatches the eggs, whilst
the female watches and guards the nest.

“Now I will read you cousin Fanny’s account of
her emu. She says :—

“1 have had many pets in my life, but one of the
most intelligent was an emu. He was quite young
when James first broughf him to our house, in a sack
slung over his shoulder. The emu was very wild at
first, so we put him into"the large fowl-yard until he
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should grow accustomed to us. Hc soon grew tamer,
however, and was allowed to run about the fields with
the horses dand cows. One day, unfortunately, he
strayed too far from home and a strange doge«hased
him. He could run much faster than a dog, but a

=

wire fence stopped the race, and the poor emru was
bitten cruelly in the leg. James found him, brought
him home, and bathed his wound. He was again put
into the yard in order that he gshould have protection
from further assaults whilst he was in a lamed condi-
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tion. Every morning, when I went to attend to the
fowls, I used to feed him on scraps of bread, or
crushed Indian corn soaked in water. He would sit,
or rather kneel, with his long legs on either side of
the pan, meekly awaiting his turn amidst a crowd of
greedy chickens, who perched on his legs whilst they
ate up his food. I noticed that he was very careful
not to hurt the chickens. As he walked about the
farm-yard he would put his great feet very cautiously
down that he might'not tread on them. 1 was sorry
for the wounded bird, aud I used to stroke his head
and neck and talk to him. He soon grew so fond of
me that he refused’ > eat till 1 had left off stroking
him. As long as I stood beside him he would nestle
up to me, laying his head down on my shoulder, with
a look of perfect contentment.

¢ After a while he recovered from his wound and
was once more put into the field. He was always on .
the watch, however, for my approach, and if I ap-
pearcd in the distance, he would come racing up to
me. *Oune day my sister happéned to put on a large
cloak that I usually wore. The emu saw her, and
supposing her to be me, came bounding towards her
from the farther end of the fieid, but as soon as he
saw her face, he darted off again. I called him Moses.
After a while he grew to his full height, which was six
feet, but he was still pever tired of being stroked, or
of laying his head on my shoulder. I often gave him
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little apples or hard peaches, and he would pick them
up with his great beak as if they had been grains of
corn. Each, as he swallowed it, made a large lump
in his throat. He would stretch out his head in’front
of him whilst I gently stroked the lumps down ; this
helped him to swallow the fruit, and he fully appre-
ciated the attention. But he would eat much lcss
agreeable things than apples and peaches. On one
occasion our carpenter, who had been repairing the
door of a barn, happened to leave’his bag of tools on
the ground, whilst he went away for a few minutes.
On his return he found Moses standing over the bag
and very contentedly helping himgelf to the nails! He
cvidently much enjoyed his repast. I have myself
also often obscrved him eating stones. He would col-
lect them together into a little heap and then take
up one after another till all had disappeared. I have
been told that all birds that live on grain swallow
stones to help them to digest their food. They act as
grind-stones for them.

“We had a large dog named Watch, who used to
chase the emuin play. Moses enjoyed the fun greatly.
He would run slowly so as to kcep pace with the dog,
whilst Watch pursued him barking furiously. Then
bhe would take his turn and chase the dog, kicking him
before him, like a football, till Watch had had enough
of it. Another amusement of the emu’s was to chase
the horses. He used to drive them round and round
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a large field, till they were tired or till someoue inter-
posed and sent him away. But what he enjoyed most
of all  was to frighten the cows. At milking time,
when our men drove them into the farmyard, Moses
would station himself by the cntrance-gate for the fun
of making them scamper away. It amused me very
much to watch his pranks. One day, I witnessed the
following scene :—The men were driving the cows up
to the entrance, where, as usual, Moses was on the
look-out for them. As soon as they appeared he
stood up on the points of his toes and made all his
feathers stand on end! The cows gave one look at
him, then turned ald fled. Off went the men after
them and, at last, having got them together with some
difficulty, again drove them up to thc entrance; but
this time the mischicvous bird made a sudden rush at
them, and away went the cows again as fast as they
could go. Again the men collected them, and once
more tried to get them into the yard. Again, how-
ever, the emu was a match for them; he now stood
on one leg whilst he waved the other round and round
his head like an Irishman’s shillelagh! This was too
much for the poor cows, and away they scampered
helter-skelter to the other eud of the field! I now
thought it was time to interpose, so I went up to
Moses, and putting my arm round his neck led him
off, out of sight of the teprified cows.

‘I have told you hew fond Moses was of me. Well,
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on one occasion his affection nearly caused his death,
I happened to go to the sea-side to pay a visit to some
cousins. I had not been away from home till then
since the emu first came to us. The morning afttr my
departure he ran away. I am surc he went to look
for me. At last he was discovered more than a mile
from home and brought back. My mother tried to pet
and comfort him in every way, offering him the food
he liked best, but he turned away his head and re-
fused to eat anything. He looked very miserable, and
they soon saw that he would die unless I came back
to him. Knowing how sorry 1 should be to lose my
poor cmu, James determined to t8llow me and to fetch
me back., As soon as he arrived, he told mc how
matters stood, and 1 lost no time in starting with him
for home. I found poor Moses lying with his cyes
shut and panting from exhaustion. He was nearly
starved, for he had not touched a morsel of food since
I left. But directly I called him by his name he
opened his eyes, and raising his long neck, he put his
head on my shoulder. 1 soon coaxed him to eaf, and
in a few days’ time he was as well and as mischievous
as ever.”

“I’m very glad he did not die,” cried Arthur.
‘*“ How fond he must have been of cousin Fanny | »’

“Yes,” said Aunt Mary, “I did not know before
that emus could become so much attached to people.”

“ 1 wish I could go to Australia,”’ exclaimed little
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Willy, “and see all the wonderful birds and animals
there ?

“ Well, Willy, perthaps some day you may go there,
but as you cannot go now, shall we look at some pic-
tures of Australian birds and animals, and shall I tell
vou what I know about them ?”’

S« Oh, do, dear Aunt ! ” cried the children. Arthur
at once fetched from the hookcase some large volumes,

which he placed on the table hefore his aunt, and the
children came and stood close by her, looking at the
pictures as she turned over the leaves.

“ There’s the kangaroo!” cricd Jane. “ What a
queer-looking creature it is, with its tiny front paws,

its great strong hind legs, and its pouch with the little
kangaroos inside.”
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““Yes! and it is this pouch that gives thec name to
the great tribe of Australian animals, to which the
kangaroo belongs. They are called Marsupials, from
the Latin word marsupium, which means ¢ pduch.
The females are all provided with pouches, in whieh
they carry their young. It is a curious fact that the
fossil bones, which have been found in the rocks of
Australia, prove that the ancient animals that lived
ages and ages bcfore human beings were created, had
also pouches.” '

*“ How could people find that out? >’ asked Arthur.

“In this way,” replied his aunt. “ A great many
of thesc fossil bones have heen catetully examined by
learned men, who bave been able, from their knowledge
of the structure of animals, to tell us what those crea-
tures were like when they were alive. Just as you,
Arthur, could tell from the growth of a bare tree in the
winter time, whether it was an oak or an elm, and
could describe to me what it would look like when it
was covered with leaves.”

“I can understand that, Aunt,” said Arthur, “and
I know what fossils are like, for 1 have some in my
cabinet.”’

‘“How does the kangaroo run?’ asked Jane.
“Isn’t it difficult for it to move quickly with such
short front legs ?”’

“No. It can go very fast. But it does not run
like an ordinary four-footed animal. It only uses its

XI. o
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front legs when it is walkjng slowly. When the kan-
garoo wishes to go fast, it takes great leaps, using only
its strong hind legs and its long muscular tail. The
tail ‘18 as useful to it as a third hind leg. The large
kangaroo can clear more than thirty feet at a single
bound, and can leap over an object eight feet high.
When attacked by dogs, the kangaroo will defend
itself with its tail, striking its enemies heavy blows
with it. But it will never attack other animals, or
human beings, unless it is first attacked by them. The
female is a very careful mother. She cleans out her
pouch when the httle ones are playing about her, then
opens it and places them back again with her front
paws.”

“ How comfortable the little ones must be in their
funny bag !’ cxclaimed Willy.

““Yes. They look very comfortable. 1 was ob-
serving one the other day at the Zoological Gardens.
When I came up to the placc where the kangaroos
are kept, the great kangaroo was lying on the ground,
basking in the sunshine and chewing some green
food. Beyond him, in a shed, was the female, and I
could see a tiny head peeping out of her pouch. Pre-
sently, she hoppcd out of the shed, and the young one
immediately jumped out of her pouch. The little thing
was about a foot and a half high, and of alight yel-
lowish-brown colour. It seemed wild with delight in
being sct free, and it almost flew round and round the
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yard. The tiny hind feet. seemed hardly to touch the
ground as it bounded past me, like an india-rubber
ball. The father and mother looked on approvingly,
and the father sometimes gave it a gentle pat as it
flew by him. After a little while it bounded back to
its mother, pulled open her pouch with its front paws,
and scrambled into it. When the little creature had
settled itself, its two hind feet stuck out of the pouch,
with its little head between them. Then the mother
hopped soberly back to her house.”

“T should like to have seen tke funny little kan-
garoo, Aunt,” said Willy A'

1 wish you had been with me, Willy. But do you
know that the Zoological Gardens is not the only place
in England where there are kangaroos? There are
some running about wild in the Surrey woods on Leith
Hilt»

“Why, how could they get there?” cried the
children. '

“It was in this way,” replied Aunt Mary. ¢ Mr.
Evelyn, of Wooton Park, near Leith Hill, had a pair
of kangaroos which were kept very carefully in con-
finement. One day, about fourteen years ago, the
female escaped. The male tried to follow her, but he
was killed, it is supposed, in the attempt. The female
soon had young ones. They grew up, and, after a
while, they, in their turn, had young ones. There are
now about seven or eight kangaroos. They are of the

5
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large kind, and are of a reddish-brown colour. They
seem to live very happily in the woods. They are fre-
quently seen on the slopes of Leith Hill, and some-
times’ even are observed close to the tower on the top
of the hill. They come out from the woods in the
evening in order to get food. They are fond of
brambles. Sometimes the kangaroos get into a barley-
field, and, when sitting up amongst the long corn, they
have been mistaken by the farmers for men !

“How I should like to see them,” said Jane.
“ Aunt,” she add‘:?, “do all the animals that live in
Australia have pouches?

¢ Almost all,”' teplied her aunt, “There are
Australian bears, squirrels, weasels, and rats, and many
other creatures; but all of them have pouches and look
very different from the animals that we know by these
names.”

““What is that queer creature?’ cried Arthur,
pointing to a picture in the book. ¢ Look, Aunt
Mary; it has a body like an otter and a bill like a
duck |

““That is the ornithorhynchus. Is not that a long
name? It means ‘bird’s beak,” but the common name
for the animal is duck-bill. The duck-bill, the
porcupine ant-eater, and the dingo (a kind of dog), are
the only animals of Australia that are not provided
with pouches.

“The duck-bill isindeed a most strange-lookmg crea-
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turc. It secems to be something between an animal
and a water-fowl. It has a bill likc a duck, and its
fore-feet are webbed; but it has the body and thick
furry coat of an animal. Its tail is large and flat like
the blade of an oar, and greatly helps the animal when
it is swimming.

“In this picture the duck-bill is represented lying

on its back whilst it combs its fur carefully with the
claws of one of its hind feet.

“T was reading an account of the duck-bill,” con-
tinued Aunt Mary,  this morning in an encyclopeedia,
80 I can tell you something of the creature’s habits.
The duck-bills live on the banke of rivers and lakes,
and dig burrows for themselves, where they lie sleep-
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ing during the day, but come out at night. These
burrows are long, narrow tunnels, which extend under-
ground for about twenty feet ; the duck-bill makes its
nest at the extreme end. The nest is formed of roots, and
grasses loosely interlaced together. The mother duck-
bill sometimes feeds her young in a very strange way.
She makes them follow her into the water, and then
sends out her milk so that it floats on the surface of the
water, and the little creatures immediately suck it up.
The young ones have occasionally been caught and
kept as pets for a time. A gentleman who once had
some says ‘they twere very frolicsome, and played
like kittens. The}: liked to dabble about in a large
dish filled with watcr. Their food consisted of bread
sopped in water, of hard-boiled eggs, and meat
chopped up very fine” The duck-bills can swim as
fast as fishes, and can also run swiftly on dry land.
When they go to sleep they roll themselves up like
hedgehogs.”’

“Don’t you think, Aunt, that the people must have
been’very much surprised that first discovered the
duck-bill,” asked Jane. ¢ It is sc very different from
any other animal ! ”

““Yes,” answered her aunt, ““and when the first
specimen, which had becn stuffed, was sent over to
England towards the end of last century, it created
a great sensation. Some of our scicutific men refused
to believe in it, They thought that the Australian
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colonists had played a trick upon them, and that they
had themselves fastened the bill of a duck on to an
animal’s head I'”

“] don’t wonder they thought so,” said Jane.®

““ How big is it ? ”’ asked Arthur,

It is about nineteen inches long. There is a stuffed
specimen at the Natural History Museum at South
Kensington. I must take you to see it some day.”

“I should like that very much,” said Arthur.
¢ Oh, Aunt Mary,”' he continued,"as he observed her
take out her watch and Jook at the time, * there is one
thing that I want particularly ‘o asx you about before
you go, and that is about the trees én’ Australia. Cousin
Fanuy speaks of ¢ gum-trees’ in her lettcr. What are
they like? Are they at all like our trees? ™

“Yes. I have been told that at a distance the gum-
trces are not unlike our elms in appearance. But they
grow to a much greater sizc than any of our trees.
The tallest are in Victoria. They are more than four
hundred feet high! That is higher than St. Paul’s
Cathedral | .

“I was talking to your cousin Charles the other day
ahout the great forests there. He knows them well.,
He says they are grand beyond description. They are
like three forests in one. First, there are the great
tree-ferns with thetr graceful fronds arching over-
head. Next, above them, come, the mimosas with
their flowers, like soft yellow balls, hanging high up
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in the air (for these mimogas are as tall as our largest
forest trees); then, again, far, far above them, and
hidden from sight by the undergrowth, rise the gigantic
gum-irees. Their branches form a complete roof to
the forest, which shades it from thc heat of the sun
and protects it from the high winds. Cousin Charles
says that he happened to be travelling, some time ago,
through one of these forests during a great storm. He
could hear the wind howling and raging overhead ; but
so still was it within the forest that not a leaf stirred.
He took a match-hox out of his pocket, struck a match,
and held it up to ste if the flame would flicker, but the
flame burnt quité Steadily till the match was con-
sumed.”

¢ How safe cousin Charles must have felt, Aunt!”
cried Jane; “the air must have bcen as still in that
wood as it is in this room, or else the flame could
never have burnt so steadily.”

“Are there pretty birds in the forest? ' asked
Willy.

““Yes,” replied his aunt; ‘there are parrots of all
shades of colour—red, blue, and gold—and lovely little
green paroquets; and therc arc robin-red-breasts and
wrens.  But the Australian robin has a breast of vivid
scarlet, and the wren has a sky-bluc breast and a blue
tail. There are magpics and martins that sing beauti-
fully ! Then there are squirrels, so formed that they
can fly from bough to bough as if they were birds,
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and opossums that somewhat resemble both squirrels
and monkeys, and that swing themselves from the
branches by their long tails.”

«Aunt! it must be like fairly-land !” cried*Willy.

“Ithink so too, Willy,” answered Aunt Mary.
“There was another thing I must tell you about,”
she added, ¢‘ that cousin Charles mentioned, and that
was the curious kinds of grasses that grow upon the
great plains—one especially he spoke of that has (what
is called) a winged seed. Here'is a little picture of
the sced,” she continued, turning to a small print in
the book before her. ‘

- “This long, bent tail, or wing, to the seed is spiral
—that is, it is twisted like a cofk-screw. When rain
falls, or there happens to be a heavy dew, the twist



74 THE PARENTS CABINET.

partly uncurls itself; but when the sun comes out and
the dir becomes dry the twist curls up again. Now,
the act of curling up causes the seed to move. Cousin
Charle? says that at such times it appears as if the
whole ground for miles round were moving along! It
has a most strange effect! When the little seed is
stopped by some small obstacle, the hent end of the
wing turns round and round like the handle of a
screw-driver and forces the sced into the earth.”

“1 should like very much to have some of those
seeds in my cabinety’ said Arthur. ¢ May I write and
ask cousin Fanny td send me some 't

“Yes. Iam syre*she would not mind your doing
so. I must go now and writc my letter to her, for
the Australian mail leaves this evening. You had
better write your letter also.”

George put away the books carcfully, and then
went to his desk to begin his letter, while Jane and
Willy went upstairs to fetch some drawings which

they had bcen making for their little cousins in
Adeclaide.
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MINNIE’S ACCOUNT OF HER
TRAVELS. -

Armost all little boys and girld who live near the
suburb of Highgate must know some pretty white
houses facing the fields, between Highgate and Hamp-
stcad—those beautiful fields, with their large ponds
for sailing boats ; with the merry haymaking in sum-
mer, the dog-roses, the red campion and crow’s-foot,
and a hundred other delights for everybody.

At the time of my story there were very few flowers
left in the fields ; even the blackberries were all gone ;
for October was already half over, and little boys and
girls now liked to draw round the fire in the chill
evenings and read about travellers and their adven-
tures,

If you and I had been able to peep into the drawing-
room of one of the white houses defore-mentioned, on
& cold, wet evening, we should have seen two little
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girls, of about ten years of age, running every now and
then to stir the blazing fire, and then squeezing their
faces against the window-panes, and straining their
eyes in the direction of the garden gate. A pleasant-’
looking young lady was busy also in running to the
window, arranging the tea-table, and giving directions
to the honsemaid. A great black dog was lying before
the fire;; the only one present who seemed to see no
reason for disturbing himself, and who winked lazily,
with his head on his outstretched paws.

One of the little( girls ran up to him, and, putting
her arms round his neck, said :—

“ Darling old Rover, shan’t you be glad to see your
master and mistress and Minnie again?

At this Rover pricked up his ears, rose up, shook
himself, and gave a short bark.

“Dear old doggie!” cried the little girl. * Just
look, Miss Morison ; Rover knows quite well when I
speak of papa and mamma ! ”

Here the other little girl came from the window and
said, rather despondingly, *‘ Miss Morison, I don’t
believe they 'll come to-night.”

“ Patience! patience! Helen and Edith,”’ answered
the young lady, who was the children’s governess, and
whom they dearly loved.  Remember how far your
father and mother have to travel. A hundred little
things may happen between here and Birmingham to
make them late.”
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The children watched a little longer, and then a
loud * Here they are! here they are!™ burst forth;
and in an instant Helen and Edith rushed downstairs,
followed by Rover, and would have run out to the
garden gate, in spite of the pouring rain, if Miss
Morison had not caught hold of them. Rover, how-
ever, was to be stopped by no one; he was at the gate
in an instant, leaping up, barking, wagging his tail,
and giving his hearty welcome to the travellers.

Helen and Edith were dclighted to hear Minnie’s
voice, exclaiming—* Look, Mamnfs! there’s Rover!
Rover ! Rover! dear old Rover!” Then the coach-
door opened, and out stepped Mrs. Hale, Mr. Hale,
and Minnie; and in a minute the three little sisters
were hugging each other, their parents, Miss Morison,
and Rover. Then Helen and Edith led Mrs. Hale
and Minnie upstairs to the warm, cheerful drawing-
room, and seated them on the sofa, exclaiming all the
while—‘ Oh | we thought you’d never come! We
watched for you a long time! Do tell us all about
Wales! We are so glad you’ve come home at Tast !
You have been away two whole months! It was such
a long time! But we have been very happy with dear
Miss Morison ; and, do you know, I have got a new
canary 7 And, oh! have you seen the white kitten ?
And did you hear about Aunt Mary asking us to tea?”

As neither Mrs. Hale nor Minnie could possibly
answer all these questions at once, they merely hugged
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Helen and Edith again, and allowed them to take off
their cleaks. )

““ When will papa have finished paying the coach-
man ?” cried Edith; and she ran down to bring Mr.
Hale upstairs. Helen went to the nursery with Minnie,
to help to take off her wraps, but would not let her tell
anything of her travels, as she said she and Edith had
promised each other not to hear a word till Minnie
could tell them both together after tea.

When the little girls returned to the drawing-room
they found their f;ther and mother and Edith seated at
the tea-table, upoa which the urn was hissing merrily,
and Miss Morison making tea. Helen and Edith could
hardly eat their bread and butter for starting up every
minute to carry round the cups, and to hand everything
to their father and mother at once.

At length tea was over; and when the tray had been
removed, and while Mr. and Mrs. Hale were engaged
in conversation with Miss Morison, Helen and Edith
sat.down upon the sofa, with Minnie between them,
and said —*‘ Now, Minnie, do tell us all about every-
thing. Begin when you left us at Euston Station.”

“Oh! when I left yon I was very happy in thinking
of all I was going to see with dear papa and memma ;
but then I could not bear leaving you, and you were so
kind in liking me to go, though having no pleasure
yourselves. So I am afraid T looked a little unhappy;
and mamma asked me what I was thinking about ; and
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when 1 told her, she said that you and Edith had been
very kind and unselfish in sympathizing with me so
much, and in cheerfully staying at home youyselves,
hecause papa and she could not take more than one;
and mamma said that next time one of you should
travel with them.”

‘“ How very kind of dear mamma,” cried Helen and
Edith; and Minnie continued—

‘8o then I was quite happy, and began to think of
all the things I should see and do, and what sort of a
place Chester would be; for we wire going there first.

““We changed carriages at Creye, and at last we
came to Chester. It is such’a curious place—I
never saw anything like it before. There are beau-
tifal old houses, somcthing like Crosby Hall in
Bishopsgate Street. Don’t you remember the day we
went to see St. Paul’s, papa making us look out of the
coach-window at that curious old house ? ”

“]1 remember it quite well,” cried Edith. ‘ And
you told us in your first letter that you slept at Chester.
Where did you sleep ?

“ We stayed for one night in a nice funny old inn,
called ‘The Blossoms.” There were so many long
passages, I thought I should lose my way whenever I
went from my little room to our parlour. I got up
early the next morning, and father and 1 walked all
along the top of the great wall, which is built round
the town, and which. is quite wide enough for two
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persons to walk on, holding-hands. There is a railing
on the top. Papa says the wall was built a long time
ago to keep out enemies ; and theye are towers in the
wall, so that men could shoot down upon those who
wanted to take the town. I am very glad Chester has
no enemics to fight now. There is such a lovely view
from the wall, of the river Dee and the fields and hills
round, with the Welsh mountains a long way off !

“We left Chester that morning, and went in the
train to Llandudno. We stayed there, as you know,
a long while. Wd were very happy there! It is such
a beautiful place !..

“The day after we arrived was very wet and windy,
and I was longing all the morning to go down to the
beach. At about twelve o’clock the rain left off ; and
papa went out for a little walk. Presently he came
back, and told me to put on my boots and come
quickly, for a vessel had been wrecked on the rocks
that very morning! Mamma was too tired to go, but I
got yeady as quickly as I could, and ran with papa to
the slopes of the Great Orme’s Head, which is a high
rocky mountain with the sea nearly all round it. And
there we saw the poor little ship lying on one side
against the rocks that she had been dashed upon. The
sailors had escaped in a boat belonging to the ship,
but it was very dxfﬁcult to manage it on such a rough
sea; and before they got to land the boat was half full
of water, and ready to sink.
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“ It made me very sad to look at the wreck; the
sides had all been knocked in, and the waves were
breaking over‘the deck; and masts and casks and
pieces of wood were floating about in the water. I
felt so sorry for the poor captain, for the ship be-
longed to him. The pcople at Llandudno got up a
subscription to help him and his crew.”

“Poor things! I am glad they were saved, and
that the pcople were kind to them,” said Helen.

“But I should have liked to sec a real wreck!”
said Edith. K

“ One evening,” continued Minwie, ‘ papa took us
in a boat—quite a large one, whth two sails—to a
beautiful cavern in the Little Orme’s Head, which is
another rocky mountain on the other side of Llan-
dudno.”

““ Oh, stop, Minnie! I don’t understand,” exclaimed
Helen. ““You told us in one of your letters that
Conway Bay was on one side of Llandudno. Now,
Llandudno is not on an island, so it can’t have so
many sides.”

‘1 shall go and tetch the atlas,” cried Edith; ‘ or
else I amn sure I shall not know where all the places
are you are going to tell us about.”

Edith brought the atlas; and, when they had opened
it at the map of England and Wales, Minnie showed
her sisters that Llandudno was situated on a narrow
peninsula, with Conway Bay on one side, and Llan-

A" 6
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dudno Bay on the other ; Llandudno Bay being formed
by the two projecting mountains called the Great
Orme’s Head and the Little Orme’s Head. She then
continued :

“ Well, we went in the hoat to this cave in the
Little Orme’s Head. How I wish you could have.
been with us! When we arrived at the entrance to
the cave, I thought our boat could not possibly get in ;
there seemed such a very small opening. But the
boatmen took down the masts, and we stooped down
and managed soméhow to get in, all under great rocks.
When we were able to lift up our heads, it was almost
dark, so that at firdt I could see nothing, and could
hear only the waves thundering on the little stretch of
beach. They made such a noise! But soon I got
accustomed to the faint light ; and then I saw how
heautiful the colour of the water was—quite a bril-
liant green. I could see just a tiny holc up high on
one side, and from it a faint silver light gleamed down
from the sky and showed the enormous height of the
cave. It made me think of Rolf’s cave in Feals on
the Fiord. I am sure his cave must have been just like
this one; only Rolf was quite safe at high water on
the top of the sloping beach; but if anyone were in
this cave at anything near high water, they must be
drowned, for the beach is low, and the rocks are so
steep that no one cduld possibly climb them.”

“If it was like Rolf’s cave, I can imagine it very
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well, because I have just- been reading Feals on the
Fiord again,” said Edith. “How very beautiful it
must be ! ”’

¢ But, Minnie,” said Helen, ‘ you have not told us
whether you saw any Welsh women, wearing men’s
hats, at Llandudno.”

¢ And you have not told us about the Welsh ponies.
Did you not say you all rode to Conway Bay on Welsh
ponies ? ”’ .

“Yes, I did,” said Minnie.  But, first, Helen, we
did not sec any Welsh women with tall hats like papa’s
at Llandudno ; we saw some aftervza'tds at Bangor; but
there werc a good many women with round felt hats,
like papa’s garden hat.

““ 1t is so strange to hear almost all the people talk
Welsh. Of course I could not understand them;
but I can say a few words. ¢Dim Cymreig’ means
‘I can’t speak Welsh.” 1T said it to an old woman
who began to talk Welsh to me. She was spinning
wool with a spinning-wheel, in a little house by a
waterfall near Trefriw.

“The Welsh ponies are not at all pretty, like
Eunglish ones, but they trot along very nicely, and
papa says they are more sure-footed for climbing than
ours, We rode to Conway across the sands. Such a
beautiful ride! But the ponies sank almost up to
their knees in the sand at every step, which made us
get on very slowly. Conway is a very pretty little

- . 6"
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town, with an old wall, like Chester, all round it;
and such a fine old castle! Mamma made a sketch of
it, anq I tricd to make a little ope; but then I liked
to run about, and sec all the curious nooks and
corners. It would be a capital place to play at
hide-and-seek in. If you had been there we would
have had a game.

““There is a very deep copper-mine in the Great
Orme’s Head, ninc_ hundred feet decp! Papa says
that is morc than tpice the height of St. Paul’s! I
looked down the shaft—like a deep well—that the men
go up and down inga large bucket. They have to sit
on the cdge with their feet inside. 1t looked so black
and dismal down the shaft! 1 am sure I should never
be brave enough to go down. I am very glad I am
not a miner! A little boy and girl sold mamma some
pretty picces of copper ore from the mine. Mother
says we may put them into our curiosity boxes.

“ When we left Llandudno we drove in a Welsh
car—such a nicc sort of carriage |—to the loveliest
place, I think, I ever saw—Llanrwst. We went to a
large hotel, close by a pretty old bridge over the Con-
way river. But 1 told you about that in my letter
from Llanrwst ; so I will go on to something clse now,
as I am afraid mamma wjll want us to go to bed soon.”

“Oh, then, be quick, Minnie; never mind Llanrwst :
tell us about your °going up Snowdon. Miss Morison
says it is the highest mountain in Wales,” said Edith.

\
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“Well,” continned Minnie, ‘“I’ll tell you about
Snowdon, then; but I must not forget to tell you,
to-morrow, about the hotel at Capel Curig. ; Only
fancy | they have a pretty little water-wheel, by a
rushing stream, to churn the butter! I must tell
you also, to-morrow, about the splendid waterfalls be-
tween Llanrwst and Llanberis. Llanberis is the name
of the ncarest village to Snowdon.”

“ Almost cvery name in Wales begins with Llan,”

cried Helen. %,
“Yes; father says Llan means a place of meeting,
or a village.” .

“ Oh, never mind about Llans, " said Edith; “I do
so want to hear about Snowdon. Did you not go up
on ponics?”’

“Yes. I could not walk so far, neither could
mamma ; but papa walked all the way. We took
some shawls to put on when we got to the top, be-
cause papa said it would be cold up there, and we
strapped them to the pommels of our saddles. I had
a very nice pony; it always liked to go on in *front
of mother's, and the guide called it Topsy. The
guide was a good-natured old man; he had been a
guide for more than twenty years, and told us many
stories about travellers going up Snowdon. He showed
us a fearful precipice, wherc a poor clergyman fell
down some years ago. He knew all about the moun-
tain plants also.  His little boy went with us, but he
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could hardly speak any English. My pony always
found the best way herself; so I did not try to guide
her. When we had gone some way we rested and
looked ahout us; and, oh! Helen and Edith, we saw
such a beautiful view ! though not nearly so fine as
the view from the top.

“Jt took us three hours to get to the summit.
Sometimes the road was so steep and rocky that I was
afraid, and wanted to get off Topsy; but the guide
said I was quite safe; and papa laughed at me, and
told me he had ridden on mules on the Swiss moun-
tains along the edgcs of steep precipices; so I tried to
trust to Topsy and ndt be afraid.

“When we got near the top, we had to go up a
very rough pathway by a horrible precipice; and
Topsy would go closc to the edge because the road
was best there! At last we got to the top, and how I
wished you could have becn there! We could see as
far as the Isle of Man on oncside, across Holyhead and
Anglesca to Ireland on another, and also the moun-
tain called Cader Idris on another. We connted twenty
lakes (some of them called tarns) high up in the
mountains. Two on one side of Snowdon are called
the Blue Lake and the Dusky Lake.

“The guide said we were very fortunate in having
such a clear day; and that there had been only two
days like it all the summer.

“ We went into a little house, built at the top, to
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have some luncheon. The air was not as cold as I ex-
pected it to be; it only felt like early morning; but
the butter and bread‘and cheese were all very colj. A
boy asked us if we would take some tea or coffee;
but we found they had no milk, so we certainly would
not take any. I suppose it is difficult to get milk up
there.

““We stayed at the summit about an hour, and
then we came down again, which was much worse
than going up. I thought Topsg( would tumble at
every step!”’

“QOh! I should like to have beef; with you,” cried
Helen.

““Yes; it must have becn delightful,” said Edith,
with a little sigh.

“ Yes,” cried Minnie; “and I am so glad to think
you or Helen will go next time.”

“Thank you, dear Minnie; but now, pray, go on;
what did you

Edith stopped suddenly; for somebody was sus-
pending something so near to her eyes as to touch her
nose. She started back, and saw Mr, Hale’s arm and
hand over her head, holding his watch; and Edith,
looking at it, saw that it was ten o’clock.

¢ J think certain little folks will never be up in time
for breakfast if they talk much Jonger,” said their
father.

“Oh! papa, Minnie was just going to tell us about
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the Llanberis slate-quarrice and Bangor, and all your
visits to Aunt Helen at Lichfield, and Uncle Lawrcnce
at Birmingham ; but I suppose ,we must hear about
those to-morrow. Good-night, dear Papa.”

“ Good-night, dear children.”
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THE GREAT WATER~BEETLE.

Tue little muscum of Charles Leng gave his brother
quite as much pleasure as Charles had hoped it would.
Alfred not only admired it exccedingly, and cxamined
every object minutely, but he was as desirous as his
brother to add to the collection.

Thus the two boys had always some pleasant
object in their walk which equally interested them
hoth,

Sometimes they climbed old decayed trees, togsearch
amidst the crevices of the bark for several insects
which frequent thesc spots, or to examine the deep
holes where the fine rotten powder of the wood formed
a place of concealment for various kinds of cater-
pillars, during their pupa state.

At other times the brothers yaked and fished along
the edges of small streams, searching for fresh-water
mussels, hoping to find the English pearl; or for
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spiders, and other insects which skim lightly along
the surface of the water, not by swimming, but by
actually walking. In searching fpr one thing, many
other curious objects, well worth observing, were often
found.

When the boys wished to extend their walk after
they bad collected as many objects as they cared for
at the time, they used to form a kind of dock by
damming up the mud of the stream or pond into a
circular bank, and t)xerc deposit the different things
till they returned. They took good care, however, to
separate the larger {nsects from thc others; for some
they found were so Voracious that the smaller easily
fell a prey to them.

On one of these exploring expeditions Alfred and
Charles went to a neighbouring pond to scarch for the
long taper water-snail (the Limnea), that creeps along
the surface of the water, precisely as the common
s¢nail does on land, with the difference ouly of having
the shell and body reversed. They soon found the
objcci'; of their walk., The day was fine and warm,
aund the snails were not particularly active. They ap-
peared to find quite enjoyment enough in reposing on
the leaves of the water-lilics, or in suspending them-
selves over the surface of the clear pond. Whole
clusters of them, of every size, were in these posi-
tions. Suddenly therc appeared a commotion among
some of them, and oue after another quickly let itself
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drop to the hottom of thr pond, while those on the
rushes, or water-lilies, attempted to crawl hastily away.

What could .occa.s"on these movements? It was
some time before either Alfred or Charles could find
out,

At length Charles exclaimed, “1T see, I see! There
is a leech, a great leech got in among them! Look,
Alfred, there he is twisting and turning round that
poor snail, and he has buried his head right in the
body, as if he would devour every morsel. There,
the shell of the snail is floating away quite empty.
Do not you see the large black fe,low near that tall
water-plantain ? ”’

“ Yes, 1 see it now,” replied Alfred ; * but I do not
think it is a leech. It is some kind of insect that we
have never seen before. Let us catch it.”

The net was ready in a moment, and to their great

_pleasure the black fellow, and two or three snails,
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were soon brought safcly to land, besides a variety of
other iusects. .

A little dock was quickly foymed, and filled with
water, and the strange-looking inscet, together with
the snails, placed in it.

“What cnormous jaws the creature has!” said
Charles. ‘“You may wecll say it is not a leech,
Alfred. No leech has a fierce-looking mouth like
that.” .

“Nor six legs, a#this insect has,” said Alfred.

‘““ Sce, it is floating on its back like a water-boat-
man; there, now it has
seized one of the small
snails; and look, it has
turned itself again, and
has placed the snail on its own back.”

“What can it do that for? " exclaimed Charles.

“1 supposc he thinks he can smash the snail better
in that position,” said Alfred, ““ for he is crushing it
betyeen his jaws and his back. The snail is gone so
far into the shell that he cannot ecasily get at it with-
out breaking the shell. IIow he is sucking it!”

“But how curiously the head of this black fellow
must be placed,” said Charles, “ to enable him to turn
it round, and eat the snail from off his own back, If
Iturn my head gver so much, I can scarcely see a
part of my own back; but he twists and turns his
head and hody in every direction, as if there were no
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difticulty about the matter. Let us take him home,
Alfred, and a.lso some of these little flat snail-shells
that have stuck ‘to thg net.”

Alfred agreed; and, by means of a little tm box,
and a large-sized bottle or two, the boys secured all
the insccts they wished to take home, leaving such
as they well knew to enjoy themselves in the pond
again.

When they arrived at home, Charles ran to their
mother, and begged her to come* to them in his own
room. “ Do come, Mamma, for w¢ have somcthing
most curious to show you; sometling that I think
vou have never seen before.  Alfréd has gone into my
room with it. Can you comc now ? ”

“1 will be with you almost directly,” replied Mrs.
Long. “I am glad you have found somecthing that is
new to you.”

Content with his mother’s answer, Charles hastened
to his brother, to help him to place the different
objects in fresh tumblers of water.

“ Now, Mamma,” exclaimed Charles, as Mrs. Long
entered the room, ‘“have you ever seen this pond
monster before ?

“Yes,” said Mrs, Long; “I have seen them in the
ponds threc or four times, and once I kept two in a
bottle of water for several weeks. 1 am not surpised
at your giving it that name, Charles ; for it is a most
voracious creature, and preys upon all the other water
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insccts, besides destroying <he spawn of fish, and even
the fish themselves when in a young state. In France
they are called ¢ Vers assassins’ .(assassin worms), on
account of their greedy voracious nature.”

“ But what are they, Mamma ?”’ inquired Alfred.
““They are not really worms, are they ? ”

“No; they are the larvee of the ‘great water-
beetle,” which is a very intercsting creature, and one
of the largest of our English insects. The perfect in-
sect measures necarly’ two inches in length, and, when
its wings are extended, four inches across.”

“Have you ever secn the beetle, Mamma ? ” said
Charles. '

*“ No, though I have often wished to do so; but I
have read about it, and I can show you a priut, if
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you like, both of the larya and the perfect insect.
Alfred, fetch ‘ Shaw's Insects’ from the parlour for
me.”

The book was procured, and Mrs. Long, by turn-
ing to the index, quickly found the print she sought
for. “ Hydrophilus piceus’ was the Latin name of
the insect. '

“The extremities of four of the legs are covered
with hairs,” said Alfred; ‘‘just as the legs of the
water-Roatman are covered,
and which you told us,
Mamma_. assisted the water
insects’in swimmning.”

“Yes, they do so,” re-
plied Mrs. Long ; * for the
hairs are placed so closely
together that they act like
little tins. The great water-beetle swims and flies re-
markably well, but it walks badly.”

“ What can this long pointed thing be,” said
Charles, “ which is represented on thc under sille of
the body ? ”

“Itis a very long and sharp-pointed’ spine, which
scems like a continuation of the hard shelly covering
of the throat, and extends more than half the length
of the body; but I do not know 1ts use, or whether it
can be raised at pleasure.”

“ And thislittle nest, Mamma ? ”’ said Alfred, point-
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ing to a print in the book, “Is that formed by the
great water-beetle for its eggs ? ”’

“Yes; and a very curious nest it is. I wish you
could find me a real onc. I hate long scarched for
one in vain, though they have frequently been ob-
served, and even the whole method of constructing
them, by other persons. The great water-bectle, and a
few insects ncarly resecmbling it, are the only insects
known to spin an egg-pouch like the spiders. Of
these, the great watyr-heetle alone attaches the pouch
to a water-plant, and when complete leaves it.  The
other hydrophili garry them about with them like
the wolf-spider, attuched to the under side of the
body.”

“Tell us all you know about this nest, Mamma, if
vou please,” said Alfred.

“ ] have read in Kirby’s work on inscets,” replied
Mrs. Long, “that the general appearance of the nest

somewhat resembles a small turnip-

\'\ radish when reversed. It consists of

an inmer pouch formed of a light white
down, which immecdiately surrounds the
eggs, and keeps them from injuring
onc another; while the exterior tissuc
is made of a kind of glutinous paste,
which, when once dry, becomes a flexible cover-
ing, through whiéh the water cannot penetrate.
From the centre of the nest rises a little curved horn
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about an inch long, which is of a silky nature, shining
and porous, and which allows the air to enter.”

““And how do the larve get out? ”’ said Cherles;
‘““ do they cat their way through? *’

“No; they escape by an opening which is left
for that purpose, and which in the print is shown by
that dark spot. This part, before the eggs are hatched,
is closed by a very thin tissue, which can be easily
broken through, though the wgter cannot enter.
Thus the little larvee are protected from the voracity
of fishes and insects, until they quit their curious
cradle. The parent insect is furnished with a pair of
spinners to form her nest with, something like those
of the spider, and she works with great quickness and
agility, never leaving it till she has completed her task.”

‘“ And how long is she about it ? ” inquired Alfred.

“ M. Miger, a Frenchman, who has observed these
insects very accurately, says the general time is about
three hours. He has had three great water-beetles
at a time all spinning before him."”

¢ And was he ever able to rear the eggs? "’

“ No; he observed with pleasure the young larvae
quit the nest, enter it again, and sport for some time
around it, but he could not succeed in finding out the
proper food for them in their tznder state. Those
that he had taken from the ponds, Lowever, and which
were considerably older, he maraged to keep until they
became perfect insects.”

e 7
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“Indeed! and what fid he feed them with,
Mamma? ” asked Charles.

‘ Small pieces of raw meat.””

“ And does M. Miger mention, Mamma, how long
the insect is in growing from the time that the egg is
laid till it becomes a perfect beetle ? ” said Alfred.

“Yes; he thinks it is about ninety-eight days; and
of this time the insect passes sixty days in the larva
form.” .

“ And how am I'to know when my larva is going
to change into the pupa, Mamma ? "’ said Charles.

“You must sitk the tumbler of water in a large
pot of earth,” said Mrs, Long; * and when the larva
is on the point of passing into the pupa state, it will
come out of the water, and employ its large jaws and
feet to dig a little circular hole in the earth. Into
this it will creep ; and, covering itself over with earth,
will carefully close its cell, leaving no kind of opening.
It will remain there about three weeks, gradually cast-
ing its skin aside, and acquiring little by little its new
form. When every part is perfect in form and
hardened, the insect will break open its prison.”

1 wish, Alfred, we may be able to keep ours till it
changes,” said Charles, as his mother finished speaking.
“ I think we must cover the pot of earth with some
gauze or net or we may chance to lose him when he is
leaving the water.”” |

‘‘Yes, so we will,” replied his brother; ‘but do not
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take it away yet. It appecrs to me, Mamma, that this
larva breathes through the tail; for if you observe it
well, it frequeﬁtly rjses to the surface of theuwater,
and the tail is always a little raised above the water,
and even now that he is swimming head downwards
his tail is just on the surface.”

1 believe that is the habit of several aquatic insects,
Alfred, as well as of this larva,” replied Mrs. Long.
“I have watched the motions of many that I have
not been able to learn the names ‘of, which seemed to
be perpetually ascending and descending, tail upwards,
to the surface of the water for thg «purpose of breath-
ing.”

“Is the beetle itself as voracious as the larva?
said Charles.

“ No, it lives as much upon vegetable as on animal
matter, and, therefore, is not such a dreadful enemy
to the smaller insects as the larva. There are other
beetles similar in outward form to the great water-
beetle, except that they are smallcr, but whose hgbits
are quite different; therefore when you search the
ponds for the hydrophilus, do not be sure you have
found it until you have well examined it with this
print by your side. I can show you books that con-
tain fuller accounts of this larva, but I should like you
to keep the larva for a day or two, and to tell me first
what peculiarities you may observe yourselves.”

“Yes, I should like to do that,” said Alfred; « for

7
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it is very pleasant, I think, to find out the very same
things that learned people have written about. Has it
not struck you, Mamma, how oddly this larva floats
on his back? And the head is'so curiously twisted,
that it causes you to mistake the lower for the upper
side. Upon first seeing it, indeed,” continued Alfred,
laughing, “ I half thought his legs grew on his back.”

“ It had been so described by several authors,” said
Mrs, Long, ‘“ until more careful observers gave us
correct information.”.
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A RAINY MORNING.

One morn, a young bee, just awakened from sleep,

Made haste at the hive’s little entrance to peep :—

She longed to make trial of newly-found powers,

To bask in the sunbeams, and taste of the flowers.

But hard-pelting raindrops forbade her to roam,

She must stay in the hive, and be prisoner at home.

“ Alas ! hummed the bee,  this sad rain will degtroy

Those beautiful flowers I hoped to enjoy ;

The blossoms will fall from the sweet-scented lime ;

We shall gather no honey from jasmine or thyme :

1 had thought the whole meadow and wood to ex-
plore,—

Now nothing remains but to feast'on our store.”

—*“ Ah no,” quoth an old bee, ‘ while showers confine,

We have part of our hive to fresh varnish and line;
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The babes in the cradle arc. needing our care,—

We have six cells to build, and the queen’s to repair.

So yon sec, my young friend, we have plenty to do,

Ere sunshine invites us our flight to renew.

We have no time to be idle; and blame not these
showers,

For rain, I assure you, refreshes the flowers;

The clover will soon be an exquisite treat,

The jasmine more juicy, the bean-ficld more sweet ! ™
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GYP, DANDY, AND FRISK.

I ax going to tell you about some dogs of my ac-
quaintance, but before I begin I thust inform you that
our dogs are not very different from other dogs, and
that my tales are true tales.

Gyp is a terrier. He has a smooth shiny black
coat, with a little tan here and there. You know that
in this world people have different trades or profes-
sions, Well, Gyp belongs to the medical profession.
His master is a doctor, so, of course, Gyp must be
one too. He behaves very properly when he visfts his
patients. There is no angry barking or noise of any
kind to disturb the sick room. IHe does not say
much, for he does not like to commit himself, but he
looks very wise. A learned man says, ‘‘ Speech is
silvern, Silence is golden,” so he and Gyp agree. Gyp
is always civil when he receives his patients in the
cousulting room, however ‘poor they may be, but a
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stranger who has no definitg business is quite another
thing. When Gyp sees one at the street door, a deep
growl at once shows that his suspicions are on the
alert.” Gyp does not understand' much ahout money,
8o he takes his fees from his patients in sugar, of
which he is very fond. The warmest feeling of Gyp’s
heart is love to his master. He only likes to be with
me and a few other people when he cannot be with
him. When the doctor is out, Gyp watches and
listens eagerly for hik return. He likes to stand on a
chair by the window, with his front paws on the win-
dow-sill, watching., Directly he hears the loved foot-
step, he flies, like' an arrow from the bow, to
meet it.

Both Gyp and Dandy are full of life and fun, espe-
cially Dandy, for he is the younger, and though fat,
is not so fat as Gyp.

Dandy is like 2 mop. When he has been washed
and combed and has had a blue ribbon tied round his
neck, he looks highly respectable, even aristocratic;
but He likes to go into ponds, and then, whilst he is
still wet, to roll himself over and over in the dirty,
dusty road. So I fear his appearance is sometimes
rather low. His chief accomplichment is to beg. I
never saw a dog beg so well as Dandy; he sits so
firmly on his little hind legs, with his spine erect and
his front paws hanging in front of him, like little
flappers. Sometimes, I get almost cross to. see him
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sitting motionless for such,a long time “Mbegging.” [
look away, but somehow I cannot help seeing him.
There he is, still at i, his little bright black eyeg peep-
ing through his matted curls. He, too, is very fond
of sugar. When I give him a piece, he takes it be-
tween his paws in a very polite manner.

Dandy has several intimate friends in the town.
Mrs. W, the confectioner, Mrs. J., the greengrocer,
Mrs. R.,, who has a general shop, and Mr. P., the
butcher. At their shops he makes a capital business
of his begging. He likes to be served just like the
other customers, and so he placges himself upon a
chair on the right side of the counter. He never runs
to the back, or eats off the ground. Mrs. W. gives
him sponge cake, and this he requires to be broken
up into small pieces before he will eat it. I fear
Dandy is what is called a * cupboard lover,” for I have
just now seen him in the kitchen kissing the couk for
a piece of biscuit.

How Dan does love going out for a ram Yle, espe-
cially when hc has the run of a breezy common ! 1° We
sometimes walk to Rowley Green. It is a pretty place,
all ups and downs, pools and hillocks. Dandy seems
mad when we get there. He runs round and round
like a wild thing, his little feet go so fast they can
bardly be seen; his ears and taii fly in the wind. If
I try to catch him, away he, goes, now in the pools,
now rolling over and over on the turf. If he can get
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some unfortvnate geese or ducks to chase, his happi-
ness is complete.

Dandy and Gyp live very comfortably together.
Gyp has now and then an angry glare in his eyes, and
might grow jealous, but Dandy never gives him any
cause for vexation.

Now, I must tell you about Frisk. He was not my
dog, he belonged to an uncle of mine, but I knew him
very well, for I often visited this uncle in his home near
Birmingham when 1 was a little girl. Frisk was a
spaniel, and a very handsome one. Ilc was black and
tan in colour and kad long silky ears and bright in.
telligent eyes. He was the most accomplished of the
three dogs, because he had received the best education,

Sometimes, when we were just going to start for a
walk, and my aunt was not quite ready, we used to tell
Frisk to go and fetch her. Off Frisk ran to her room,
and by tearing backwards and forwards on the landing,
he would soon make her understand that we were
waiting.

He was very clever at finding anything that we had
hidden, provided that we first let him see it. I used
to show him a half-crown, and then hide it under a
cushion. “ Find, find, Frisky !>’ and Frisk would
go about poking his nose into holes and corners, and
smelling the ground &ill, after a minute or two, back

he would come with t!le half-crowh between his
teeth.



GYP, DANDY, AND FRISK. 107

“ Fetch master’s slippers, Frisk,” I used to say, and
away Frisk ran to the closet, pushed back the button
that fastened the door, with his nose, took up a slipper
and brought it to me, and then ran back again to the
closet for its fellow.

On one occasion my uncle and a friend were out
walking, accompanied by Frisk. They had just got
over a stile, when my uncle said to his friend, ‘“ We will
see presently whether Frisk will be able to find my
glove,” so saying, he put it on thé top of a post by the
side of the stile. They then walked on for more than
a mile, when my uncle called “ Frisk, Frisk, go and
fetch my glove.” They sat down Under the trees, while
Frisk, after a sniff or two on the ground, ran back along
the path they had just left, and was soon out of sight.
He was away a long time, but just as my uncle’s friend
decided that he must have gone home, and rose up to
leave, they saw him come bounding towards them
with the glove in his mouth !

One day, as we were out walking, we came to a
bridge, when, to my surprise, Frisk turned tail’® and
ran back as fast as his legs could carry him. ¢ Oh,”
said my uncle, I wish we had not come this way, for
Frisk will never pass this bridge since your brother
Edmund threw him over into the canal to make him
swim,” We had a sad walk homa, for my aunt feared
greatly that he might be stolen, as he was such a
handsome dog. But Frisk was wiser than we took
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him to be. ¢He had got safely home, had rested him-
self after his eight miles trot, and was waiting to re-
ceive us as fresh and frisky as eyer.

On Sundays Frisk liked to climb up to the top of
the garden gate, where he sat very still and very much
squeezed together, to sce the people go by to church.
He never did this on a week day, and how he found
out which day was Sunday, I do not know. Perhaps he
knew it by the ringing of the church bells.

Sometimes I would show Frisk a bone, and tell him
he should have it when I had counted ten. I am
sorry to say whern I got nearly to the end, I used
to count very slowly, and poor Frisky’s patience was
sadly tried, as he stood quite still, gazing eagerly at
the coveted bone. One day I was playing at this game
with him in the garden. I had placed the bone in
front of him and had counted up to nine, when 1
thought 1 should like to see how long he would wait.
So I left him staring at the bone, and took a walk
about the garden. 1 roamed ahout and ate so many
applés that I quite forgot poor Frisk. Well, I was
going into the house about an hour later, when I
caught a glimpse of the dog, fixed on the spot where
I had left him, gazing patiently at the bone. “'T'en!”
I cried out, and the hone was in his mouth in a
moment. ’
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THE HoUSE~FLY.

“1 wonper, Mr. Fly, what you wil} do with yourself
now the cold rainy weather is coming on! "’ exclaimed
Charles Long one morning, as he was watching a fly
crawling languidly over his slate. ‘It seems very
weak,” continued he, addressing his mother, who sat
working at the same table. ‘It has scarcely strength
to brush its wings, Mamma. Do you know where flies
hide themselves in the winter?

“I do not think they hide themselves at all, my
dear,” replied Mrs. Long; “I believe most of them
die before winter.”

“Oh, Mamma, you must be mistaken ; where can all
the flies come from that we see on a warm sunny day
in spring, if the .flies die before winter? Do not you
recollect seeing hundreds and huncreds appear all of a
sudden, just as if they had left their winter holes to
enjoy the fine sunshine?”
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““ Yes, T have observed them in grcat numbers,” re-
plied his mother, “ when, perhaps, a day or two before,
scarcgly one was to be secn; but these flies were not
the flies of the last summer.”

“ Indeed! then where did they come from? ”’

“ From the eggs that the old flies had laid in the
autumn, When we observe them for the first time
they are enjoying a totally new kind of life, sporting in
the air and sipping sweet juices, instead of living
half-buried in mandire in the form of a shapeless
maggot.”

“Was a fly everya maggot?”’ cxclaimed Charles in
astonishment.” “I know that a butterfly was once a
caterpillar; but I thought a fly was always afly. I
have seen very little flics, Mamma, and 1 thought
they grew to be large ones.”

“No, they were flies of different kinds, and would
not alter in size. The house-fly is generally very
common ncar stable-yards, or coach-stands, hecause
the eggs are laid in manure by the parent fly, as
afforaing the best food for the young maggot when it
bursts from the egg-shell. The maggot has no legs,
only two little hooks ncar the head, to assist it in
moving, or in sccuring its position. When
it is ahout to change into a chrysalis,
which it does heforc’winter, the skin shrivels, and it
becomes stiff and motionless, but the parts within
graw every day more and more like a fly; at last, in
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the warm days of spring, the skin cracks,;and the per-
fectly winged insect escapes from its confinement.”

1 should never Jave thought that this delicate
little fly, with its fine gauze wings, could once have
been a maggot,” exclaimed Charles, as he cxamined
the fly on his slate more minutely. “ Do all kinds of
flies pass their young statc in manure, Mamma? ”’

“No; some pass their early life in the sceds of plants,
in leaves, mushrooms, und fruits; others live in the
bodies of caterpillars and differ®nt larvae, which they
entirely destroy; some feed on cheesc; those little
maggots, Charles, which are gencrally called cheese-
hoppers, -turn to small flies ; other® kinds inhabit muddy

waters and marshes, and fced on rotten leaves.
Some of these latter flies are particularly
curious, being able to support themselves by
the tail from the surface of the water, and to
draw out their tails much in the samc way as
you would draw out the tubes of a telescope.
The maggots of other flies devour the flesh of
dead animals; and in hot countries thes¢ are
very uscful, for, from their numbers, they are
capable of consuming a carcass in a very short time,
and thus they destroy offensive matter. Have you
cver seen the feet of a fly, Charles, through a magni-
fying glass ?

“No, never, Mamma; I have often looked at the

prints of them in the ¢ Atlas of Nature,” and wished [
L
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could see, ig the real fly, the little cushions by which
it sticks to the glass; and the tiny hooks which help
it to cling in walking on the wall or ceiling; but I
thought people could not see them except with grand
microscopes.”’

“You, my dear, or anyonc else, can sec them, if
you wish to do so, with a two-shilling magnifying
glass,”” replied Mrs. Long. I will lend you my
glass, Charles, if you will be careful to return it to
me." :

¢ Oh, thank you, Mamma; but how am I to hold
the fly steady while I look at his feet ?

“You need not hold the fly; take the magnifying
glass to the window, Charles, and watch for a fly
crawling on the outside, and then look at it tlirough
the pane with the glass.”

Charles quickly followed his mother’s direction,
and, to his great pleasure, soon
saw the little fringed cushions
or suckers, and the tiny hooks,
and "also the different move-
ments of the proboscis, which
amused him greatly.
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FRED’S YISIT To A COTTON-MILL.

ONE day, soon after his rcturn from Manchester, Fred
said to his brother, *“Now, Georgy, I have read over
my notes on the cotton mill, and I can tell you ahout
my going over it with Uncle Alfred.”

“That’s right,” cried George; ‘“tell me all aoout
it, and don’t lcave out anything.”

“Well, I will do my best, and here are Uncle
Alfred’s drawings,”” continued Fred, turning over the
lcaves of his memorandum-book ; ““they will help you
very much to understand the machinery. When I game
home, after sceing the cotton-mill, I wrote down all
that I could remember about it ; but it was difficult for
me to understand all I saw, for there was so much
noise that I could not always hear what was said to
me, .

““The large cotton-mill that I went over is a huge
brick building, five storeys high, with great long rows

vI. 8
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of windows I counted fifty-four windows in cach
row. I found, when we got in, that there were cotton-
machines at all these windows, for the factory people
want a good light to enable them to sce the cotton-
threads and to observe if the machinery is working
properly. Uncle Alfred first took me to scec the men
opening the bales of cotton. This was done in a room
that was kept quite hot and steamy. Men were un-
fastening the iron hoops that bound up the bales, and
then, as svon as the cotton was free, I noticed that it
opened out of its own accord. I was told it had heen
very heavily pressed for packing by a hydraulic press,
so much so, that ¢otton packed by hand into a box
fourtcen fecet high would be pressed down till it was
only sixteen inches high ! ”

‘“ But, stop a minute, Fred,” interrupted his brother,
“ what is a hydraulic press? "

1t is a press worked with an enormous pressure of
water, and not by steam,” answered Fred.

At this moment Mr. Harmer came into the room,
and George repeated what Fred had told him, about
squcezing the cotton into a small-sized bale.

“It is indeed wonderful,” said Mr. Harmer, * that
the cotton can be pressed into so small a compass,
When it i1s all packed in this way, however, and put
into the hold of a ship, great care has to be taken that
no water gets to it, for if a ship carrying a full cargo
of cottun sprang a leak, and the cotton were to become
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wet, it would swell su much that it would. break the
iron hoops asunder, and would then burst up the deck
of the ship!”

“How strange !’ exclaimed both the boys.

“It is indeed,” replied their father; “but go on
with your account, Fred; I shall like to hear it.”

Fig. 1.

Fred turned over the leaves of his note-book, and
then continued :

“ The manager kindly gave me this drawing of the
cotton-plant (Fig. 1). He told me that the flower is
sometimes of a pale ycllow colotir, and sometimes pink

8 *
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and white. , On the right-hand side of the picture you
see two of the seeds, which arc reprcsented larger in
proportion than the rest of th(: plaiit, so as to make
them distinct. He explained to me that the seeds are
contained in pods, there being sometimes as many as
twelve seeds in one pod. The cotton-fibre is attached
firmly to each sced, and when the seed is ripe the shell
of the pod bursts open, and the beautiful bunches of
fibre appear like soft, fluffy, white balls. The cotton
must then be picked at once to prevent its being
spoiled by falling on to the ground. The first process
is to separate the fibre from the seed; this is called
‘ginning,’ and is“ performed in several ways by
different machines. One of these gins,’ as they are
called, has a number of circular saws that project a
little way through slits in a table. The cotton, with
the sced adhering to it, is put on the table, and as the
saws revolve they catch hold of the fibrc and drag it
off the seed; the seed itself is too large to fall down
through the narrow slit.

‘* Another kind of “gin’ has two rollers, one of
hard wood, about two inches in diameter, and the
other of iron of only five-eighths of an inch. These
rollers are placed close together and turn inwards; as
they revolve the fibre is drawn in between them, but
the seed cannot pasy as the iron roller is too small to
pinch it ; there are also other kinds of gins working in
a different manner,
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“That’s very curious, Fced,” cried George; * but
I want to know how the cotton is made into thread.”

I shall come to that presently,” said his brether;
“ but I must explain some other things first.

“ When we left the room where the bales of cotton
were unpacked we followed the cotton, which was taken
in large baskets to the ‘ openers’ or  beaters,” as they
are called. We entered a large dusty room, where
there were a great many machipes. The noise was
quite confusing. There was a loud humming sound,
and a noise of beating at the same time. The beating
sound was caused by the beating of -the ‘ openers,’ and
the humming sound was made by fans. The cotton
went into the machine through a slit, where there were
a pair of rollers to draw it in. Directly it got inside
it was beaten violently by iron bars fixed into the
spokes of two wheels that turned very fast inside a box.
The iron bars beat out all dust from the cotton, and
the fans draw away the air from the machine, and
thus carry away all the dust through the opening at
the top of the machine. The beating of the iron bars
also separated the fibres of the cotton very thoroughly.

“ Here is Uncle Alfred’s drawing. This and all the
others represent sections of the machines.

“You must fancy that the long rollers and cylinders
are cut through the middle, as you would cut asausage.
In this drawing you will see, George, there are some

" little arrows to show which way the cotton goes. It
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enters at the right-hand ‘side between the two pairs of
rollers, and is immediately struck .by the iron bars
fixed to the quickly-revolving 4pindle; and any secds
or hard material, or grit, pass through between the
bars, while the dust passes upwards through the pipes
at the top of the machine, where you see an arrow.”

“1 see it,” said George, as he looked carefully at
the drawing; ‘“but, Fred, there is one thing that I

Fig. 2.

want to know. How can the men move away the
cotton or do anything with it, when it is in such a
loose, fluffy state ?

““That is easily done by the machine,” said Fred.
‘“The large roller compresses the cleansed cotton, so
that it comes out in a soft flat sheet or ‘lap,’ as it is
called. Tt is then rolled up by the two large rollers
beneath it, which are continually turning round, and
so roll it up.
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“ The cotton now goes to the  cardingsengine.’ This
machine (Fig. 8) has a great cylinder, like a very large
garden-roller, coversd with fine wire brushesy called
‘cards.’ It revolves quickly in the direction shown by
the arrow. There are also a number of small rollers as
seen on the right-hand side; they are covered in the
same way ; and there is a smooth steel blade that goes

Fig. 3.

up and down very fast, which scrapes the cotton off the
last roller on the left-hand side. When the cotton
comes out of the ¢ carding engine’ it is in a very thin
sheet, and looks like the finest transparent muslin., It
is.next passed through a very smooth trumpet-shaped
hole, and from this hole it comes out looking like a soft
untwisted rope. In this state it is called a ‘ sliver.’

“ Uncle Alfred explained to me that the fibre of the
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cotton is only about an inchi long, and now that it was
clean and formed a long line like a soft rope, the object
was to make all the fibres lie lengthways, so as to form
a smooth, strong thread. It has to be drawn out
gradually till it is some hundreds of times longer and
thinner, and can be twisted into a yarn or thread.

“ When the cotton comes from the ¢ carding engine’
it goes down into a round tin can about as wide as
your hat, George, but three feet deep or more; and
when the can is full it is taken upstairs in the ¢ whim-
sey ’ to the ‘ doubling’ and ¢ drawing-machines.’ *’

““ Stop a bit, macter Fred,” said his father; *“you
must explain to us what a ¢ whimsey * is.”

“Oh, I forgot, Papa, that you did not know,”
answered Fred; it is a lift. I was quite puzzled
myself when the Manager said to me, ¢ Now we will go
up in the whimsey, and see the spinning.’ I did not
know what he meant, but I soon found out, for we all
three got into a kind of box ; and when the Manager
pulled a rope, it began to go up, up quite fast with us,
He said the lift was driven by an engine, and was used
to carry the men and the cotton up to the spinning
floors. I noticed that some of the tin cans of cotton
went up with us. When we reached the first floor, the
Manager pulled the rope the other way ; the lift stood
still, and we stepped out just level with the floor.
Here the noise was almogt deafening till one got a
little used to it, and the sight was most curious. . I
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found myself in a very long room, which g:ccupied the
whole length of the mill. It had windows on each
side, and had long rqws of machines down the gentre.
There were some hundreds of women and girls at work
in this room. I could not see what they were doing
at first, but when the Manager asked one of the girls
to do her work very slowly, I saw that she was mending
the cotton each time she touched it. The machines I
saw in the long room were called ‘ doubling’ and ‘draw-
ing machines.” They have several pairs of small rollers
on the same level (see Fig. 4), the second pair going
faster than the first, and

the last pair going faster * s
still.  Several ‘slivers’ -0 A
are put through together '

between the rollers from

the right-hand side, and Fig. 4.

come out on the left-hand side much thinner than
they went in. Then the ‘slivers’ are put through a
second machine somewhat of the same kind, where they
are drawn out still further, and are made to look more
smooth and regular. The next operation is the one in
which the real twisting begins, although they do not
yet call it spinning. The machine is called a stub-
bing’ or ¢ coarse roving’ machine. The ¢sliver,” in
passing through it, is still further drawn out by pairs
of rollers, and is slightly twisted to make the cotton
hold together, and to enable it to hear a further draw-
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ing out. The twisting is done by upright spindles, or
rods with holes at the top, through which the *sliver’
enters, and it then passes down an arm in the shape of
the letter U upside-down. The spindle with the arm
revolves rapidly and twists the sliver ’ just above the
top of the spindle. As the twisted “sliver’ comes down
it is wound on to a wooden reel or large hobbin on the
spindle. The reel is loose on the spindle, and goes
round more slowly.

“There is another kind of machine, called the
¢ throstle,” for doing nearly the same kind of work,
that is very similar,

¢ In this drawing' (Fig. 5) you will see the cotton
comes down from the large
bobbin at the top and passes .
between three pairs of draw- ¥ \1-8—9
ing rollers, then through a
hole, and then to the arm
or flyer that twists it, after

which it is wound on to the V’/—é
bobbin on the spindle.”

“I think I begin to Fig. &.
nnderstand your explanations now, Fred,”” said George.
‘I supposc the machinery has to do for the cotton
what I saw a man doing at a rope-walk the other day.
He had a quantity of loose hemp like tow fastened in
front of him, and he kept walking backwards and let-
ting the hemp slip slowly between his fingers, whilst a
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boy who stood still some vay off was ma,(ing a spindle
turn very quickly and twist the hemp into a string.”

“ You are quite right, George,”” said Fred; ¢ for the
Manager told me that the process of twisting the cotton-
thread was very much like that of making ropes at a
rope-walk. I wish you could have been with me to
see it all. There were machines called °roving
machines’ and ‘fine roving machines.” Each one
draws the cotton out more and more, and gradually
twists it tighter. It would not do to twist the cotton
too much at first, or it would not draw ; it would break.
I was told that for weaving cahco and ordinary cotton-
cloths a single strand (or thread) is used, which is
called ¢ spun yarn’; but for sewing-thread two or three
strands are twisted firmly together, so as to form one
smooth, hard thread. Sometimes it is drawn through
‘dies’ to smooth it still further for use in sewing-
machines and for ordinary sewing.

“The Manager told me that in some mills they now
‘comb’ the cotton as well as ‘card’ it. gotton
that has been combed has a more silky appearance than
that which has only been carded. The process suits
the better sorts of cotton remarkably well, such as
‘Egyptian’ and ‘Sea Island’ cotton, in which the
length of fibre is sometimes as much as an inch and
three-quarters. .

“ There are machines called ‘ mules,’ for spinning
very fine thread, but I must learn more about them
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from Uncle }%lfred before I, can explain them to you.
The Manager told me that a pound of cotton has been
spun into so fine a thread that it,was a hundred miles
long ! ”

‘“ How wonderful ! ” exclaimed George.

It is indeed,” said Mr. Harmer. ‘ And I can tell
you, my boys, another curious instance of fine, delicate
manufacture. An aunt of mine, when she was mar-
ried, was presented with a beautiful Indian cashmere
shawl of the finest texture. This shawl measured four
yards square, but my aunt could draw it through her
wedding-ring !

“ That was wonderful, too ! >’ eried the boys.

“¥red,” said George, “ I like hearing about the
cotton-mill very much. Are you sure you have told
us all that is in your book ? *

““Yes,”” answered his brother; ‘“ I have come to the
cnd of my notes on the cotton-mill now. But I must
show you my samples of cotton which the Manager
gave me from each machinc. They are in my box.”

¢¢ Liet me help you to unpack them,” cried George,
eagerly.

« All right,”” said Fred; ‘ we will do it at once, and
put them among our curiosities.”

The two boys went off together.
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JAMES FERGUSON.

James FerousoN was born in the year 1710, a few
miles from Keith, a little village in Banffshire, one of
the northern counties in Scotland.

His father had a large family, and, being a poor
man, was obliged to work hard in order to support
them. After a day’s steady labour, rest and quict are
agreeablc to most men. But he was so fond of his
children, and knew so well how useful learning would
be to them as they grew up, that when he returfied to
his howe of an evening, instead of indulging in ease,
he employed himself in teaching his children to read
and write. He took each in his turn, as they reached
the age at which he thought it proper for them to
begin to learn,

James, however, learned to read before his father
thought of beginning to teach him. He used to listen
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attentively &hile his father was teaching his elder
brother, and afterwards study the lesson himsclf. Not
to disturb his father, whose timg was much occupied,
he was in the habit of applying to a kind woman who
lived in the neighbourhood, when there was anything
he could not understand. With her assistance he
learned to read tolerably well.

Pleased at his earnestness and industry in learning
to read, his father gave him some further assistance,
and also taught him to write; and afterwards placed
him at a school at Keith for three months.

When only eight years of age, he already showed a
taste for examining ‘machines, and trying to under-
stand thcir structure; and, with an old lathe and a
little knife, contrived to make wheels and other parts
of machines.

While still very young, he was put out to earn his
own bread; but, being too weak for hard labour, he
was employed by his master to watch sheep. He con-
tinued at this employment for many years. Looking
after Sheep, however, was not occupation sufficient for
so inquisitive a boy as Ferguson. In the daytime he
amused himself by making models of mills, spinning-
wheels, and such other things as he happened to see,
and at night he studied the stars.

As he grew older antl stronger, he was put to harder
work, and his hours of leisure were diminished. But
still he steadily persevered‘in his endeavours to make
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himself acquainted with everything arour}l him. The
difficulties which he had to surmount only made him
the more assiduous ln seizing every opportumty that
was presented to him of gaining instruction. His
contrivance for marking down the positions of the
stars was very ingenious. He used to go out into
the ficlds by night, when his work was over, with
a blanket around him, and a candle in his hand.
Spreading the blanket on the ground, he laid himself
on his back upon it to survey ths stars, He had pro-
vided himself with a long piecc of thread, upon which
he had strung some beads., This piece of thread he
used to stretch at arm’s length bet%cen his cye and the
stars, and then sliding the beads along the thread till
they hid particular stars from his eye, he applied the
thread to a piece of paper, and marked the spots
where the beads touched. He continued to do this
till he had marked down on his paper the position of a
large number of stars. The fair copy of this paper,
which hc afterwards made, he called his ‘‘star-
paper.” -
His knowledge of the stars brought him into ac-
quaintance with some persons who were able to explain
many things to him, and to assist him in various
ways. From one person he learned that the earth is
round ; and from others he reccived a pair of com-
passes and ruler, and a good supply of pens, ink,
and paper. His master, tlso, was very kind and
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considerate&and took so much pleasure in observing
Ferguson’s proceedings, that ¢ he often,’” as Ferguson
himself has written, “took the thrashing flail out of
my hands, and worked himself while I sat by him
in the barn, busy with my compasses, ruler, and
Pen.”

Among other things, he made a globe of the earth,
from a description which he had met with in a book.
He turned the ball for it out of a piece of wood,
covered the ball with paper, and then traced upon
this paper the different oceans, seas, continents, and
islands. .

He was now gro¥n into a man, but, owing to his
poverty, had many difficulties to struggle with, At
one time, by over-working, he fell ill and was obliged
to return to his father’s house. In order to amuse
himself while in this low state, he made a wooden
clock, and it kept time pretty well. The substance on
which the hammer struck the hours was the neck of a
broken bottle. ,

The clock which he made had a weight and line,-
and hc had no idea how a clock could go without
them. It was also a matter of wonder to him how a
watch could go in all positions. “ Happening,” he
says, ‘“ one day to sec a gentleman ride by my father’s
house (which was ¢lose by a public road), I asked
him what o’clock it then was. He looked at his watch
and told me. As he did this with so much good-
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nature, I begged of him to.show me the Aside of his
watch; and, though he was an entire stranger, he im-
mediately opcned ‘the yatch, and put it into my kands.
1 saw the spring-box with part of the chain round it,
and asked him what it was that made the box turn
round. Hc told me that it was turned round by a
steel spring within it. Having then never seen any
other spring than that of my father’s gun-lock, I asked
how a spring within a box could turn the box so often
round as to wind all the chain upon it. He answered
that the spring was long and thin; that one end of it
was fastened to the axis of the box, and the other end
to the inside of the box ; that the ‘axis was fixed, and
the box was loose @ipon it. I told him I did not yet
thoronghly understand the matter. ¢Well, my lad,’
says he, ‘take a long thin piece of whalebone, hold
one end of it fast between your finger and thumb, and
wind it round your finger: it will then endeavour to
unwind itself; and if you fix the other end of it to
the inside of a small hoop, and leave it to itself, it lvill
turn the hoop round and round, and wind up a thread
tied to the outside of the hoop.’ I thanked the gen-
tleman, and told him that I understood the thing very
well. T then tried to make a watch with wooden
wheels, and made the spring of whalebone; but found
that I could not make the watch go when the balance
was put on, because the teeth of the wheels were

rather too weak to bear the force of a spring sufficient
VI ) 9
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to move thesa‘ balance ; although the wheels would run
fast enough when the balance was taken off. I in-
closed the whole in a wooden pase, very little bigger
than a breakfast tea-cup; but a clumsy ncighbour,
one day, looking at my watch, happened to let it fall ;
and, turning hastily about to pick it up, set his foot
upon it, and crushed it all to pieces; which so pro-
voked my father that he was almost ready to beat
the man ; and discoyraged me so much that I never
attempted to make such another machine again, espe-
cially as T was thoroughly convinced I could never
make one that wonld be of any real usc.”

It is very interesting to follow the progress of this
self-taught man. He still continued his practice of
star-gazing (as he called it). With his old contrivance
of the string and beads he learned to distinguish the
planets from the stars. This he considered a grand
discovery. This distinction, it is true, had been made
long before by others, although he had been ignorant
of ét; and the discovery, on his part, is a proof of the
care with which he made his observations, The stars
and planets may be seen shining over our heads by
everybody ; but how few there are who, like young Fer-
guson, have had patience enough to mark the situation
of the stars and track the course of the planets, even
when guided by tbe instruction and assistance of
persons wiser than themselves.

The stars are called fixed,” because, when visible,-



JAMES FERGUSON. 181
1)

they always appear at the same distance krom one an-
other. At different hours and times of the year they
are to be seen in edifferent directions, Tliey rise,
come to the meridian, and set as the earth revolves;
but this motion is only apparent, being occasioned by
the revolving of the earth. The planets, however,
not only have an apparent motion like the stars, they
have a real motion also; and on each succeeding
night are to be seen in a diferent relative position.
Young Ferguson examined the stars, night after night.
He found that no alteration ever occurred in their dis-
tances from one another, but that the planets were so
constantly moving as to prevent his marking any par-
ticular place for them on the star-papers.

As yet he had not settled to anything by which he
might support himself permanently. Neither star-
gazing nor clock-making supplied him with bread. He
was quite at a loss to determine by what profession he
had best endeavour to gain his livelihood. At one
time he thought of making himself a painter; agd at
another, of becoming a doctor. With a view to this
latter profession, he even spent two years in studying
to qualify himself. His fondness for astronomy, how-
ever, again brought him back with redoubled zeal to
the pursuit of his early years,

He no longer pursued his former methods. The
beads and string were laid aside. Nor was his power
of making calculations any longer confined to the

. g
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first simple sules of aritlfmetic. His good conduct
had brought him friends, and his _friends provided
him with every requisite assistance. This was not
thrown away upon him. That same application, which
in the days of his childhood and youth had enabled
him to do so much with little or no assistance, in his
riper years, when aided by books, globes, telescopes,
and instruments of every description, led him on to
the most delightful, atthough the most difficult parts
of astronomy.

His reward for all this persevering application was
ample. His charatter for a perfect knowledge of astro-
nomy, and for skill in explaining to others all those
difficulties that he had himself so happily surmounted,
spread far and wide. In 1743 he came to London.
Scholars flocked to him from all parts; and the most
distinguished men in the land crowded to his lecture-
room, where they listened with delight, while he ex-
plained, to the satisfaction of all, the causes of the
sucgession of day and night, of the seasons, and of
eclipses and transits,

Not only had he taught himself how to foretell with
precision when eclipses of the sun and moon and
transits of the planets would occur, but he could
teach others how to make the same calculations. He
also explained the nature of comets, which are such
objects of terror to i\gnorant people. He showed
that, like the planets, they move round the sun, and
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only differ from them inasmuch as at ';ne time they
approach much nearer to that body than any of the
planets do, and &t apother time go to a much greater
distance.

This little drawing will afford to such of our young
readers as have not yet thought upon this subject,
some notion of the difference in the path of a comet
and of a planet round the sun. One of the ovals repre-
sents the path of a planet, and the other the path of a
comet, )

In this honourable way he spent the remainder of
his life, extending his own knowledge, and communi-
cating knowledge to others. He earned sufficient, with
a steady economy, to maintain himself in comfort,
Painfully had he learned the difficulty of earning, and
he prudently limited his wants within his means,
laying by while young and in health enough to sup-
port himself in sickness ard old age. At the same
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time, like a fyuly wise man, he never forgot that the
use of money was to increase happiness; and he
preferred to make a little money serve his purpose,
rather than render his life miserable in the attempt to
earn more by sacrificing that portion of his time which
he devoted to study and observation.

He died on the 16th of November 1776.
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THE WAX~PALM TREE.

‘“ PApa, you have grown very lazy lately,” said little
Sophia, climbing upon her father’s knee, one day
after dinner ; ‘‘ you never tell us any stories now, and
you used to tell us many.” .

¢ That is true,” replied her father, laughing; “but
having told you many, I do not know any more to tell.”

““ Well, then, one of the old ones, Papa ; don't think
to get off so; for if I really like a story, I do not care
how often I hear it.”

““ Nonsense ! > cried her brother Frederick, whom
the mention of a story brought from the other side of
the room, where he had been teaching his dog Caesar
to jump over a stick. ‘ Nonsense! you would be
tired before you had heard one three times, and I can
casily prove to you that you would mind hearing the
same thing over and over again for ever.”

“I did not say for ever,” interrupted Sophy; “I
said often.”

“You said you did not care how often, and that
means the same thing.” )
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“ Does it{ * said his fagher.

“Oh! Father, you know very well what I mean,
I only mean that what Sophy, said about hearing a
story over and over again must be nonsense ; or else,
why cannot she go and read again some of the little
story-books that my aunt gave to her last year? She
has a whole basket full.”

“Oh! brother, but they are for such very little
children,” said Sophy ; ‘“ I was so very little last year.?’

“Well, then, there are papa’s books, if you are
tired of your own; and as you like reading the same
thing over and over again, you may rcad some of his
often enough before you understand them.”

““Then had she not better wait a little before she
tries to read them ? ”’ said his father.

“ Yes, indeed, I think so,” said Sophy. * Besides,
I never said that I preferred to hear the same thing,
if anyone would be so good as to tell me something
new. And then, too, I said ‘hear,’ not ‘read.” If 1
read anything that I cannot quite make out, I am
obliged to wait, and wait, till somebody will explain
it to me, and that is very disagrecable. But I always
understand what 1 am told, because when there is
anything difficult I can ask dircctly, and get it
explained in other words. So, if you please, Papa,
and if you have time, do tell me something.”

“I do please, my little Sophy, and I have timc;
but what is the something to he ? »



THE WAX-PALM TREE. 187

“Oh! something wonderful. I likg to hear of
wonders—that is, real wonders—not such as we meet
with in fairy tales.” |

“ And yet,” said Frederick, ‘you like Smbad the
Sailor.”

I used to like it ; but then I thought it was true.”

Fredcrick burst into a loud laugh. ¢ Well, I did
not think you were such a simpleton. Why, the name
might have told you it was not true. ‘The Voyages
of Sinbad the Sailor; from the Arabian Nights,’ *

“But I did not know it was from the Arabian
Nights. You know, Frederick, mamma does not wish
me to rcad all the Arabian Nights, only here and there
pieces that she picks out for me; and I thought
people said, ¢ Sinbad the Sailor,” as they say, ¢ Park
the Traveller, and that it meant only that he was
famous for making so many voyages, as Park was for
travelling so far.”

“And a very natural mistake it was,” said her
tather.

“Yes; but then the monstrous things he ‘neets
with! Who ever heard of a bird’s egg so large that
it was mistaken for an island, or of a valley full of
diamonds ?

““ No one ever heard of these things, certainly, but
I and many others have heard of things quite as
wonderful, and which, nevertheless, are known to be
true,” said his father. ‘It you had read, for the first
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time, in the voyages of Sinbad the Sailor, of ships
sailing against wind and tide, or of people rising in
the air above the clouds, or fetching” down lightning
from the clouds, or sending messages to the other side
of the world in a few seconds—would not these things
have appeared to you as wonderful as this valley of
diamonds? But to speak of other things, which,
though not so wonderful, are still very extaordinary.
Did you ever hear of a tree, nearly 200 feet high,.
growing at the top of a‘high mountain, and producing
wax like bees ?

“No,” said Frederick ; “and I doubt whether there
is such a tree.” '

“ A tree bear wax!” cried Sophia. “Oh, Father,
you are laughing at me, hecause I said I liked to hear
of wonders.”

“No, indeed, I am quite serious. Did you never
before hear of wax being found in plants? ”

“No, Papa, never.”

“ Nor you, Frederick ? ”

* N, Father, nor 1.”

¢ I wish, Frederick, you would run into the garden
and gather me aripe plum.”

“A plum, Papa! What for?”’

“ You will see when you have brought the plum.”

“Oh, pray, be quick) Frederick,” said Sophia; and
Frederick ran off as fast as he could.

“ Here is the plum, Paps,” said he, returning quiie
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out of breath, holding the plum in his hand; “but I
was in such a hurry to pluck it, that 1 'brushed off
the bloom, I am afraid. Are you going to eat it ? ”’

“No. I am sorry, though that you have brushed
oft the bloom, because it is precisely the bloom which
1 want to show you. IL.et me look at it.”

Frederick gave the plum to his father.

“You have grasped it rather roughly, to be sure;
however, there is still enough left. Now look at it,
my boy, and you, little Sophy; do you see this vety
fine whitish powder that lies on the surface of the
plum, where it has not heen touched ? "’

“Yes, I see it,”” said FredericR; ¢ but, Father,
there is nothing very curious in that; I have seen
that thousands of times, and so I suppose has every-
body who ever ate plums. I see nothing on this plum
that is not to be seen on cvery other plum.”

“Nor 1,” said his father; < but are you sure that
you know what this whitish powder is ?

“What it is? It is part of the plum, Is it not
what we call the bloom ? ” v

“It is wax,” said his father.

‘“Wax, Papa, real wax! Do you mean such as the
bees make?

“1It is real wax, similar in kind to that made by
bees,”

‘“ Father,” said Frederick, after a silence of some
monicuts, ““ it is curious, certa‘nly, but not so curious
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as I expected. At least I should have thought it much
more so if the wax had been in greater quantities, so
as to look like wax at once, and not to want so much
studying to find it out.”

‘ For your comfort,”” said his father, * the wax on
the tree we were speaking of a little while ago, is
to be seen and known as such without much study-
ing.”

“I am glad we have got back to the trec again,”
said Sophia; “I was afraid you had quite forgotten
the poor tree. Now do, Papa, begin, and tell us all
ahout it, where it grows, and who discovered it, and
first of all what is its name? ”’

‘ Its name is ¢ C'eroxylon andicola,’ or Wax-tree of
the Andes.”

“] am glad it has an easier name than the first,”
said Sophia; ‘I should never recollect that.”

““You need not try; you may call it the wax-palm
tree. It was discovered by the great traveller Hum-
boldt, and it grows in the upper or higher Andes,
which are always covered with snow.,”

 But that must he a very cold place. I did not
know that palm-trees ever grew in such cold places.”

“ No more did I, till I read Humboldt’s travels.
In Europe, trees of thc palm kind are not found
higher up than a thusand feet above the level of the
sea. But the wax-palm of the Andes flourishes at a
height of nearly three thousand feet. I think I told .
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you that the tree itself is sometimes nearkv two hun-
dred feet high.”

“ What a tree!” sgjd Frederick ; *“ and is 1t thick
in proportion ? *’

“ By no means; its diameter where it is thickest
is little more than a fuot ; and it stands, like other
palms, quite straight up. One of its roots, which are
numerous, is thicker than the stem of the tree itself.”’

“But the wax, Papa; when shall we come to the
wax ?” asked Sophy.

“I am just going to speak of the wax,” said her
father, smiling. “The whole length of the stem is
warked at certain distances by 'rings, where leaves
have grown, and between these rings is a substance
of a yellowish colour and very smooth. This is the
wax.”

‘“ Real wax, pure wax ?”’ asked Frederick.

“ltis, I believe, mixed with a kind of resin; but
the inhabitants of the country where these mountains
are, consider it as pure wax. They boil it with about
a third of the quantity of soap, and make it *into
tapers, which are used for various purposes.”

“And what sort of leaves has this wonderful
tree?

““It has leaves, but not many; not more than ten
at the utmost, feathered, that is, resembling feathers
in form, and they are sometimes eighteen feet long.
They are folded over. Thu upper side of them is of
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a beautiful ereen, the under is covered with a kind of
white scale, which gives a bright silvery appearance to
this ride of the leaf.” ’

““ How beautiful it must be! Has it no flowers ? ”

‘“ At the base of the leaves, the flowers appear in a
cluster on a number of slender stalks; these flowers
produce nuts or herries, about the size of a grape,
which when ripe are of a fine violet colour. Their
skin has a faint, sw-etish taste, very agrecable to
birds and squirrels. The kernel is wrapped up in a
double skin; the outer of a reddish colour, veiny,
thick, and easily ,separated from the nut. The inner
skin is very thin, of a pale cinnamon colour, and
sticks fast to the kernel. The kernel itself is ex-
tremely hard, and ahout as transparent as horn.”

“Thank you, Papa,” said Sophy, when her father
had ended his deseription ; ¢ but tell us what ¢ trans-
parent ' means?”’

““ What you can sec through, my dear.”

““But is this all that you can tell us about this
curious tree? "’

““All, at least, that would interest you, or that you
would understand.”

“1 understand your description pretty well,
Father,” said Frede.rick, “but it would bhe better if
you could show us a drawing—a picture of the Wax-
palm tree, as Sophy would say. I think I never saw
a drawing of a wax-palnt tree.”
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“Oh, yes, a picture by all means if ypu have one,
Papa,” said Sophy.

“Run into the. next
room, and fetch my port-
folio, and I will show you
a sketch that I made from
a print of the Wax palm
tree; and when you go to
Kew Gardens, you may
) sec a young living plant
with all its bloom on the
lcaves..”

* Thank you, dear Papa,”
cried Frederick; — and
away he ran for the port-
folio.

When he returned with’
it, his father picked out
the drawing of the Wax-
palm tree, and bade them
take it into another room,
as he had no more time
to spare for them.

Then their father began
to write, and the children
left the room that they
YOUNG WAX-PALM. might not disturb him.
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THE TENT IN THE GARDEN.

¢ On ! Harry, what are you going to do ? " cxclaimed
little Clara Markby, as shc saw her brother coming
across the garden with some large sticks over his
shqulder.

“Do be quiet,Clara! Can’t you see it is a secret?
cried Harry in a voice so much louder than Clara’s
that their little brother and sister, Walter and Lucy,
jumped up from playing with the puppy and came to
see what was going on.

“Come on to the lawn,” whispered Harry, “ and let
us make a tent. Just see what capital poles I ’ve
found in the coach-house. Walter, will you fetch
some of the cord from the attic? And Clara, do go
and ask Sarah to give you two large sheets for the cover-
ing, and some strong pins. Come, be quick !

Walter and Clara ran joyfully off on their separate
crrands, and Harry ran after them to tell them to be .
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sure not to let their mother know what they were
going to do, as he meant to surprise her when the tent
was finished.

Harry then went to the stable, and brought with
great difficulty a pair of steps, which he placed against
the apple-tree on the lawn. 'When Clara and Walter
returned with the sheets, cord, and pins, they began
their tent by driving the ends of two poles into the
ground, about a yard on eithey side of the tree, and
fastening the tops to a branch. They then drove two
more poles into the ground, about two yards apart
and three yards distance from the others, and tied
them together at the top, and then laid a fifth pole
across all these four poles, tying it with string where
it crossed them. Then they stretched the two sheets
over this framework and pinned them to the poles
down the sides.

The children now rested a minute ; for the day was
very hot and they had worked hard.

“Oh | what a splendid tent!”’ cried Lucy, clappmg
her hands and running inside to enjoy it.

“Yes; but it won't do yet,” said llarry. “The
sheets are much too thin. What should we do if it
rained ? ”’

“1 suppose we should go m-d(,ors, said little Lucy,
innocently.

“Goin-doors |’ cried Harry, disdainfully. ‘- What
do you think travellers would, do if they made tents

Vig . 10
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that let in the rain, and then wanted to ¢ go in-doors?’
It is a good thing you arc not a man and a tra-
veller as I mean to be, Lucy/!” ‘and Harry laughed
heartily.

« don't want to be a traveller unless I may take
darling Bobby with me,” said Lucy, hugging the
puppy, who had waddled after her into the tent.

At this Harry and Clara langhed still more, till
Harry exclaimed, “ W:ll, but what shall we cover it
with? Let me see ”

“I know!” cried Walter; “I saw some old
pieces of carpet in the attic; we could cover it with
them and put some on the ground inside.”

“QOh; then it will be like a dear little house,” cricd

Lucy. ‘I wish we could always live in it, except in
tl.e winter; hecause Bobby would like a fire in the
winter, wouldn’t you, Bobby, dcar?”

The children brought the carpets, and covered the
tent and the grass inside with them. They then
fctched some small chairs and cushions, and sat down,
lofking proudly round at their work.

“We can’t live here always, hecause I must go back
to school,” said Harry; “but I wish we might sleep
this one night here. Don’t you think mamma would
let us, Clara ? ”’

1 don’t know,” said Clara, doubtfully. I should
like it very much, shouldn’t you, Lucy ? "’

“Oh, yes,” cried Lucy; “it would be so nice to
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wake up in the garden with the birds smtrmg, and to
be so snug in our dear little tent all the mght »

“And if I saw thosc naughty boys stea]mg the
fruit again, I’d pull.them down from the tree, and
take them to papa,” said little Walter, looking very
fierce.

“Well, lct’s go and ask mamma,” cried Harry,
starting up; and, followed by all but Lucy, who was
afraid her beloved Bobby would run away if she left
him, he ran into the house.

Mrs. Markby was in the drawing-room talking to a
cousin- of the children’s, named Norman, who had just
arrived to spend a week with tie family. The chil-
dren had not expected him to come till the evening,
and they looked at each other with puzzled faces, for
they were half afraid of their cousin, who was much
older than themsclves, and thought he would laugh at
their wish to sleep in the tent.

When the children had shaken hands with Norman,
Walter exclaimed, “ Oh, Mamma, we ’ve made such a
splendid tent! T wish you would come and see i¢.”

“We will come willingly when Norman has had
some luncheon and is rested. He has had a long
journey, and is tired, Walter.”

““Oh, thank you!” cried Clara: ‘and, Mamma,
you can’t think how warm the teiit is.”

“Well, then, I am afraid I shall not stay long in
it this hot day.”

- 10 *
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“But, Mamma, I mean it will be very warm at
night,”” continued Clara.

“ At night | I hope I shall bg soiind asleep in my
bed at night.”

“ Oh, yes, Mamma, you will, I dare say; but I’m
sure, Mamma, if you would let us, it could not pos-
sibly hurt us to slecp ”?

Here Clara saw Norman opening his cyes wide, and
looking amused and astsaished.

“Well, Clara, what do you want to do?” asked
Mrs. Markby.

“You nced not laugh, Norman,” ecried IHarry;
“you have not scen our tent, or you would be very
sorry it is not big enough for you to sleep in your-
self.”” And Harry drew up his head, feeling that
after this Norman would not dare to laugh any more.
““ Mother,” continued he, “please don’t say ¢ No’ till
you have seen our tent. You won’t forget to come,
will you?”’

And with her promise to visit their tent after lun-
cheon, the children returned to the garden, very well
satisfied that although Norman had laughed at their
wish to sleep in the tent, their mother had not.

The children were fully occupied in arranging the

- furniture in the tent for the visit of their mother and
cousin; First, they put the little round table on one
gide, then on the other, and, at last, they put it in
the middle. Then Clara gathered some of her pret-
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ticst flowers, and put them -in a little jug,on the table,
and Walter and Lucy picked some raspberries off their
own bush, which ‘they placed on the tuble alsv, in a
plate borrowed from Jane, the cook. These were
to be offcred to their visitors when they should arrive.

And now Clara thought of a plan by which the tent
could be made much prettier. She obtained from Sarah,
the housecmaid, a large scarlet quilt, on condition that,
in case of rain, it should % brought back to the
house. This she spread over the carpet coverings,
and the little bright red tent peeping between the
boughs of the apple-tree, looked ywery pretty. Harry
also scarched for a long time in his drawers and in
boxes till he found an old handkerchief which had
once been given to him, with the arms of England
upon it, This he tied to a stick, and, once more mount-
ing the steps, fastened his flag to the top of the tent.

The children were all rcady, Lucy trying to teach
Bobby to make a bow, when they heard their mother’s
dress rustling on the grass, and felt much delighted at
hearing Norman remark that “really it was a nice
little tent.” Mrs., Markby came in, but there was no
room for Norman. However, he stood outside with his
hands in his pockets, good-naturedly complimenting
the children upon their work.

Lucy climbed upon her mother’s kunee, and, put-
ting her arms round her neck, whispered, “May we
all sleep here, just for this night, and Bobby too ?
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The childrtn could not imagine why their mother
exchanged a smile with Norman befqre she answered.

“Well, Lucy, you may all sltep here, if you will
put some more pieces of carpet on the ground and
wrap yourselves up warmly, and bring the two little
sofas to sleep on. But, remember, you must not
trouble Sarah and Jaune; you must fetch them your-
selves ; and I dare say kind Norman will help you.”

The children gave a sfout of joy, and a shy glance
at Norman, who was laughing again! Ilowever, hc
promised to help them, and, with Harry’s assistance,
brought the little sofus, and placed them in the tent.
When he had doue so, he exclaimed—

“ So you really imagine that you shall sleep herc,
and not change your minds beforec night? Shan’t
you be afraid of bogies?”’

“] am not afraid, if you are, Norman,” said Harry,
a little disdainfully.

“ Oh, Norman !”’ cried little Walter, reproachfully,
“yoy such a big boy, and afraid of bogies! You
know quite well there are no such things!”

Norman laughed, and walked away, leaving the
children rather indignant, although he had not in the
least intended to he disagrecable.

The children made their beds with cushions and
shawls. Then Clara and Ilarry brought their brushes
and combs, and a wash-hand stand, all which they
knew they should requiré in the morning. llssideé
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these, they brought cups and saucers for their tea and
breakfast, a loaf of bread, and some butter, and knives
and forks, for dinner ;, because Harry said they,could
not tell how long they might stay there, and if heavy
rain set in they might not be able to return to the
housc for a week. IHe almost hoped it might be so,
it would be so nice to stay there, and make signals to
those in the house—it would be a rcal adventure.

Harry forgot that there werc such things as um-
brellas in the world, and that heavy rain never pre-
vented Mr. Markby, who was a surgeon, from visiting
his paticnts,

The little boys and girls thought the evening would
never come for them to go to bed. At last tea-time
arrived, and they were very happy taking tea in their
tent. And now it was half-past eight o’clock, and
the children took off their shoes, got into their little
beds, and covered themselves with the warm shawls.

* How happy gipsics must be ! ” exclaimed Harry,
as he made room for little Walter by his side. “I
wonder people don’t always live in tents. Good aight
alll”

Mrs. Markby now camec into the tent, kissed her
children kindly, and bade them * good night.”” She
told them that, in case of their feeling cold, they
must come into the house at once; and this they
promised to do. Mrs, Markby then left them, the
children shouting after her, “Good night, dear
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Mamma ; if we are very comfortable to-night, we hope
you 'll let us sleep here to-morrow |

The sun had not long set,so ‘that it was quite
light, and the childreu felt very brave and happy—

. Lucy perfectly contented, because her dear Bobby lay
asleep on a cushion, where she could pat him if she
liked. But although the children were quite quiet,—
for they wished very much to fall asleep whilst it was
light—they were all toe much excited to do so at
once. And directly any of them dozed off, some
slight movement made them aware that they were not
in their little beds in the nursery, but on sofas that
were very small for two, and were certainly a little
uncomfortable. But night now crept on; and as the
light slowly disappeared, and the birds left off twitter-
ing, the weary children fell asleep.

Suddenly some slight rustle amongst the trees
awakened Lucy, who whispered very gently to Clara,
““Clara, are yon awake? You don’t think there is
really anything to be frightened at, do you? "’

“No, I suppose not,” said Clara, opening her eyes;
‘“ but I can’t think what that noisc can be!”’

At this Lucy clutched tight hold of Clara, and hid
her head under the bed-clothes.

“I dare say it’s nothing,” whispered Clara, again.

“Never mind, Lucy ; I’m not very much afraid.”

““Afraid! who talks of being afraid?’’ exclaimed
Harry, starting up, and, by so doing, pushing poor

.
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Walter on the ground. “J never saw gnything like
you girls ; you never will believe I can take care of

you!?” - N .
“ Because I don’t think you can,” said Lucy, with a
slight tremor in her voice. .

“¢Don’t think I can,’ Lucy?” cried Harry.
“Well, will you be content if I go and look outside
the tent, and see that nothing ’s the matter ? ”

Harry went to the entraace of the tent, but the
movement did not increase his boldness. Harry could
not see a single light in the house, and the children
were so far from it that he thoyght no cry of alarm
rould be heard. The garden looked very dark, and
where the trees were thickly planted were great black
xhadows, among which Harry felt surc he saw some
one standing. Clara could not imagine why he pulled
in his hcad so suddenly, and jumped into bed so
quickly that he nearly pushed Walter out again.
When once more in bed, Harry began to think he had
only fancied he had secn somebody amongst the trees,
and told his brother and sisters all to go to sle€p, for
there was nothing the matter. The children all lay
with their eyes shut a little longer; little Walter,
who really belicved that Harry could defend him
from every danger, being the only one who went to
sleep.

After a while the valiant Harry started again from
‘his doze, by feeling something gently touch his elbow.
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He held his eyges tight shut, not knowing what monster
was near him, when he heard Clara exclaim, half
laughing, * Oh, there ’s my whitg pussy walking over
Harry | Puss, puss! come here, puss ! ”

Harry opened his cyes, gave a sigh of relicf and
a rather dismal laugh, and when the cat had walked
out of the tent again, lay still and thought he should
now soon be asleep.

In about ten minutes, however, which seemed hours
to the children who could not sleep, Lucy whispered
to Clara, holding her sister’s hand tight—

“Oh, I am so frightened! I wish Harry would let
me go into the housc. I wish he’d never thought of
this tent. Obh, dear! I am so miserable.”” Poor Lucy
finished her sentence with suppressed sobs,

“ Don’t you feel cold, Lucy ?” asked Clara. ¢ 1
do a little, and you know we promised mamma to go in
if we were at all cold.”

‘““1 don’t know what I fecl! I only know I long
to be in the nursery, and Harry will be so cross if 1
want to go in.”

“Oh, no, he won’t,” whispered Clara, who felt
very lonely, and began to wonder what they should do
if robbers came. “I’ll ask him. Harry,” added she,
in a louder whisper, “I think we ought to go in,
because I am a little cold, and I think Lucy is, and
we promised mamma, and besides—Oh ! do, pray, let
us goin!” . -
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Harry might have answered impatieutly, but at
that instant he was sure he saw through the entrance,
which was not quite #losed, a faint light, like that of
a lantern, coming up the drive: so he answered very
quickly—

“QOh, yes, Clara; I think we had better go in.
Come, let ’s run as fast as we can.

They were all out of bed in an instant ; and putting
on their shoes, and wrapping themselves in their
shawls,—Harry holding little Lucy's hand, who had
Bobby under her arm, and Clara following with Walter,
—they ran as fast as they could tevards the house.

There was only the light of a few stars ; so that, in
their fright, the children stumbled over objects which,
familiar enough by day, looked strange and dark by
night, If they had but stayed a moment, they would
have seen that Lucy had mcrely knocked down the
garden broom, which the gardener had forgotten to
put away, and that Walter had only startled an owl
overhead in the limc-tree; but as they ran on, these
little accidents made them more and more fright:med,
and secmed very terrible. At last they reached the
hall door, and were rushing up the steps to give a loud
knock, when a much worse fear seized them, for they
saw a man approaching with a Jantern in his hand;
and never doubting but that he was a robber, and
intended to kill them all, they rushed away screaming
—all but Harry. He waited an instant, and then,
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seeing the man run towards him, he himself turned,
and fled after his brother and sisters. The man pur-
sued him closely, calling out, “ ¥ shall catch you this
time, my lad.” But Harry could run well. He first
dashed into the kitchen-garden, and after dodging
about behind the artichokes and currant-bushes for
some time, made a dart into the flower-garden; and
then, leaping over the fence, would have crossed the
paddock ; but his foot cdught and he fel. The man
was up in an instant, and Harry bravely exclaimed, as
he felt his arm grasped—

““You can kill me; if you like ; but don't hurt those
little girls and the little boy ! ”’

“ Why, Ilarry, is it you?” cried a well-known
voice, and Harry was astonished to recognize in the
supposed burglar his own father, who had been visiting
a patient, and had taken a lantern with him, on
account of the bad roads and the darkness.

““Oh, Papa, I was so frightened; I am so glad it is
only you!” cried Harry, drawing a deep breath.

“ But how came you all here at this time, Harry ?
I took you for one of the boys who have been stealing
the fruit.”

“ Mother will tell you all about it; but do let us
fetch poor little Lucy,; and Clara and Walter must be
so frightened.”

He ran away after them, and soon little Lucy threw
herself crying into her father's arma. )
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On entering the house, the children were amazed
to find their mother sitting at work in the drawing-
room, and still more, to learn that it was oxly ten
o’clock | Mrs. Markby smiled as the children entered,
but did not laugh at their return. Clara, Walter,
and Lucy ran joyfully off to their soft beds in the
pretty little nursery; but Harry lingered a minute
behind.

¢ Mamma,” said he, “ you don't look a bit sur-
prised at our coming back !

“ Because I am no¢, my dear.”

“ Well, but Mother,” continged Harry, playing
with the door-handle, *“ I don’t believe I should have
come back if I had not seen papa’s lantern. Besides,.
I am sure that before that I saw someone among the
trees.”

“ Well, Ilarry, I saw you peep out of your tent, for-
Norman and I were walking in the garden, and stayed
near you to listen whether you were all quiet and
asleep or not.”

¢ Oh, Mamma, that was very kind of you; but if I
had not scen Norman ”

“ You would all have come in to your comfortable
beds for some other reason, I think,” said Mrs..
Markby, with a kindly smile. “ But never mind,
Harry,” she continued; * your father and I like to.
see you try your powers as you have to-night, and we
shall remember with pleasure your brave little speech.
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to your father when he and you thought each other
a robber.”

Hagry judged, by what his motther said, that she had
not given up all hopes of his becoming a traveller; so
he kissed her affectionately, and wished her good
night. The children were all so much tired that
they soon fell asleep. To be sure they rather dreaded
meeting Norman at breakfast, but they knew him to
be really good-natured, and they were so glad to be
oncec more in their comfortable beds, that they easily
made up their minds to bear a little langhtecr.
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CARRIER AND WILD PIGEONS.

“I uave had such a plcasant day, Mamma,” said
Charles Long, as he entered the parlour where Mrs.
Long was sitting ; “I have heen ever since breakfast
with Fred Lawson. You cannot think what a great
many cntertaining things there are at his house.”

“Then, 1 suppose you have been in Mr. Lawson’s
fine poultry-yard, Charles,” said Mrs. Long.

“Oh, yes. We fed the fowls, and the geese, and
the pigeons, and the ducks, and the rabbits, and we
cleancd the rabbit-hutches. We have been so happy !
I wish you had bcen with us, Mamma.”

“And so do I, my dear,” answered Mrs. Long;
“but when your papa told me that he intended to
take you to Mr. Lawson’s I was cngaged, and I did
not like to detain you till I was’ ready. You say you
fed the pigeons, They are a new addition to the
poultry-yard. Has Mr. Lawson many ? *’
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“Yes; and they are such beauties! Some of them
havc colours on the breast and throat like the pea-
cocks. - But I liked the carriers best of all. Mr.
Lawson has thrce of them. Do not you recollect,
Mamma, the story of thc ¢ White Pigeon’? Ever
since I read it I have wished very much to see a
carrier pigcon.”

¢ Are they different in appcarance from the common
tamc pigeon, Charles? -I have ncver seen any of
them.”

I could not, at first sight, know the carrier from a
grey-coloured tame, pigeon; but Mr. Lawson showed
me a broad circle of bare white flesh round the eyes
of the carriers, by which, he said, you may always
know them. Hec sent one of his carriers to Rams-
gate, and will you believe it, Mamma, it flew all that
long way, more than seventy miles, in two hours and a
half!”’

¢ can easily believe that, Charles,” said Mrs. Long,
“ because I have heard of large flocks of pigeons thai
travel at a much greater rate, passing over a distance
of between three and four hundred miles in six hours;
that is, about a mile in a minute.”

¢ Three or four hundred miles in six hours!”’ ex-
claimed Charles;  what famous carriers they would
make! They wouid fly from one end of England to
the other between our breakfast and dinner.”

“They would certainly be able to do so,” said Mrs,
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Long; * but, remember, I am speaking ¢f a foreign
pigeon in its wild state. I have never heard of tame
pigeons flying so quickly. Where did Mr. Lawson
procure his carriers? "’

- He bought them last spring when he was staying
at Ramsgate,” said Charles.  Fred told me they were
brought home in a bag, and that his father let one of
them fly a few days after their arrival. He said that
the pigeon flew up to a great height, made two or three
circles in the air, and then darted off to its old home
at Ramsgate. How could it know the proper direc-
tion, Mamma ? It had never even geen the way.”

“Indeed, I do not know,” said Mrs. Long;  nor
do I think that anyone is acquainted with the method
by which birds and animals find their way in so sur-
prising a2 manner. Do you know where the wild
pigeon builds its nest, Charles? »’

“Yes; I think you showed me last summer,
Mamma; on the branches of trees in a wood, just
where two branches meet. Their nests are made of
sticks and twigs laid almost flat. 1 wonder the yotng
ones do not fall out.”

“I am not surprised, Charles,” said Mrs. Long,
‘“that you should mistake those nests for the wild
pigeon’s. They were the nests of the Ringdove or
Woodpigeon, which, though a much larger bird than
the wild pigeon, a good deal resembles it. The wild
pigeon, which of all pigeons is, most like our English

Vig 11
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tame pigeop, builds its nest in the holes of rocks and
old towers, and in the hollows of trees.”

“ Mr. Lawson showed me¢ a pair of ringdoves,
Mamma, that he is trying to tame,” said Charles,
“but he says he does not think he shall be able io
tame them, they are so very wild. They are much
larger than the other pigeons, and are very fierce and
quarrelsome. I saw the white mark round the back of
their necks, just like a-ring; but Mr. Lawson did not
tell me they were called woodpigeons as well as ring-
doves. What pretty creatures pigeons are! 'They
look so clean, and their feathers are so soft. I wish I
might keep pigeons, Mamma.”

“1 am afraid we cannot allow you to do so; we
have no suitable place for them, and I do not like
to keep animals of any kind unless I can make them
quite comfortable. Did you observe the pigeons
drinking, Charles? *’

“ Yes, Mamma, I did ; but I should not have taken
much notice of it, if Mr. Lawson had not told me
to’ watch the fowls drinking at the same time; and
then I saw that pigeons did not sip and rest, and sip
and rest again, like the fowls, but that they drank a
great deal at a time, like a horse or a dog. I think
all other birds that 1 have seen drinking sip like
the fowls, throwing their heads back every minute.
What do you think, Mamma ? ”’

‘I am not sure that all other birds drink in that
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manuer, but I believe it is the genera] habit,” said
Mrs. Long. ‘‘ Pigeons, I know, are remarkable for
drinking in a continugd draught, likc quadrupeds. Did
Mr. Lawson tell you anything more about pigeons ? *’

“Yes, he told me a great dea] about them,” said
Charles. “‘Ile showed me the two white eggs which
one of the hen pigeons had laid; and he said that both
parents assist in hatching them and that both help to
fecd the young ones. Them, Mamma, the young are
not fed, at first, on the same food as the old ones,
grain and seeds; but on a kind of curd that the
parent birds can throw up from their stomachs. For
thrce or four days the young pigcons take this
food only ; then the old birds mix it with seed, and at
the end of eight or nine days the young eat the same
food as their parents. Mr. Lawson told me that a
great number of the wild pigeons and doves leave this
~ountry in the spring. Do they go to warm countries,
like the swallows ? ”

“No, my dear; they choosc Norway and Sweden
for their summer abode. These are much colder ¢oun-
tries than our own, except for a very short period.
There are, however, many pigeons that stay the year
round with us; although the chief of them migrate
and return in the autumn. I do not know whether
they leave Norway and Sweden because of the
scverity of the winter, or for some other reason.
Pigeons are found nearly all over the world ; in some

a ' 1 *
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of the colder countries to the -north, as well as in
milder climates,”

“Mr. Lawson said, Mamma, that there was a
pigeon in America, called the passenger-pigeon, which
is seen in such great flocks as to darken the air. Do
not you think that he must have made a wmistake?
You know, Mamma, there must have been thousands
and thousands of pigeons flying almost close together,
to have hidden the light.”

“Indeed, Charles, I should have thought it very
improbable,” said Mrs. Long, ‘ had I not read several
accounts of thesg wonderful flights, by obscrvers
whose word cannot be doubted. A celebrated natu-
ralist, Mr. Audubon, describes one flight alone as con-
sisting of many millions. He was once travelling in
America, when he attempted to reckon the flocks that
passed over his head, by making on a card a pencil
dot for every flock, but this he found was impossiblec :
flock followed flock so quickly. The air became dar-
kened, though the sun was shining brilliantly at the
time; and this prodigious flight of birds continued for
three days!| Now, as these are the pigeons that fly a
mile in a minute, the number that passed in those
three days must have been far greater than either you
or I can imagine.”

“ Oh, Mamma, where could they all have found
food? I think the farmers must have been quite
frightened.”
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“The corn-fields do mo: suffer as jou suppose,
Charles,” said Mrs. Long, ‘ for the passenger-pigeon
feeds principally on 3eech-mast, that is, the seed of
the beech; and there are immense beech forests in
America. The passenger-pigeor affords excellent
food, and has sometimes been almost the only pro-
vision for whole armies. They are killed not only for
their flesh, but for the sake of their fat, which, when
melted, is used by the Indians instead of butter, and,
in some parts of the country, by the Americans
also.”

“ How do the people kill them}"Mamma? Do the
pigeons fly low ?

“ Sometimes, and they can then be easily shot or
knocked down with sticks. They are also caught in
large nets stretched on the ground, a tame pigeon
being employed to enticc them to enter. But they
are generally procured in a different way. The inha-
bitants know that they roost in the forest, and bring
ap their young there. The passenger-pigeon builds
the same kind of nest as our ringdoves, but lays no
more than a single egg at one hatch. The pigeons
will occupy whole forests of forty miles in extent
while engaged in rearing the young birds, and the
ground becomes covered with. branches of trees
broken down by the weight of the birds clustering so
closely together. When the people imagine that the
first brood is nearly fledged, .they move in large par-
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ties to the ntighbourhood -of those forests which the
birds are known to frequent, taking with them wag-
gons, fxes, beds, cooking utetsils, and sometimes
their children. The noise in the woods at that time
is so great as to terrify the horses, and it is with dif-
ficulty that one person can be heard by another, except
by bawling in his ear. The men with their axes cut
down the trecs that scem to be most crowded with
nests, and contrive so that as they fall thesc trees
may knock down other trees. The tumult of the
pigeons’ wings sounding like thunder, mixed with the
frequent crash of thetimbher, is described as truly won-
derful,

“Then, besides these sounds, therc arc the cries of
eagles, buzzards, and hawks, which sail ahout and drag
the young pigcons from their nests; aund the delighted
grunt of herds of hogs which are feeding on the broken”
eggs and the young birds that have fallen from their
nests. One tree will often produce above a hundred
nests, and the young birds are almost one lump of fat,
so that in a short time a very large quantity of oil is
obtained.”

“Where did you learn all this, Mamma?” said
Charles. It must be a very interesting book, 1
think,” .

“I found most of the information, my dear,”
answered his mother, “in a book called ¢ Wilson’s
American Birds.’ If you like I will borrow it for
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you, for I have not the book. Therg are many
parts of it which you would both understand and
like.”

““ Was Mr. Wilson an American, Mamma ? " said
Charles.

“No; he was a Scotch weaver, very poor, and with
few friends to help him, Charles; and, therefore,
though he was remarkably fond of reading, he found
great difficulty in obtaining beoks. Still he took such
pains, when he was a boy, to examine every living ob-
ject around him and to study its habits, that he ac-
quired far greater knowledge of Natural History than
those who have hundreds of books in their possession,
and yet make but little use of their eyes. When he
went to America, he determined to make himself ac-
quainted as well as possible with the American birds,
in order to increase his own knowledge, and also that
of others, Now Wilson knew that no written descrip-
tion could give an accurate idea of new kinds of birds
to those who were ignoraut of them, and he, there-
fore, at forty years of age, set about with greate per-
scverance to teach himself drawing. He travelled
seven years over a great part of North America, wan-
dering alone many thousands of miles, minutely de-
scribing the birds he met with, and drawing their
forms. He has added to the knowledge of American
birds far more than any other person.”

- ¢ ] wish you had the book, Mamma," said Charles ;
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“J like to read things just at the time I want to
know about them, because I sometimes forget to ask
afterwards. But I will not forget this time, if I can
help it. You are taking out your desk, Mamma; I
hope you are not going to write.”

“Yes; I am obhged to write a letter, my dear,
so I must beg you not to interrupt me,” said Mrs,
Long.

““Then, Mamma, I will get the glue-pot and mend
my broken cart,” said Charles.

““Take care of my carpet and table, if you please,”
said Mrs. Long.

“Yes, Mamma ; “f have a small deal board that 1
will place the glue-pot on. I will carry it from the
fire very carefully.”

Mrs. Long then wrote her lctter, and Charles ocen-
pied himself till bed-time with his cart.
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THE ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH,

“ Here is good news,” said Mr. Robson to his wife,
upon receiving a message by electric telegraph ; “ my
agent sends word that I shhll not be wanted in Edin-
burgh before next month.”

““Oh! Papa,” said his son James, a boy of thirteen,
“how glad I am that you will net-leave home until I
go back to school: what a capital thing the electric
telegraph is, to bring us such famous news!”

“Yes,” replied his father; ‘‘had my agent written
by post, the letter would not have reached this house
before to-morrow at noon, when I should have been
nearly at Edinburgh. But, by means of the telegraph,
the news I have just received, which left Edinburgh at
half-past five o’clock this afternoon, reached the tele-
graph office in the High Street at eighteen minutes to
six; so that the message has travelled more than four
hundred miles in twelve minutes.”

*“ How wonderful ?  said Mrs. Robson ; ¢ though to
be sure a telegram camc to us, last week from Bir-
mingham in four minutes.”

“Yes,” said Mr. Robson ‘“ that is true. Of course
in both cases a little time has been taken up in con-
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veying the message by hand. from the office in the town
to our house, half a mile away. But, James,” he
continued, ‘“should you like tos see and understand
the apparatus which works these wonders ? "

“ Beyond everything, Papa; I should be more de-
lighted than I can tell you.”

“Then get rcady, and we will walk to the Telegraph
Office, where we shall find my friend Mr. Carr, the
superintendent, who has bften promised to show me
the telegraphic instruments.” _

James was ready so quickly that his father smiled
at his impatience ; ‘and in a few minutes they set out
for the Telegraph Office. The superintendent was in
his private room when they arrived, and, after a short
delay, gave orders for their admittance.

““You have chosen a good time for your visit,” said
Mr. Carr; ‘““my clerks have just received the foreign
intelligence for the evening newspapers; so that it
was only necessary to keep you waiting a few minutes.
You see,” he added, with a smile—‘ as we have all
kinds'of secrets passing through the office, from the
nomination of a Prime¢ Minister down to the price of
potatoes, we cannot admit any strangers uutil the
business of the day is nearly over.

“1 think,” continued Mr. Carr, “I will first explain
to you the apparatus in which the electricity is created.
There are many forms of battery, but I will explain
the simplest kind—called ,a galvanic battery—after the
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inventor, Galvani, an Italicn, who liveddn the latter
part of the last century. You must know that to pro-
duce galvanism (one Rind of electricity), it is *neces-
sary partially to insert two metals, such as copper and
zing, in a solution of acid, and toeconnect the upper
edges with a strip of metal or wire. See! here is a
sketch which will more clearly show my meaning.

G, a)glass vessel partly filled with diluted
acid (acid and water).

C, a plate of copper.

Z, a plate of zinc. *

W, the wire connecting the plates.

AA, arrows, showing the direction in which
the electricity travels.

< ___>>
Fig. 1.

““The instant the plates are connected by the wire
a current of clectricity flows unceasingly from the
zinc plate through the acid to the copper plate$ re-
turning, by means of the wire, to the zinc plate.
Whether the connecting wire be a foot or a thousand
miles in length, the principle is the same; since elec-
tricity travels at the rate of 288,000 miles a second,
its passage is practically instantaneous. When the
wire is very long, the effect, however, is not so great
as when it is short. The conducting wire offers resis-
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tancc to the passage of -electricity, increasing with
distance ; although the resistance of thin wires is less
than of thick ones. ©

“This is a battery the power of which can be in-
crcased at pleasure by enlarging the size and number
of the pairs of plates. I can make you aware, Master
James, even by Zaste, of the existence of the electric
current ; for you can make a little galvanic battery in
your own mouth.” ‘

“In my own mouth!” exclaimed James. ¢ How is
that possible ?”’

Mr. Carr replied; “ You shall see’; and giving
James a penny and a half-crown, he told him to place
one above and the other under his tongne, and then to
bring the two edges of the coins together, and keep
them in that position for some little time.

James did so; and said, as he removed them, that
there was a disagreeable taste, unlike anything he re-
membered.

Mr. Carr said this tastc arose from the passage
of electricity from one metal to the other; and
that the moist tongue had served for the acid of the
battery.

‘“ That is very curious,’’ said James. “ But how,
Sir, do you make the electricity in your ba.ttery convey
a message? ”’

“ Very readily,” repliel Mr. Carr; “you have seen
the needle of a mariner’s, compass, have you not ? ”’
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‘ Oh, yes; it is a steel needle, rubbed with a magnet
or loadstone, and nicely balanced on its centre.”

¢ Just so; now, Professor Oersted, of Copenhagen,
found out, in 1819, that if such a needle were sus-
pended over a wire, along which a current of electri-
city from a battery was passing, the needle would be
compelled to turn to the right or the left across the
wire, according as the electricity was sent in one direc-
tion or the other. Sece,” cqntinued Mr. Carr, “ here
is a diagram of the arrangement we make use of, and
which I think you will understand.

w w
Fig. 2.—8ide View.

C W, 200 or 300 yards of fine copper wire, covered with silk
coiled round an ivory hollow case.

I N, inner needle. o

O N, outer-needle or pointer.

A, axle on which needles are mounted.

W W, ends of the coils of wire.
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“ Around thz hollow case there is a coil of fine
copper wire' (the object of the coil being to increase
the effect), and through this ls passed, as shown in
Fig. 2, a dclicate steel axle, beanng two steel needles;
it being intended that the inner needle shall be acted
upon by the galvamc battery, and that the outer one
shall serve as a pointer, to follow the motion of the
inner ncedle. You must understand that this thin
ivory case is simply to snpport the wire, and to allow
of the wire being coiled very close to the inner needle
without actually touching the needle; but the case
need not be made of ivory; any contrivance which
would keep the wire in a coiled form, and free
from the needle, would answer the purpose equally
well.”

“ But why are the needles not hung horizontally,
like the needle of a mariner’s compass?”’ asked My.
Robson.

““We arrange them vertically,” replied Mr. Carr,
“for the sake of more conveniently observing their
movoments; and we make the lower ends slightly
heavier, so that the needles may, after a movement,
the more readily recover their upright position. But
to proceed with my explanation : you remember I told
you that the galvanism flows from the zinc to the
copper plate? )

““Yes,” said James; ‘““and you also told us that
there must be an unbroken communication between
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the upper edges of the plates, however long the line
of communication might be.”

“Quite right. Now, 'see, I have here a working
model of the diagram. I have joined the wire from

Jl il
A

[

Al

2

Fig. 3. Fig. 4.

the copper plate to the right-hand end of the coil of
wire; and, observe, the instant I connect the zine
plate with the left or remaining cnd of the wire, the
electricity, rushing through the coil from right o left,
acts upon the magnetized inner needle, and compels it
to point to the left (Fig. 8). Now, when I reverse the
connection—that is, place the right end of the coil in
communication with the zinc plate, and the left end
with the copper plate—the fluid travelling from Zeft to
right causes the needles to point in the opposite direc-
tion (Fig. 4).”
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“ How curious!” exclaimed James; ‘but, pray,
tell us how the galvanism or electricity, without pass-
ing through the needle, causes it to move.”

‘It is supposed,”” replied the superintendent, “ that
the electricity, passing throrgh the copper wire, con-
verts the coil into a magnet, which attracts or repels
the needle, according to the direction taken by the
current. There are, also, other recasons given, which
are too difficult for you to anderstand.”

“In a thunderstorm,” inquired Mr. Robson, ““ does
the lightning affect the needles ? ”’

““Yes,” said Mr. Carr, “ seriously. And for that
reason we now use an improved form of needle-coil,
which cannot be, as we term it, demagnetized. But
the old pattern I have -just shown to you is easier to
explain.”

“But, pray,” said James, “how do you make a
needle move at a distance ? I cannot understand that.”

Mr. Carr smiled. ¢ Nothing more simple, my
young friend. Look at this sketch. 4, B, ¢, b, repre-

35] o Z L7
JZL 7 | V2 S 14

S
e 2
. ¥ig. 6.
sent coils of wire—say at London, Birmingham, Man-
chester, and Liverpool—fitted with proper needles.
The left side- of the London coil (a) is joined to the




THE ELECTRIC TELEGRAPH. 177

copper plate of the battery ; the right sid.e of A is con-
nected by one of the wires which you see on the rail-
way to the left side of coil B; the right side,ot B to
the left side of c; the right side of ¢ to the left of n;
and the right of »p to another wire, which runs, with-
out interruption, from Liverpool *to the zinc plate of
the battery in London. Thus, you sce, a complete
circuit of four hundred miles of wire, commencing at
the copper plate, and terminating at the zinc plate, is
established, having four coils or stations as part of the
circuit. Now, as the current is rushing through this
circuit from London to Liverpogl by the upper wire,
and back to London by the lower wire, we see that all
the needles point to the right (Fig. 5).

E\_l u
{(E_j Fig. 6.

¢ But, reverse the communication, as 1 showed you
before, and the current travels to Liverpool by the
lower wire, rcturning by the upper, and thus reverses
the direction of the needles (Fig. 6). If we with-
draw the battery altogether, the needles stand upright.”
(Fig. 7.) :

vI. i 12
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 But,” said Mr. Robson, ‘“how do B, ¢, and b
manage to move their own needles, or the ncedles at
each other’s stations ?

“There is a very simple mechanical contrivance,”
replied Mr. Carr, ¢ attachcd to each instrument, by
which the battery can be brought into use at the
various stations when required; but otherwise the
wires are left free for the passage of signals along
the whole line, which could not be the case if the
battery at any intermediate station was kept in con-
stant conncction with the wires. All the necdles
along the line would perpetually point in one direc-
tion, and the communication would, of course, be
stopped.”

Mr. Carr then led them into a room in which,
ranged upon long tables, were a great many curious
instruments, with mahogany cases, brass fittings, and
green dial-plates, bearing the letters of the alphabet,
arranged on cither side of an upright pointer or
needle. Clerks were reading messages from the vibra-
tions, of the pointers; some were scated before an
apparatus made of brass from which a paper slip or
ribbon was unrolled with great rapidity. Other clerks
appeared to listen with close attention to the taps of a
little hammer enclosed in a box. Altogether James
thought the sights and sounds were most puzzling.

Above the instruments were cards bearing the words,
“To Carlisle, Edinburgh, and Glasgow”; * To Man-
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chester and Liverpool ”.; “To Derbg, Leeds, York,
and Hull,” &ec., apparently indicating the towns with
which the instrumepts were directly in communication.

“T1 must tell you,” said Mr. Carr, “that when I
was first appointed superintendegt, the only instrument

12 #
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in use was the, double-needle telegraph, invented by
the late Sir W. F. Cooke and Sir Charles Wheatstone.
Here is one which we keep as a cpriosity, but it has
quite gone out of use.”

This was a very handsome apparatus in a polished
rosewood case. It had two pointers, and, Mr. Carr
said, required two wires. He explained that the tele-
graph with one needle could be worked with one wire
from point to point ; this last was a cheaper arrange-
ment.

That,”” continued the superintendent, pointing to
one of the instruments in use, “is a single-ncedle
telegraph. It is really one half of the old double-
needle, and is very simple and serviceable. Some-
times it is worked with what we call a drop-
handle, such as those you see in Fig. 8; but the
general plan is to use a pair of tappers, otherwise
known as “ keys.” But they are not in the least like
common keys. By moving the drop-handle to the
right or left, or by pressing one of the two keys, the
batterr, until that moment unconnected with the in-
strument, becomes connected with the wire of the main
line; and the electricity flowing through the coil,
causes the ncedle to move to the right or left. You
will understand this better, if you look again at Figs.
6 and 6, which show the battery-in action.”

At this moment the needle or pointer on the green
dial commenced a variety of movements, which fol-
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lowed each other so quickly that James found the
rapidity quite bewildering.

“That,” said the superintendent, when the motion
ccased, ‘““was a message passing through for Kidder-
minster.” .

“ But how did you know it was not for you, since
you could also rcad the message here? *’ asked James.

‘“ Because, before a message is commenced, a signal
is given to show for which office on this line of wire it
is intended, and from which office it is *about to be
sent. But now I will ask the clerk at Reading to go
through the alphabet very slowly, that you may see
how we communicate by signs.”

In less than a minute, to James’s astonishment, the
request was madc and agreed to, although the town of
Reading was many miles distant.

‘“ But, before he commences,”’” said Mr. Carr, ¢ let
me give you a word of explanation. The short sloping
mark under each letter, painted on the dial, means a
movement to the left if you find it on the right-hand of
the pointer, or a movement to the right if fbund on
the left-hand.”

With this preface, Mr. Carr gave the signal to
Reading, “Go on”’ ; and, to James’s delight, he saw
the needle beat once to the left and once to the right
(a) ; then once to the right and thrice to the left () ;
then left and right, left and right (c); next once to
the right and twice to the left (p); the needle obeying

[ 4



182 THE PARENTS’ CABINET.

the electrical iripulse from Reading, while no one
touched or even stood near it. '

James cbserved that he thought the letters must
puzzle the clerks, as the movements seemed so difficult
to follow. But Mr. Carr said the eye soon became
accustomed to such movements, however difficult they
might appear.

Meanwhile the alphabet went on; James finding
out, with the help of Mr. Cair, that one beat to the
right-hand n.eant (r), two beats (M), three (o), and
four (cH) ; while in the opposite direction, i.c., to the
left-hand, one beat mzaat (&), two beats (1), three (s),
and four beats the letter (5). Other letters he found
were signalled by means of a combination of some of
these movements.

When the alphabet was completed, Mr. Carr thanked
the Reading clerk for his attention, and the clerk
replied that he was happy to do anything that Mr.
Carr wished.

‘ What happens,’” asked James, “if a word is tele-
graphed’ which the clerk trying to read cannot make
out?”

“ Ah, that is a scnsible question,” observed Mr.
Carr. “ Well, the puzzled clerk returns what is called
the ¢ not-understand ’ signal—the letter 1 ; that is, he
makes the Reading needle point once to the left-hand.
Then the Reading clerk knows that his distant fellow-
clerk has not read off the last word ; and he spells it
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over agaiy. If, however, the word is umderstood, the
clerk at the distant office sends back T, meaning
thereby, ‘I understaad—go on’; if, however, he still
feels a doubt about the word just signalled, he repeats
the E, meaning, as I explained dust now, ‘spell the
word again ; I do not understand it.’

“But I must tcll you of a plan devised by a
clever man for making it easy to learn how to tele-
graph. He composed a soft of proverb for each set
of signs, whether to right or left. One proverb I recol-
lect. The letters T, M, 0, and cu are signalled, as you
saw, by strokes to the right-hand. ® So the group was
to be remembered thus:—* (T)urnips (m)ake (o)xen
(cn)eerful.” ”

Mr. Robson smiled, and James laughed outright.

“Then you do spell every word in full 7’ inquired
Mr. Robson.

“Every word ; but such is the rapidity with which
cxpericnced clerks can read the signals that, under the
old plan of using two needles, my chief clerk, Mr.
Evans, has deciphered, upon extraordinary occdsions,
600 beats of thc needle per minute ; or at about three
times the rate of ordinary writing.”

“ Do not telegraph clerks often mistake one signal
for another?”’ asked James. |

¢ Not often. Of course, at times, an act of careless-
ness may occasion a mistake; but with careful and

. experienced clerks errors are of rare occurrence. I
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recollect an agnusing blunder (if we may venture to
consider telegraphic errors as amusing) which once
happened :—A few years ago, 1 barrister on the
Northern Circuit, starting upon his journey, forgot to
take with him his wig. Upon his arrival at the town
where the judges held their court, he discovered his
omission ; and, therefore, at once telegraphed to his
clerk that he had, by mistake, left his wig locked up
in the strong-room. This‘was at the time when the
double-needle system was inuse; and the letters ¥ and
E closcly resembled ¢ (two beats for ¥, and one for ¥,
with a pause betwcen them; while threc beats one
after the other, without a pause, meant ). Well, as
ill-luck would have it, the letter ¢ was imperfeetly
signalled ; and the word ¢ wic’ read off ¢ wire’! You
may imagine the amazement of the lawyer’s clerk, to
whom the message was delivered, who thought, no
doubt, until the ludicrous blunder was clearcd up, that
cither his master had taken leave of his scnses, or that
his wife was spending a doleful evening in the strong-
room¢’’

Both James and his father laughed at this ancedote.

“Now,” said Mr. Carr, “1 have scveral other in-
struments to show you—the bell, the Morse printer,
and the sounder. The bell telegraph was invented
by Sir Charles Bright, who was one of the chief per-
sons cngaged in laying the first Atlantic telegraph
cable, and his brothcer, Mr. E. B. Bright. So it is
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called the Brights’ Bell Telegraph. It is gead by sound
and by mcans of two little hammers striking one or
other of thcse two lijtle bells. A single tap.on the
right-hand bell means (r), and a tap on the left (),
just as the ncedle moving to the right or the left
signals thosc lctters.”

1 think I should like to manage this telegraph
better than the other,” said James, who clearly pre-
ferred the tinkle of the bells to the silent movement
of the needle. .

“Let me show you thc sounder,” said Mr. Carr.

Fig. 9.
“This is an American invention. A single hammer
taps on a single bell or little block of metal. A quick
tap means (e), and a slower tap (r), and the ear must
learn to know the difference between quick taps and
slow ones.”
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“Dear me !l said James, “1 should not like that
at all. It would be very hard to learn, I should
think . w '

*“ Not as hard as you supposc; come here, Pettifer,”
said the superintendent, calling to a disengaged clerk.
““ Ask York if there is anything new to be seen in the
old city.”

The clerk spoken to by Mr. Carr industriously
worked the short lever, known as a “key,” of the
small instrument before him, and almost immediately
the sounder began, apparently of its own accord, to
hammer out a replx. « The sounds secemed to James all
alike, and to follow each other so quickly as to give
him no chance of making out which were long and
which short sounds.

Tick tick (1) tick tick tick, tick, tick (seE) tick tap
(a) tick tap tick, tick tap, tick tick, tap tick, tap tick
tick tick, tap tap tap, tick tap tap (rainsow). Then
followed many more ticks and taps.

*“ What says York? ” inquired Mr. Carr.

* Eis words are,” the clerk replied, “ ‘1 see a rain-
bow over the Minster.’

“All donein less than a minute,” said Mr. Robson.
“That is very quick work.”

Mr. Carr then proposed to explain the nature of an
electro-magnet ; because the principle of the Bell, the
Sounder, and the Printer were the same, and had to do
with clectro-magnets, and not with magnetic needles.
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Fig. 10.

“ Steel, once maguetized,” Mr. Carr said, “ remains
so for a long time. Iron may be®tomporarily mag-
netized ; that is, made to attract other iron, but it
remains so only as long as the means of magnetizing
continuc to be applicd. Take a ahort piece of pure
iron, say, of the size of the bobbin of a reel of cotton.
Wind around it fine silk-covered copper wire, leaving
both ends of the wire free. Now conunect the two ends
with the zine and copper plates of a galvanic battery.
The iron is then magnetic; disconnect the ends, and
the iron is no longer magnetic.” *

“ How is this wouderful principle applied to the
Sounder and other instruments?’’ inquired Mr.
Robson,

I will explain,” replied Mr. Carr.

“ Next to what I will still call the cotton bobbin is
placed the lever, which acts as a hammer or clapper to
the bell. It is furnished with a little spring. When
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the bobbinsbecomes a magnet the lever is drawn down
to it, and the other end flying up strikes the bell. As
soon.as the clectric currcnteis withdrawn from the
bobbin the iron within ccases to attract, and the little
spring draws the lever back into its old position.”

Mr. Robson was anxious to know how the electric’
current was sent into the hobbin and cut off from it.

Mr. Carr explained. ‘It is done,” said he, “by
this tapper, which we tall a ‘key.” If the key is
pressed élown for an instant the bobbin is magnetized for
an instant; because the key, being released, springs
up again, and the supply of clectricity is cut off.”

“T see,” exclaimed James. “If you press the key
down for half a second the bell gives out a quick,
sharp sound, and if pressed down for a whole second,
it gives a longer, slower sound.”

Mr. Carr was pleased with the intelligence shown by
James, and he went on to observe: “ The quick,
sharp sound (tick) would he k, the long, slow sound
(tap) T, the quick followed by the slow (tick tap) a,
and the slow followed by the quick (tap tick) . The
codes of all these systems,” continued the superin-
tendent, “are the same. The heat to the left of the
single ncedle is the dot or short mark of the printer
or ink-writing telegraph, and the tick or short sound
of the sounder or the stroke of the lcft-hand bell of
Bright’s Bell Telegraph. The beat to the right is the
dash or long mark of the ink-writer—the tap or long
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sound of the sounder or the stroke on the gight-hand
bell of Bright’s telegraph.

“The dot-and-dash cqde as shown on the narrow
paper riband of the ink-writer might be set up in type
in full-points or hypheus and dashes, so:

R A I N B 0 W

“] am told,”’ said Mr, Carr, ‘ that use is now being
made of this dot-and-dash «code (which has been
known generally as the Morse code) for ship and
army signalling by means of flags and other contri-
vances, where this ordinary electrig tglegraph is not
available.®

Both Mr. Robson and James werc much pleased at
being able to follow this explanation ; but they still
thought telegraphy must be a very diflicult art.

“ And pray,” asked Mr. Robson, “ can you forward
commuuications from this officc to Paris, Brussels,
Vicnna, or any continental city ?”

“Yes; it would bc possible to do so,” was the
reply; “but we are not always able’to hold digect
conversation with those citics from this office, because
our wires terminate at the central office in London ;
and, thercfore, we must first tclegraph there,—whence
the message is .re-telegraphed to its destination, But
were it not that our own arrangenients make this plan
preferable, we could, without doubt, ‘speak’ direct

* See article ** Making Telegmphs.”—Vol. V.
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with the Lontinent from this room. Very distant
cities are sometimes spoken with from London.”

“Iave you ever sent a.telecgraphic message to
India, without its stopping on the way?” inquired
Mr. Robson. .

“Oh, yes. I was present on the occasion of an
unbroken telegraphic communication being held be-
tween England and India by way of Russia. I was
shown into a small aml rather dark room of a house
situated in a narrow court off Moorgate Street, near
the Bank of England. A clerk sat beforc a small
apparatus not«larger than a writing-desk—of the
well-known sort, called the morse or ink-writing tele-
graph.

¢ ¢ Call Kurrachee,” said his chief. ¢ Now Kurrachee
is a town in India, many thousand of miles from London.

¢ ¢ Kurrachee answers,’ the clerk replicd.

¢ ¢ Ask what weather they have in the North-West
Provinces?’

“ Plentiful taps interspersed with ticks speedily
angwered :

¢ Firfe, damp, and hot,” read out the London clerk.

* Question and answer had occupied less than fwe
minutes.”’

“ Which way did the message go ?  asked James.

“From London, through Essex and Suffolk ; then
under the North Sea, through Germany, Poland, over
the Russian Steppes, and, finally, through Persia, I
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believe,” replied Mr. Carr, “to the ljttle office at
Kurrachee, which serves as the key to the great tele-
graph system of India.” . .

““Truth is certainly at times stranger than fiction,”
said Mr. Robson. “I think we have fairly outdone
the Arabian Nights with their marvels. But at the
risk of cxhausting your good-nature, let me ask one
more (uestion. Can you give us an instance of an
unusually rapid transaction of business between mer-
chants by means of the telegraph? ” .

“Yes,” said the superintendent, “ I can. A share-
broker in London one day gave ,in, a message at the
Central Telegraph Station, at twenty-five minutes past
twelve, addressed to his correspondent at Leeds, in
Yorkshire, 180 miles distant. The message, instructing
the agent to buy several thousand pounds’ worth of
railway sharcs, was transmitted to Leeds in three-
quarters of a minute ; it was delivered instantly to the
gentleman for whom it was intended, the shares were
bought, and the reply, announcing the completion of
the purchase, was telegraphed into Iondon at thirty-
onc minutes past twelve, in fact, before the ink on the
original message paper had become thoroughly dry!”

““Then,” said Mr. Robson, “ messages have been
actually sent over a total distance of 360 miles and
several thousand pounds laid out in six minutes? »

“ Precisely so. And although this does not occur
every day, still it shows what the tclegraph can do.
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We have received messages from abroad cven before
the time at which they were stated to have been
written. But this, of course, was owing to a differcnce
in the clocks caused by a difference of longitude.
Now, I must tell you a very wonderful fact,” said the
superintendent, “ which is of the utmost importance to
us. The elcctricity that conveyed the news that there
is a rainbow over York Minster may be said to have
performed half its journey through the earth, and the
other half by wire.”

“Is it possible?”” cried both Mr. Robson and his
sou, .

“Yes,” was the reply ;  instead of having in reality
one wire to convey the electricity to the distant sta-
tions and a separate wire for its rcturn—i.e., two wires
for each instrument—we bury the ends of theline wires
in the carth at the terminal stations, say, for instance,
at London and Liverpool ; so that whilc onc wire con-
veys the clectricity in one dircction, the earth itself
supplies the place of the second wire, thus forming
halfc the circuit.” Under the application of this dis-
covery, a signal passing from London to Liverpool
along the line wirc, returns to the earth, and cither
passes through it to London and vice versd, or, pushing
a little electricity into thc earth at Liverpool, pushes
a little out at London, and so completes the circuit. I
did not tell you this at first, because I wished my ex-
planation to be as simple as possible, and even now 1
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have not used exact scientific langnage, sothat I might
not puzzle you.”

“ But,”” inquired James, “why do we see se many
wires on the telegraph-posts? I counted twenty one
day.”

“We seldom allow more than six stations to be in
communication with one at a time, or else our business
would be delayed by several offices wishing to tele-
graph at once. But,” continued Mr. Carr, ““there is
a great dcal yct to be explained respecting.the sub-
marine and subterrancan telegraphs, and various forms
of telegraphic apparatus; and I haye a collection of
anecdotes to rclate that would interest you. But I
must reserve these for another day, as the office is
about to close. I recollect, however, once saving a
woman'’s life by telegraph, but ”

“Oh! pray tell us that story !’ exclaimed James.

““ One dark winter’s morning,” replied the superin-
tendent, ‘“ a woman gave her daughter, who was on the
point of starting for a distant town by railway, a
strong -doze of laudanum in mistake for a cowdial
mixture. Some time after the daughter’s departure,
the mother, to her horror, found out the mistake she
had committed. In her distress some relatives pro-
posed the use of the telegraph. It wasthen too early to
find the office open, and the relations came in the
greatest haste and distress to me. Not a moment
was to be lost, or the girl’s life might pay the penalty,
B ¢ 8 13
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I came immediatcly to this office, and ascertained that
the train was then in sight of the Swinton Station,.on
the Midland Railway. I telegraphed instantly to the
station-master, describing the girl and explaining the
case, and requested him to take the young woman out
of the train, and send for a medical man.”

““Was she saved ? > eagerly asked James.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Carr; “ thc message was just
in time. The young woman was found in a most
critical state; but by the prompt measurcs taken by
the doctor she was, to the great joy of her mother,
restored to consciourness, and she ultimately recovered
her usual health.”

“Oh!” said James, “how proud you must have
felt at having saved her life.”’

“It was certainly a happy result,” said Mr. Carr;
“and I felt grateful at having been, in the discharge
of my duty, the means, in some degree, of bringing it
about.”

Mr. Robson Ithanked the superintendent for the
kintlness which he had shown in explaining the won-
ders of his office; and he and his son rcturned home
very much interested and gratified with what they had
scen and heard of the Electric Telegraph.
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THE BREAD RIOT.

Once, when I was a very little girl, about five years
old, there was a great strike in our town. There have
been so many strikes lately that I think all of you
children must know what that means; but in case
anyonc should not, I will explain that when any body
of workpeople, such as builders, or colliers, or weavers
join to ask higher wages from their masters, and refuse
to do any work until the masters wil{ give them these
higher wages, that is called a strike. The colliers Rave
always been very ready to make use of strikes, when-
ever they have wanted any change made either in their
pay or work, and it was a colliers’ strike that happened
when I was little.

It lasted a very long time, ten or twelve weeks, and
caused a great deal of misery ; for, of course, when the
colliers would not work they could not have any wages,

13 *
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and there was little money to take home to their wives,
and very little food for them and their children to eat.
The streets used to be filled all day long with numbers
of idle men, who sat on the kerb-stones, or leaned
against the walls, or stood about in groups in the wide
market-place talking over their grievances, and abusing
the masters; until, as the weeks went on, and their
little children grew white and thin, and their homes
more empty, and their own hunger more keen, they
began to: think all the world was to blame for the
wretched state they were in, and they grumbled not
only at the masters, but at all who were better off than
themselves. It is very hard for those who are sufter-
ing much to be just, and these poor men became very
unjust, and fancying that every man’s hand was
against them, turned their hands against all.

At the time of the strike we were all living in a
pretty little white cottage in the country, about three
miles out of town. Papa had taken this little house
for us children, pad it was our house. Papa only came
to visit us every Saturday and Sunday, and used to
live in the large dull town house all the week, because
his office was there, and he did not like to be away
from the office except on Sundays. So Pansy Cottage
was our house. We called it Pansy Cottage because
there were so many beautiful pansies in our garden.
Mamma had died the year before, when we were all so
little we could remember hardly anything about her,
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and papa had first sent us to this pretty®cottage just
after her death. I was four years old then, and I
thought nothing could®be more delightful than'to live
in a real cottage. Our house in town was large and
dull, built of dark red bricks, witl? dark oak staircases
and floors, and with so many rooms in it that half of
them were unused. It stood in the wide, old-fashioned
street, with only other red houses before it, and a large
flagged court behind, round ‘which were built stables,
coach-houses, brew-houses, and laundry. True, there
was a strip of bright garden below that, sloping down
to the river, with flowers and ffuiltrees, and pretty
beech-trees whose bough swept over the brown water
of the river, but that was some way behind, and the
back windows only looked upon the court.

Now, our cottage in the country was white and
small, with lattice windows, long and low, outside
shutters, tlagged floors, and the front door opening
right into the tiny parlour. There were only six rooms
altogether in it, and we had to havegur meals in the
kitchen, and make a nursery of the garden. What
could be more delightful ? Creepers grew over the
walls, and you could gather roses from the windows;
when the front door was open a great toad who lived
under the one white doorstep wonld walk into the par-
lour, and every inch of ground beyond the four white
walls was full of wonders for us little town children.
- 1 do not think I have ever been happier than I was
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the first dayel spent at Pansy Cottage, and the whole
time of our stay there during two summers scems to ine
now as'if it had been a bright pleasant time, in spite
of onc or two things that were not pleasant. When
papa left us on Mouday morning to return to work,
we were left to spend the rest of the week alone with
the nurse and a girl who did all the rough work about
the little house. But we never felt lonely, because
our cottage was built on t6 the end of an old-fashioned
farmhoust, where lived a large family, and our garden
opened on to the farmyard, and nurse knew that if we
were ill, or needéd help from any cause, the Rimmers
(the farmer’s name was Rimmer) would he glad to
give it.

It was growing late in the autumn, the Keswick
apples were all gathered, and the late pear-trce that
stood in the middle of the large garden had only one
or two pears left on it for papa to gather the next
Saturday, when one day Edward and I, being quite
alone in the pretfy garden, we saw a poor little ragged
hegdar-boy comc through our garden-gate and beg at
the kitchen-door. He was soon sent away by nurse,
who was not by any means tender-hcarted, and we saw
that he was crying as he went along. He was a little
boy, not much bigger than I was, and he was quite
alone, and the town was a long way off. I felt very
sorry for him, and said to Ted :—

“ Go and tell that littlc heggar-boy to come here, and
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I will give him some pears, Nurse is crgss, and won’t
give him any bread; but I am sure papa would give
him some pears.” o

T'ed ran, and by the time he had come back I had
gathered two beautiful brown pegrs, which I gave to
the boy. Hec svon ceased crying, and his black eyes
twinkled with pleasure as he eat them, chattering all
the time. He was Irish, and quite ready to forget his
gricf, and be funny and nferry as soon as people were
kind to him, and we thought him a delightful boy.
Wec walked altogether along the garden-path through
the gate, and across the wide fatmyard, until we had
started the poor little fellow fairly on his way home
along the dusty high road; and as we went he told us
his name, and where he lived, and we began to feel a
kind of property in him, and when he had gone we
called him “our little beggar-boy,” and hoped he
wenld come again some day. But when we went in
nurse gave us a great scolding; she had seen us go
across the yard with the ragged litle fellow, and made
us tell her all that had passed between us and the boy.
When she heard about the pears she was very angry,
and said she should tell papa of our stealing his
fruit. This madc me very unhappy, and though I
had not thought I was stealing the pears at the time
I took them, I began to feel afraid to tell papa what
I had done, and dreaded his visit on Saturday. But I
could not be sorry that “our little beggar-boy ”’ had
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enjoyed thene, and I felt sure that if papa had seen
him he would have given them to him.

Well, some days after this furse said‘ she would
take us to spend the morning in the High-field, a hilly
pasture with a deepe railway cutting running through
it, and we were all of us so fond of watching the trains
that we were very glad to get ready to go with her.
Bahy and Tom were placed in their little brown woodcn
carriage, which nurse pulled along; it was not like a
perambulator which a nurse pushes before her—it was
drawn by a long handle, and nurse went first, and
then came the carrfage ; and when both the little ones
were in it, either Ted or I pushed behind.

In this way we reached the High-ficld, and had just
caught sight of the railway, when a train came in
sight. Nurse took baby in her arms to let him sce,
and Tom climbed on to the seat of the carriage, and
stood there clapping his hands. When the train had
gone by baby was put back into his seat, and little Tom
was told to sit dowy, and then, without waiting to sce
her ofder obeyed, nurse drew on the carriage. Poor
little Tom, however, had not sat down as he was told,
and directly the carriage moved he tottered, lost his
halance, and fell over the back, coming down heavily
on his left arm. Of course, he cried, and nurse was
frightened and then angry. You must have found out
by this time that she was not cither a very careful or a
very kind person. She picked the little fellow up, and
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looked him all over; and when she fodnd there was
nothing amiss to be seen, told him to stop crying
directly. But poor little Tom still cried on, and when
she lifted him up to place him once more in the car-
riage, he scrcamed violently. This made nurse so
angry that she shook him, telling him he was a very
naughty boy; and if he did not stop crying directly,
she would take us all home,.and we should see no more
trains. But threats were of no use; he screamed
louder than ever for a moment or two, and then the
scrcams changed into a low wail, with a little sob now
aud then when the ground was e.spe.cially uneven, and
the carriage jolted over the sods, so it was no use for
us to stay any longer. Tom was an especial pet of
mine, and I had no heart for trains while he was un-
happy and nurse was cross; and baby soon found out
all was wrong, and began to cry too; so I think we
were ail glad when we turned towards home. Home,
however, did Tom no good; his piteous little ery
went on and on, and never stopphd either fos our
kisses or nurse’s scoldings, till she became really
frightened.

1 have told you that Papa usually came to see us
only once a week, on a Saturday; but this Thursday
afternoon, when we were in the midst of all our
trouble, he came. I had climbed up into my favourite
resting-place, the broad ledge of the lattice window of
* the kitchen. This window was long and rather low,
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with tiny squlare panes of glass, and it looked on to a
great bed of old-fashioned blue forget-me-nots, and in
the Midsummer weather I used %to think that it must
be the loveliest of all flowers, as T looked down at the
little island of blue‘stars. And then, when they were
over, came clove-carnations, and honcysuckles which
climbed all round the window, and lavender; and if I
looked over the flower-bed, and through the white
palings, I could scec all that went on in the farm-yard,
and everyone who came in at the great gate leading
from the high road. Whencver nurse was especially
cross upstairs, and 1 could get away, I found my way
into the kitchen, climbed the broad white dresser, and
found peace and happiness in my window-seat.

And now while 1 was lying here watching the men
in the great barn, and wishing, oh ! so_very much, that
little Tom would stop crying, 1 saw papa come
through the great gates, walking huriiedly. In a
moment I was off the dresser, through the open door,
and by papa’s sig4, with my little hand in his, telling
him ‘the great adventure of the day—Tom’s fall in the
High-field. Papa walked straight into the kitchen., He
did not scem to listen to me, and looked tired and
cross I thought; but now I know he was anxious
and worried ; for he-had come to tell us that there
was a riot in the town, and that he feared that the
rioters might come to our little cottage to take what
they could find. And so he had left his office and
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walked here to make us lock our doors® and close our
shatters, so that the house should look as if there was
no one in it, hoping By this means to make the rioters
pass it by as not likely to yield much plunder. I
listened as he told nurse and Ann that there were
thousands of men now marching all through the town,
calling for bread, and stopping at every baker’s shop
and every provision shop, to smash shutters and win-
dows and seize every loaf and ham and cheese they
could find, They were the colliers who were out on
strike ; they were weary of hunger and idleuness, and
full of -envy for those betier ‘off® than themselves.
They had listened, too, to men who had made grand
specches to them about what they ought to have and
how they were defrauded of their rights ; and, growing
impaticnt of suffering to which they saw no end, and
without at first intending much mischief, they had
gone to the largest baker in the town to ask him to
give them bread, bread not for themselves, but for
their little children and wives, wBg were starving at
home. The baker refused, and someone in the Crowd
threw a stone at the windows of the shop, crying out:
““ Then if you will not give we must take!” It was
the casy beginning of a great deal of harm. The rest
caught up stones and sticks, and before many minutes
had gone by the whole of the shop-front was destroyed,
and every loaf in it was in the hands of the rioters.
And from this shop they went on to others, and then
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to the houses 'of the rich pecople living in town, saying
they must have bread, and when the people saw the
number of angry shouting mes, they all gave what
they could—bread or meat or money—while the more
they got the more ‘the men asked for, with angry
threats.

Soon people began to say that when thc mob had
got all they could in the town they would go to the
houses standing alone in the country and plunder
them. Papa thought of us, and knew how frightened
we should be if the rough, angry mob came to our
little cottage, and 'so he set off at once to come to us
to give us what protection he could, and arrange how
best to prepare for them. I listencd to all this at the
time without understanding more than that there was
something frightening going to happen, and while I
listened 1 nearly forgot Tom and his fall ; but all the
time papa was talking the little wailing cry could be
heard, and at last he stopped to ask :

“ What is the #atter with Tom? ”

“Oh, nothing, Sir,” answcred nurse; ““he had a
little tumble to-day, and he has been cross ever since.”

Papa did not wait to hear more, but ran upstairs
quickly to the nursery, and, taking the poor little
fellow in his arms, tenderly questioned him, and
examined each of his limbs. He soon found the tiny
left arm hung helpless at his side, the collar-bone was
broken | I think poor ,papa must have felt sadly
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puzzled what to do when he found this out. The poor
little bonc must be set, and set at once, for already it
had been neglected too long ; the town was three miles
off, and to carry Tom there and back—for there was
no carriage of any kind to be had near us—and to have
the bone set would take more than two hours, and in
that time the rioters might be upon us. I should not
like to decide in such a case. But papa’s mind was
soon made up. He must jJave the bone set. without
delay. So he first himself closed all the outside
shutters of the cottage and barred and locked the front
door; then wrapping Tom up ip a, warm, soft shawl,
he set off to the surgeon’s house, telling the servants
on no account to open the door of our cottage or any
of the shutters, but to remain quiet, and to keep us
children quiet in a room upstairs whatever might
happen. I felt frightened enough when first he left
us, for 1 saw how terrified nurse and Ann looked, and
I knew that it must be something very strange that
should make papa put us all in the dark while the sun
was still shining; but I think, wikcn we were, once
more safe back in the nursery, with a candle and our
toys, I must soon have forgotten my fears, for I do
not remember in the least how we passed the time till
his rcturn. But the rioters did not come.

About four o’clock papa cate back, still carrying
my little brother in his arms; but he was no longer
wailing piteously, but lay fast asleep, looking pale but
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quite comfortable, and the poor little arm was safely
bandaged and sure to do well. What papa said then
to nurse I do not know; but I do know that she was
sent away very soon after this, and we children
always believed it was because she had been so cruel
to Tom.

Four o'clock was tea-time for us children, and we
always had all our meals in the kitchen, except when
papa was at the cottage, and then Edward and T, the
two eldest had them with him in the tiny parlour.
But this day papa said he would have tea with us in
the kitchen, so thrt ve might all be together, and also
because in that room there was a fire, and we could
manage without burning a candle, and so would be less
likely to be noticed hy the rioters if they camec our
way. For though thc outside black wooden shutters
were all closed, they did not fit well, and a bright light
would show itself through many a chink and cranny
to those outside. So there we sat in the gloom round
the little tea-table hardly daring to speak above a
whisger; it all lodked so strange.

We were in the midst of our tea when we began to
hear a great roar, faint at first, hut soon growing more
loud and near, a sound of many voices and of many
feet, and we knew the mob was coming at last. I
began to cry, so did Ted, and I think the maids would
have cried too, had not papa told them sharply to be
quiet. He was listening, trying to distinguish which
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way the pcople were going, and soon he turned round,
looking much happier than he had done before on
that day, and said—

““They are going farther on; they are passing the
great gates without turning in.”

Just as he said this there came hurried steps up the
garden path, and a hurried, loud knock at the kitchen-
door. No one moved or spoke, for papa made a sign
we should keep quict; them camc a louder knock, and
then we heard someone striking the shutfers of my
favourite window, as if determined to break them in,
Then papa got up, and called ouk:

“ Who ’s there; what do you want ?”’

“ Bread! bread !’ shouted hack someone, ¢ and we
must have it!”

“ Wait a moment,” said Papa; “I will open the
window.”

And he did so, unfastening the shutters and looking
out. Two men stood there, not very bad-looking men,
but thin, pale, careworn and exgjted, with ragged
clothes and very dusty feet, feet wh¥ch were tregding
down my dear forget-me-not plants, and eyes which
looked in upon us suspiciously and greedily. There
was not much to see, a very plain cottage kitchen,
some frightcned women and children, and half a loaf
of bread on the table by the teacups.

“What do you want here?’’ again asked papa.

He stood a little to one side in the shadow, and I
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think that the men thought it was a poor man’s cot- +
tage they had come to, a man perhaps not so very
much better off than themselves. At any rate, they
answered more quietly. "

“ e are starving; give us bread for our wives and
children.”

Papa took two or three shillings out of his pocket,
and held them out to the men, saying :

““Nay, you would not take the bread from my chil-
dren. That is all we have in the house, and if you
take it we can get no more to-day.”

“No,no ! ” said the two together, while one of them
added, *“ We doan’t wish for to starve other folk as
well as oursecns. Good-night!” and they were gone
as suddenly as they had come.

For some time we could hardly beliecve that they
were gone. We had felt so frightened, and so sure that
something dreadful was going to happen, that we could
not believe that all the danger was over. But it was
s0. The two men ran across the garden, jumped the
fence and the farm-yard gate, and we could sce them
no longer, while the sound of angry voices and heavy
wooden shoe$ grew less every moment. Papa looked
happy again, and said that he would go out and see if
all the mob had passed. They had; by thc time he
reached the great gate there was not a creature to be
seen along the white dusty road, and the sound of
their voices came faintly from over the hill on the way
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to S , the nearest village. When he came back he
said we might open the shutters and enjoy the sun-
shine, and even go in#p the garden, and we felt like
prisoners releascd.

Onc of the fa;rmer.’s sons came i soon after. He
had been to the town on business, and there he had
found that the riot had so completely upset the people
that he could neither do the business he had gone upon
nor rcturn home, as the mob had taken our road and
forced all the peaceable people they met to jéin them,
So he had waited, and then followed them at some
distance. He brought news that the dbldiers had been
sent for by the mayor early in the afternoon and were
expected every moment to arrive by train when he
left the town. There were no telegraphs in -those
days; but therc was a railway to the nearest town
where soldiers were stationed, and the messenger had
been scnt on a pilot-engine, so that no time had been
lost. But the town was fifteen miles away, and a body
of soldiers must take some time to gef*ready and come
that distance even by train.

Ned Rimmer had hardly told us this, and we were
all standing in a group in the farm-yard listening to
him and the other farm-people as they told tales of
what this mob had done, and other mobs before it, in
our old town, when suddenly we again heard the shouts
and cries and heavy wooden clogs of the rioters, and

.8oon could see them rushing down the hill on the
VI, 14
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S roadg shouting, screaming, running with head=
long speed—men and boys, some few women, and even
children—clambering over hedees, stiles, and gates on
each side of the road, and all crying at the top of their
voices, * The soldizrs! the soldiers!"”

It would be difficult to make you understand the
confusion and terror they were in; they torc down
some palings in one place, and some fifty of them
rushed through the opening and ran across the field;
in another place, just opposite our farm-yard, where
there were two gates side by side leading into two pas-
tures, some of tuem threw one flat to the ground, and
leapt over it, and then, stooping behind the hedge so
that they might not be seen, ran along it; while
others clambered over the next gate and disappeared
in a little copse close by, and everyone secmed to us
to be so frightened that they hardly knew what they
were doing.

In the midst of all this, all at once I saw * our
little beggar boy *’ standing by our gate, trying to lift
the heavy latch. He looked more wretched than ever;
he was crying bitterly, and his poor little feet were all
bleeding and covered with grey dust. Assoon asI
saw him I darted towards the gate, and papa followed
me calling sharply, “ Come back, Annie, you will be
hurt! What are you thinking of ? ”

“ It is our little beggar boy " was my only answer,
as I tried to pull the gate open. '
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Papa was by my side now, and he seon opened it,
saying:

‘“ Do you want thisslad to come in ? Poor fellow ! he
does not look much like a rioter. Come into the yard,
and you shall stay here till all thescrowd has gone.”

So he came in, and stood by us on the hillock ; and
he told us, between his sobs, that his father was among
the riotors, and that he had followed him from the
town, thinking that it was "only fun, and that. he had
liked it very much until they were close upbn the vil-
lage of S , when the leaders of the mob were met
by a small party of colliers whe t8ld them that the
soldiers, instead of going to the town as everyone ex-
pected, had alighted from the train at S station
and were now within a quarter of a mile. A sudden
panic seized the whole mass of people, and in their
mad effort to get away, “our little beggar boy
had been thrown down and his foot trodden on; but
he scrambled up and had managed to limp as far
as our gate, and then stopped, in the hope, I thought,
of seeing me. He had no idea where his father *was ;
but that did not seem to trouble him, if he could only
rest for a little time and might wait till the soldiers
had gone by, he could soon find his way home.

I believe he expected the spldiers to fire on him,
poor little mite! as a rioter, and trembled with terror
as he spoke of them.

Papa told Ann to take him in and to give him some
14 *
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bread and bLntter and milk, and then to make him’
bathe his fect at the pump, while Nurse looked for a
pair of my old shoes for him toevalk home in.

By this time the mob had entirely disappcared. The
dusk was coming on, and this helped the people in
their escape ; and before we left the farm-yard not a
soul could be secn along the white road nor in any of
the fields.

Three times in my life I have seen soldiers in pur-
suit of a ‘mob, and each time the sight of them has
made me feel frightened and inclined to cry. Partly,
I think, because a latge body of men, several hundreds
most likely, are all acting as onc man, and this gives
the looker-on the feeling of great strength and power;
the hundreds of feet which move as one foot; the
hundreds of guns which will be fired together, as if
there was only one mind to direct, and one arm to
hold, and one hand to pull the trigger, make you
feel that no force can stand against them, and
that they can do anything they choose no one having
the ttrength to prevent them. Especially you feel
this, when the soldiers come after a frightened, rush-
ing mob, in which each man is thinking only of him-
self and has not a thought to spare for anyone else,
when he blindly rushes on without having even courage
to stop to make up his mind as to the best thing to do,
and dashing here and there as his fears drive him.

The old proverb says * Union is strength ”’ ; and even
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when I was a little girl I felt this, without knowing
exactly what it was I felt. This time the soldiers
came down the hill gin lines which stretched from
hedge to hedge, and if there had been anything or any
person in their way they must have swept it before
them; but nothmg was there, and it almost seemed as
if they had come too late to be of any use. But it
was not so. Without them, our old town would have
been at the mercy of the thob, and the people would
have gone on from bad to worse, while thei? presence,
even at some distance, had heen enough to restore
order. They passed us standing o1t our hillock; we
watched them ‘disappear over the railway-bridge on
their way to the town, and wec hcard afterwards that
when they reached it not a single rioter was to be
scen ; the vast crowd had melted away like snow in
sunshine, and the soldiers quietly took up their abode
in W , with nothing to do but to look fierce.

As soon as they were past the farm our little beggar
boy badc us good-night and followed them at a very
respectful distance, We never saw m again. °

That cvening papa took me and Ted to his own room
to look at poor little Tom lying with a pretty flushed
face and bandaged arm in a cot that had been placed
by the side of papa’s bed, for he would not trust
Nursc with him that night. Then he kissed us and
seut us to bed ; and that is the end of my story about
the Bread Riot.
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ARTHUR’S BOX OF INSECTS.

“ AUNT MaRY,” shid ‘Arthur Burton, coming into the
parlour with a deal hox under his arm, “have you
time to look at the insects that mamma has sent me
from India? I want you to tell me what you know
about them. They are so curious. Onec looks just
like a bit of dry stick.”

“Yes,” replied his aunt. “We can have a talk
about the insects now, But run and fetch Janc; she
will like to join us?’

Afthur fetched his sister. Then he placed his
insect-box upon a little table by his aunt, and he and
Jane came and stood close beside her.

“I have been reading,” said Aunt Mary, *your
brother Fred’s -account of the strange colours and
shapes of certain animals and insects. He has been
writing a paper for the Natural History Society of his
school, which he calls ¢ The Protective Colouring and
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Form of Animals.” I do not think you would be able
to understand it all, but I will tell you a little about
it. Fortunately he speaks of your stick-insect, Arthur.
I shall come to that presently

““Most animals need some means of concealing
themsclves from tHeir enemies. ~ Some animals, like
the mole, can burrow in the ground and hide themselves
that way ; others, like the bat, come out only after
daylight, when the darkness hides them. But there is
another means of concealment, which is in the colour
of the animal itself. Its colour is the same as the
ground on which the creature lives, or the foliage of
the trees that surround it. Thus it can move about
unperceived by its enemies.

“1 will give you an instance to explain my meaning.
You remember how you admired the pretty green
paroquets the other day at the Zoological Gardens ?
Well, they live in tropical countries where the trees
are grcen all the year round. Their green colour
therefore conceals them capitally. | But here in Eng-
land, where the trees shed their leages every autumn,
the birds are of a quiet brown colour, with only slight
variations of tint.” :

“QOh, yes, Aunt, I know that,” cried Jane; “it is
often difficult to find out where a bird is, even if it is
singing up in a tree close at haid.”

“That is because the bird is just the same colour as
the bough on which it is sitting. Now a great many
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of the msects have not ouly the same colour as their-
surroundings, *but have the Jorm also of the thing upon
which they are resting. It is so :vuh your stick-insect,

Arthur.”
“Then does the stick-insect live amongst dead twigs,

Aunt?”’ asked Arthur.

“Yes; it is always found amongst them, and it
never rests on fresh green leaves, where it would be
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conspicuous. The little creature itsel]f imitates the
form of dead sticks still further, for it always hangs
from twigs with its lggs extended at uneven distances.

‘“ Sometimes the stick-insccts are covered with a
curious growth that looks exactly like the lichen you
have secn upon redl twigs.”

““ How strange, Aunt,” cried Arthur. ‘I think it
is a very good thing that they are so well hidden from
their encmies, for I don’® see how they could defend
themselves if they were attacked. They hawe no sting,
I suppose, like wasps ?”

““ No, the stick-inscct is quite powerless to defend
itself from its cnemics, the birds, snakes, and monkeys
that prey upon it, so that its deceptive appearance is its
only protection, There is an Indian butterfly, called the
leaf-butterfly, which is as curious as the stick-insect.
Here is a picture of it,” continued Aunt Mary. “It
forms one of the illustrations to Fred’s papcr.

““ You sce the butterfly in two positions; first with
its wings open flying, and secomdly with its wings
closcd resting upon a spray.”

“But 1 can’t see it resting, Aunt,”’ said Jane.
¢ Surely thosc are only lcaves on the spray ? ”

“No; the lower one of them is the butterfly. But
I don’t wonder that you mistook it for a leaf, for in
that position it looks cxactly like ome. The under
surface of the wings arec of a dull shade of yellow or
brown, and they have marks on them, just like the

o
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ribs and veins pf a leaf. When the butterfly settles,
it attaches itself to a twig by its middle pair of legs,
whilst its body, head, and antenz are concealed by its
wings which are closed. The hind wings, as you see in

the picture, are pointed. When the wings are closed
these points come together, and, touching the twig,
they look exactly like the little stalk of aleaf. Then
to make the creature still more like a dead leaf, it has



ARTHUR'S BOX OF INSECTS. 219

often dark patches of colour on it $hat resemble
mould or mildew.”

“How different the butterfly looks with its wings
open!” remarked Arthur. It seems to be quite
brightly coloured on the upper susface.”

“Yes; it is blue with a bright yellow band across.
But these colours, which make the butterfly conspi-
cuous, are not a disadvantage to it. They are only
exposed to view when the creature is flying, and it flies
so swiftly that it cannot be easily caught. + When the
butterfly scttles on a twig, it remains perfectly still
with its wings closed, as you sec®it 4n the picture. It
always rests in bushes of dead leaves, and is never
scen upon flowers or in fresh green foliage.

¢ Caterpillars very much resemble the leaves and
twigs upon which they feed. I think you must have
noticed that.”

“Oh, yes! We were taking some caterpillars off
the rose-trees yesterday evening, and it was quite
difficult to find them, because theypwere just the same
colour as the rose-leaves. And I®remember, Aunt,
you showed me once a picture of the Emperor Moth
caterpillar, It was green, with pink spots on it, and -
you told me that it fed among pink heather. So it
must have been just the sam¢ colour as the flowers
and the leaves of the heather.”

“That is a good instance,” said Aunt Mary. “I
am glad you have remembered it.”
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““\What is this insect, Aunt ? ” asked Jane, pointing
to one in the box, that looked something like a large
grasshopper.

“That is a mantis. It also is protected by its
colour, which varies according to its surroundings.
Some kinds, that are found amongst dead leaves, or
on the bark of trees, are of a greyish brown colour,
whilst others, that live in fresh green foliage, are
bright green. The grcen mantis are abundant in
Egypt. I rccollect being rather startled by the first
one that 1 saw when I was staying in Egypt., I was
pickiug a spray of green leaves from one of the small
trces in our garden, when suddenly I saw a large
grecn creature on my hand. I had not obscrved it
amongst the leaves, as it had been completely con-
cealed by its grecen colour. I shook it off, fearing it
might sting me. But I learnt afterwards that the
mantis does not sting. The name mantis meaus
prophet. You see what curious long front legs it has?
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Well, it moves them about in a very strange way
whilst the rest of its body remains perfectly still. On
this account people ysed to suppose that it was pro-
phesying future events. In Eg ypt it is called the Pray-
ing Mantis. The Mahomedans, vhen they pray, wave
about their arms in the air, and as the mantis waves
its front legs somewhat in the samc way, they have
given it that name. Cuvier says that the Hottentots
have the highest vcneratidh for the mantis, and if it
happen to alight on any person, he is considered by
them as the peculiar favourite of heaven, and ever
afterwards holds the rank of a sdint® I was not aware,
at the time, of my good fortune.

“These insects, however, are very unsaint-like in
nature. They will kill and cat one another without
being impelled to do so by hunger. A naturalist, who
had observed them when fighting, says: ¢ Their ma-
nceuvres very much resemble those of hussars fight-
ing with sabres. Sometimes one cleaves the other
through at a single stroke, or sevems its head from its
body. When the battle is over, #he conquerer de-
vours his antagonist.””’

“ What strange creatures!’’ exclaimed the chil-
dren.

““They are, indeed ; and it .is said that even the
young ones that have just come out of the eggs, will
attack each other fiercely ! ¥

«“T remember, Aunt,” said Jane, ‘ that cousin



222 THE PARENTS’ CABINET.

Annie told me she had seen a mantis in the south
of France. She told me, too, that she had seen little
green frogs there that live up in ¢he trees. I suppose
their green colour hides them capitally amongst the
green leaves.”

“Yes., It is not at all easy to find them on that
account. The common English frog, on the other hand,
is of a very different colour, as you know. Its colour
is mottled buff and brown, which is just the same as
that of the’ground it inhabits, so that the colour of
cach kind of frog conceals it in its different situation.
The English frog” possesses a further power of pro-
tection. 1t can change its colour, to a certain extent,
something like the camelcon. Its body is covered
with little cells, which it can open and shut, and by
doing so change its colour. You can prove this by
putting a frog into a dark box, and then placing it
on a sheet of white paper. You will soon see that it
becomes considerably lighter in colour. But remember
if you try this exfleriment, to handle the frog very
gently or you wifl hurt it, and be sure to let it go as
soon as possible.”

“I should like very much to see a frog change
colour,” said Arthur, “and I promise you that I will
be very careful not to hurt it.”

“Did you ever see a cameleon, Aunt?” asked
Jane. :

““Yes, I once had one f.or a pet. That was when I
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was visiting your father and mother ingEgypt. I will
tell you about it. )

“One day we were walkingqacross a part of the
desert when we saw a very curious little animal, crawl-
ing along on thesand. I turngd my parasol upside
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down and indu-ed the little creature to walk into it,
and by this means wc brought it home. We found
on inquiry that it was a cameleon. Here is a picture
of one,” continued Aunt Mary, opening a book which
lay on the table.

““The camelecn, as you see by its form, is a kind of
lizard. It is provided with no means of defence of
any kind, and can only move along very slowly. It
would, therefore, fall an easy prey to its encmies if it
had not some special means of protection. But this
it has, in the power of changing its colour to resemble
the particular surfice upon which it is resting. It can
thus hide itself most effectually.

““ We often observed our cameleon change its colour.
When it was upon fresh green leaves it was bright
green, when upon sand it was of a sandy colour, and
when placed on a piece of black cloth, it was very
dark, indeed almost black. You see by the picture
that the cameleon has a very short meck. It is so
short that the hea& cannot be turncd from side to
side 2 we turn our heads, But to compensate for this
the camcleon has large prominent zyes, which move
independently of one another, so that they can look
in two directions at once. Its feet have five long toes,
like fingers, with which it grasps the twigs of trees,
and it ean grasp them also with its tail. We noticed
that our cameleon would hang by 1ts tail when moving
from one twig to another.” .
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“What does the cameleon feed wupon? ” asked
Arthur.

“ 1t feeds upon flies and other insccts,” answered
his aunt. “We used to hav® a large vase of
flowers standing in the middle of our table in
the drawing-room. The camelcon, would sit on
onc of the sprays of fern or flowers, and wait there
patiently for flies. Its body would rcmain quite
immovable, one cye wouldshe directed forwards, look-
ing out for flies, whilst the other was dirgcted back-
wards, and s€emed to be on the watch for any signs
of danger. If we came near to theetable or made any
noise, this sccond eyc would be turned on us at once.
When a fly settled on a leaf ncar to him, the camelcon
would dart out his long tonguc and scizc it.» The tonguc
of the camcleon, when stretched out, is ncarly as long
as its body, and it has a gummy substancc at the end,
which makes it stick to its prcy. Sometimes, just as
the cameleon was going to seize a fly, the fly would
escapc, and then the force of derting out his long
tonguc would overbalance the cameleon, and he grouid
roll head over hgels on to the table. However, he
would soon climb up on, to his old perch and begin
again to look out for flics. 1le could not escape, as
he was unable to leap off the table or to climb down
its polished surfacc; but he seemed quite content to
remain with us. He never attempted to bite or scratch
us when we took him.in our hands. At night we used

VI . : : 15
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to put him ints a small box that stood on our veran-
dah. We kept our cameleon for a fortnight, and then
one morning, whilst he was stilkin his box, someone
removed the lid by mistake, and when we came to
look for him he was gone.” .

“ How I showdd like to have a cameleon !’ exclaimed
Jane. ¢ Can they live in this country ?

“Not for any length of time. Our climate is too
cold for them. There arc, however, some just now
in the Reptile Hlouse of the Zoological Gardens, and
perhaps they may live longer than their predecessors.

“ Cuvier mentidhs a curious fact about the came-
leon. He says that it can go for a very long time
without food. It has also a strange power of inflating
its body with air. Thesc peculiaritics caused a belicf
among the ancicut Egyptians that it lived upon air.
Of coursc, this was not truc; but experiments have
proved that the camelcon can live for four months
without any food!”

“ How strange!” said Arthur. “1 don’t wonder
that people thought it lived upon air.”

“ Does the camcleon lay eggs?”” inquired Jane.

“Yes; the femalclays about a dozen eggs at a time,
which she deposits in the sand. The warmth of the
sun causes them to be hatched.” -

At this moment the door opened and little Marian
ran into the room, calling out, ““Tea is rcady ; all come
to tea.”



ARTHUR'S BOX OF INSECTS. 227

“Oh! Aunt,” cried Arthur, “1 had a great deal
more to ask you about.” °

“ Never mind,” sgid his aunt, ““ we will have some
more talk about the insccts aunother time. Now we
must go to tea.” . '

Arthur shut up his box -of inscctss put it carefully
away into a cabinet, and then followed the others into
the dining-room.
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CHRISTMAS VERSES.

Wao deserves a mer1y Christmas ?
Boys and girls exclaim, *“ We do! ™’
I will tell you who deserve it,
’Tis the Lifeboat crew. -

Last night, when you and I were sleeping,
They went bravely through
Roaring winds and waves and midnight.
Glorious Lifeboat crew !

And they rescued trom the shipwreck
Every man and woman, too ;
We 'd like to have such joy to day
As yours, O Lifeboat craw!

END OF VOL. VI.
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