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THE 

STRANGERS FROM THE SOUTH. 

NLESS 1 take a long half mile circle, my daily 

walk to the post-office leads me down through 

an unsavory, wooden-built portion of town. I am 

obliged to pass several cheap grocerics, which smell 

horribly of sauer-kraut and Limburg cheese, a res- 

taurant steamy with Frenchy soups, a livery stable, 

besides two or three barns, and some gloomy, window- 

less, shut-up buildings, of whose use I haven’t the 

slightest idea. 
Of course, when I go out in grand toilet, I take 

the half mile circle. But, being a business woman, 

and generally in a hurry, I usually go this short way 

in my short walking-dress and big parasol ; and, prob- 

_ably, there is an indescribable expression to my nose, 

just as Mrs. Jack Graham says.



The Strangers from the South. 

Well, one morning I was going down town in the 

greatest hurry. I was trying to walk so fast that I 

needn’t breathe once going by the Dutch groceries; 

and I was almost to the open space which looks away 

off to the sparkling river, and the distant park, and the 

forenoon sun,—TI always take a good, long, sweet 

breath there, coming and going, — when my eye was 

caught by a remarkable group across the street. 

Yes, during the night, evidently, while the town 

was asleep, there had been an arrival —strangers 

direct from the Sunny South. 

And there the remarkable-looking strangers sat, in 

a row, along the narrow step of one of the mysterious 

buildings I have alluded to. They were sunning 

themselves with all the delightful carelessness of the 

experienced traveler. Though, evidently, they had 

been presented with the liberty of the city, it was just 

as evident that they didn’t care a fig for sightseeing — 

not a fig, either, for the inhabitants. All they asked 

of our town was its sunshine. They had selected the 

spot where they could get the most of it. Through 

the open space opposite the sun streamed broadly ; 

and the side of a weather-colored building is se 

warm ! i 

What a picture of dole far niente, of “sweet-do- 

nothing,” it was! I stopped, hung my parasol over



                                                                                        
    

  
  

  

  

   



The Strangers from the South, 

my shoulder, — there was a little too much sunshine 

for me, — and gazed at it. 

“O, how you do love it! You bask like animals! 

That fullness of enjoyment is denied to us white-skins. 

What a visible absorption of luster and heat! You 

are the true lotus-eaters ! ” 

The umber-colored creatures-——I suppose they are 

as much warmer for being brown, as any brown sur- 

face is warmer than a white one. I never did see 

sunshine drank, and absorbed, and enjoyed as that 

was. It was a bit of Egypt and the Nile life. I could 

not bear to go on. 

Finally, I crossed the street to them. Not one of 

them stirred. The eldest brother was standing, lean- 

ing against the building. He turned one eye on me, 

and kept it there. At his feet lay a bulging, ragged 

satchel. Evidently he was the protector. 

The elder sister, with hands tucked snugly under 

her folded arms, winked and blinked at me dozily. 

The little boy with the Nubian lips was sound asleep, 

—a baby Osiris, — his chubby hands hiding together 

between his knees for greater warmth. The youngest 

sister, wrapped in an old woolen shawl, was the only 

uncomfortable one of the lot. There was no doze 

nor dream in her eyes yet— poor thing, she was 

cold !
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I didn’t believe they had had where to lay their 

heads during the night. Liberty of a city, to one 

kind of new arrivals, means just that, you know. 

Sundry crumbs indicated an absence of the conven- 

tional breakfast table. Poor little darkies ! 

“ Children,” I said, like a benevolently-disposed 

city marshal, ‘you mustn’t sit here in the street.” 

“We’s gwine on soon, mistis,” said the protector, 

meekly. 

_ “T’low we ain’t, Jim!” The big sister said this 

without any diminution of the utter happiness of her 

look. : 

“Tt’s powerful cold comin’ up fru the norf, mistis 

I mus’ let em warm up once a day,” said Jim. 

“Up through the north! Pray, where are you 

going?” 

Jim twisted about. He looked down at the toe of 

his boot, reflectively. 

“T ex-pect, I ex-pect —” 

“You spec, Jim! You allers spectin’! Mistis, 

we’s free—we kin go anywhars!” 

I suspect there had been a great deal of long- 

suffering on the part of Jim. He burst out like flame 

from a smoldering fire, —. .... 

“ Anywhars / That’s what ails niggas | Freedom 

means anywhars to ’em, and so they’re nuffin’ nor 

nd
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nobody. You vagabon’, Rose Moncton, you in’t go 

anywhars much longer —not ’long 0’ me!” 

“OQ, you white folksy Jim! I ‘low this trompin’ 

was yer own plan. When you finds a town whar it’s 

any show of warm, I'll hang up my things and stay, 

and not afore—ye hyar that! I ’low I won’t see 

Peyty and Kit a-freezin’!” 

She scowled at me, she actually did, as if I froze 

her with my pale face and cool leaf-green dress, and 

kept the sun off her, talking with that “white folksy 

Jim.” 

I fancied Jim was hoping I would say something 

more to them. I fancied he, at least, was in great 

need of a friend’s advice. 

“ Where did you come from?” I asked him. But 

the other head of the family answered, — 

“Come from nuff sight warmer place than we’s 

goin’ anywhars.” 

“Rose is allers techy when she’s cold, mistis,” 

Jim apologized. “Ole Maum Phillis used fer to say 

as Rose’s temper goose-pimpled when the cold air 

struck it. We kim from Charleston, mistis. We’s 

speckin’ to work out some land for ourselves, and 

hev a home. We kim up norf to git wages, so as we 

kin all help at it. I’d like to stop hyar, mistis.” 

“Hyar! I ‘low we’s goin’ soufard when we gits
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from dis yer, you Jim,” sniffed “ Rose Moncton,” her 

face up to the sunshine. 

Poor Jim looked care-worn. I dare say my face 

was tolerably sympathetic. It felt so, at least. 

“ Mistis,” the fellow said, ‘she’s kep us tackin’ souf 

an’ norf, souf an’ norf, all dis yer week, or we’d been 

somewhars. She don’t like de looks of no town yet. 

We’s slep’ roun’ in sheds six weeks now. -I gits 

sawin’ an’ choppin’, an’ sich, to do once a day, while 

dey warms up in de sun, an’ eats a bite. Den up we 

gits, an’ tromps on. We’s got on so fur, but Rose 

ain’t clar at all yit whar we'll stop. Mistis, whar is 

‘de warmest place you knows on?” 

I thought better and better of myself as the heavy- 

faced fellow thus appealed to me. I felt flattered by 

his confidence in me. I always feel flattered when a 

strange kitty follows me, or the birdies hop near for 

my crumbs. But I will confess that no human vaga- 

bond had ever before so skillfully touched the soft 

place in my heart. Poor, dusky wanderer! he looked 

so hungry, he looked so worn-out, too, as a head of a 

family will when the other head pulls the other way. 

“Well, Jim, the warmest place I know of is in my 

‘kitchen. I left a rousing fire there ten minutes ago. 

You all stay here until I come back, which will be in 

about seven minutes; then you shall go home with 

‘
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me, and I will give you a good hot dinner. You may 

stay all night, if you like, and perhaps I can advise 

you. You will be rested, at the least, for a fresh 

start.” 

Rose Moncton lifted her listless head, and looked 

in my face. “Laws!” said she. “ Laws!” said 

she again. 

Jim pulled his forelock to me, vailed the flash in his 

warm umbery eyes with a timely wink of the heavy 

lids. He composed himself at once into a waiting 

attitude. ; 

I heard another “Laws!” as I hastened away. 

“That young mistis is done crazy. She’ll nebber 

kim back hyar, ’pend on dat!” Such was Rose’s 

opinion of me. 

I opened my ears for Jim’s. But Jim made no 

reply. 

Father and mother had gone out of town for two 

days. Our hired girl had left. I really was “ mistis” 

of the premises. If I chose to gather in a circle of 

shivering little “niggas” around my kitchen stove, 

and heat that stove red-hot, there was nobody to say 

I better not. 

I was back in five minutes, instead of seven. Jim 

stood straight up on his feet the moment he dis- 

covered me coming. Rose showed some faint signs
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of life and interest. “’Clar, now, mistis! Kim 

along, den, Jim, and see ye look to that there verlise. 

Hyar, you Kit!” She managed to rouse her sister 

with her foot, still keeping her hands warmly hidden,. 

and her face to the sun. 

But the other head took the little ones actively in 

charge. ‘Come, Peyty, boy! come, Kit! we’s gwine 

now!” 

Peyty opened his eyes — how starry they were ! 

*“O, we goin’, mo’? Jim, I don’t want to go no mo’!” 

““Ain’t gwine clar thar no, Peyty, boy ; come, Kit — 

» only to a house to warm the Peyty boy — come, 

Kit!” 

Kit was coming fast enough. But Peyty had to 

be taken by the arm and pulled up. Then he stepped 

slowly, the tears coming. The movement revealed 

great swollen welts, where his stiff, tattered, leathern 

shoes had chafed and worn into the fat, black little 

legs. “Is dat ar Mistis Nelly?” he asked, opening 

his eyes, wonderingly, at the white lady. 

Rose had got up now. A sudden quiver ran over 

her face. ‘No, Peyty. Mist’ Nelly’s dead, you 

know. Wish we’s back to Mas’r Moncton’s, and 

Mist’ Nelly libbin’, an’ Linkum sojers dead afore 

dey cum!” 

There was a long sigh from everybody, even from:
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Jim. But he drew in his lips tightly the next moment. 

“Some niggas nebber was worf freein’. Come along, 

Peyty, boy —ready, mistis.” 

I walked slowly along at the head of the strangers 

from the south. Little feet were so sore, Peyty 

couldn’t walk fast. Kit’s big woman’s size shoes 

were so stiff she could only shuffle along. Jim’s toes 

were protruding, and I fancied he and Rose were as 

foot-sore as the little ones. I dare say people looked 

and wondered ; but I am not ashamed to be seen with 

any kind of children. 

I took them around to the back door, into the 

kitchen, which I had found unendurable while baking 

my bread and pies. The heated air rushed out against 

my face as I opened the door. It was a delicious 

May-day ; but the procession behind me, entering, 

proceeded direct to the stove, and surrounded it in 

winter fashion, holding their hands out to the heat. 

Even from Jim I heard a soft sigh of satisfaction. 

Poor, shivering children of the tropics! I drew up 

the shades. There were no outer blinds, and the 

sun streamed in freely. 

“There, now. Warm yourselves, and take your 

own time for it. Put in wood, Jim, and keep as much 

fire as you like. Iam going to my room to rest for an 

hour. Be sure that you don’t go off, for I wish, you
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to stay here until you are thoroughly rested. I have 

plenty of wood for you to saw, Jim.” 

I brought out a pan of cookies. I set them on the 

table. ‘Here, Rose, see that Peyty and Kit have 

all they want.- When I come down, I’ll get you some 

dinner.” 

The poor children in stories, and in real life, too, 

for that matter, always get only bread and butter — 

dear me, poor dears! When I undertake a romance 

for these waifs in real life, or story, I always give them 

cookies — cookies, sweet, golden, and crusty, with 

sifted sugar. 

I left them all, even to Jim, looking over into the 

pan. My! rich, sugary jumbles, and plummy queen’s 

cakes? When I saw their eyes dance—no sleep in 

those eyes now—TI was glad. it wasn’t simply whole- 

some sandwiches and plain fried cakes, as somebody 

at my elbow says now it ought to have been. I 

would have set out a picnic table, with ice-cream and 

candies, for those wretched little “niggas,” if I could! 

I nodded to them, and went away. It is so nice, after 

you have made a child happy, to add some unmistaka- 

ble sign that it is quite welcome to the happiness ! 

I knew there was nothing which they could steal. 

I expected they would explore the pantry. I judged 

them by some of my little white friends. But the silver
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was locked up. China and glass would hardly be 

available. If, after they had stuffed themselves with 

those cookies, they could want cold meat, and bread 

and butter, I surely shouldn’t begrudge it. Then I 

thought of my own especial lemon tart, which stood 

cooling on the shelf before the window ; but I was 

not going back to insult that manly Jim Moncton by 

removing it. 

Just as I was slipping on my dressing-gown up in 

my own cool, quiet chamber, I caught a faint sound 

of the outside door of the kitchen. Something like a 

shriek, or a scream, followed. Then there was an 

unmistakable and mighty overturning of chairs. I 

rushed down. At the very least I expected to see my 

romantic “ Rose Moncton” with her hands clenched 

in brother Jim’s kinky hair. With loosened tresses, 

without belt or collar, I appeared on the scene. 

What did I see? Why, I saw Phillis, Mrs. Jack 

Graham’s black cook, with every one of my little 

“niggas” in her arms—heads of the family and all! 

There they were, sobbing and laughing together, the 

portly Phillis the loudest of the whole. One of Mrs. 

Jack’s favorite china bowls lay in fragments on the 

floor. 

Phillis called out hysterically as she saw me. Jim 

discovered me the same moment. He detached him-
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self, went up to the window, and bowed his head down 

upon the sash. I saw the tears roll down his cheek 

and drop. 

“Laws, Miss Carry! dese my ole mas’r’s niggers ! 

dey’s Mas’r Moncton’s little nigs, ebery one! dey’s 

runned roun’ under my feet in Mas’r Moncton’s 

kitchen many a day down in ole Carline—bress em 

souls!” She hugged them again, and sobbed afresh, 

The children clung to the old cook’s neck, and waist, 

and arms like so many helpless, frightened black 

kittens. 

Phillis at last recovered her dignity. She pointed 

them to their chairs. She picked up the pieces of 

china in her apron. “Done gone, anyhow — dese 

pickaninnies gib ole Phillis sich a turn! It mose like 

seein’ Mas’r, Moncton an’ Miss Nelly demselves. 

Whar you git ’em, Miss Carry?” 

I told her. 

“Bress your heart, Miss Carry! Len’ me a cup, 

and git me some yeast, and I’ll bring Mistis Graham 

ober, an’ I’ll be boun’, when she sees dat ar lubly 

little Peyty, she’ll hire him to—to—to—lor! she’ll 

hire him to look into his diamint eyes.” 

I know she herself kissed tears out of more than 

one pair of “diamint eyes” while I was getting the 

yeast. I heard her.



The Strangers from the South. 

“QO, Maum Phillis!” I heard Jim say. “Vou think 

we'll hire out roun’ hyar?” 

“Could we, Maum Phillis?” pleaded Rose, her 

voice soft and warm now. “We’s done tired out. 

I’m clean ready to drop down in my tracks long this 

yer blessed stove, and nebber stir anywhars !” 

“ Bress you, chilluns ! You Aev tromped like sojers, 

clar from ole Carline! Spec it seems like home, 

findin’ one of de old place hands— Phillis knows. 

Dar, dar! don’t take on so. Miss Carry, she’ll bunk 

you down somewhar it’s warm, and thar you stay an’ 

rest dem feet. I'll send my mistis ober, and dey 

two’ll pervide fer ye on dis yer street ; dis yer one ob 

de Lord’s own streets.” 

Well, do you think Mistis Graham and Mistis Carry 

‘dishonored Maum Phillis’s faith in them? 

No, indeed! The family found homes on “de 

Lord’s own street.” Jim is coachman at Squire 

Lee’s. Peyty is at the same place, taken in at first 

for his sweet disposition, and “diamint eyes,” I sus- 

pect. He is now a favorite table-waiter. 

Kit is Maum Phillis’s right-hand woman. Rose is 

our own hired girl. She is somewhat given to sleep- 

iness, and to idling in sunny windows, and to scorch- 

ing her shoes and aprons against the stove of a 

winter’s evening. But, on the whole, she is a good
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servant ; and we have built her a bedroom out of 

the kitchen. 

I have never regretted crossing the street to speak 

to the strangers from the south. 

 



  

THE 

BLACK AND THE GRAY PRINCE. 

I. 

iL ALLOO, Blackie! Why didn’t you get up 

time enough to wash this morning?” 

The mulatto sprang up the Academy steps without 

a word ; yet there was an ominous light in the large 

black eyes. 

“ Better let the Black Prince alone, Grayson. He 

won’t stand your impudence forever.” 

“ Let him go where he belongs, then.” 

“Vou make a tremendous fuss about nothing. 

Suppose he did beat in the race last night, there’s 

no need of being so spiteful. Let him be Number 

One. Who cares?” 

“You are too lazy to breathe, Nat.”
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“Thank you. The Gray Prince is complimentary, 

this morning.” 

The Gray Prince scowled. “To think #zs name 

should be Prince, too!” 

“Tt becomes him well,” answered Nat Stedman, 

stretching himself upon the grass, while his eyes 

twinkled mischievously, as he watched his friend, 

Prince Grayson, impatiently tossing the pebbles at 

his feet into the pond not far away. At last, seizing 

a large stone, he threw it into the water, exclaiming, 

spitefully, — 

“Jd like to pitch Prince Blackwell into the pond 

—like that!” 

* You'd better try it.” 

“ Perhaps you think I couldn’t do it?” 

“ Just so.” 

“You think he’s smart, I do believe, just because 

he’s a nigger,” sneered Grayson. 

“ Nigger or not, he’s smart as a steel-trap.” 

“ New brooms always sweep clean.” 

“That’s a fact. The old Academy never looked 

half so well as since our Black Prince has had the 

care of it.” 

“Well, I wouldn’t leave old friends quite so 

suddenly.” 

“ Don’t intend to leave old or new, as long as they 

behave themselves.”
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“Well, what have I done? You've been as cold 

as an iceberg all the week.” 

“Vou called me lazy, but I’d rather be lazy than 

mean, any time.” 

“Have I been mean? Haven't I treated you well 

enough ?” 

“ T don’t complain; but just tell a fellow why you 

pick upon Blackwell the whole time.” 

“J wish to take him down a peg.” 

“Why?” 

“ He feels too big altogether.” 

“ He fits his clothes well,” said Nat, with provoking 

coolness. 

“ Come — I’m in earnest.” 

“So am I.” 

“Nat Stedman, I’ve a great mind to thrash you.” 

“Tm willing.” 

“TI wish you’d get downright mad once, and be 

done with this everlasting coolness and indifference.” 

Nat laughed heartily, as he answered, — 

“You, Grayson, are such a fire-cracker, some of us 

need to cultivate this coolness to preserve the peace 

of society. 

“Peace or no peace, I’m bound to put down that 

little upstart.” 

“ How?”
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“ He thinks more of that black suit of clothes than 

anything, and if I could just give him a good sous- 

ing, wouldn’t it be splendid?” 

“Splendid? It would be the perfection of mean- 

ness. Grayson, he has no father ; and do you know 

how poor his mother is? She does our washing now ; 

and mother said she was very anxious for Prince to 

get a good education ; so she works hard to keep him 

in the school here. I shouldn’t wonder if that was 

the only decent suit of clothes he had, and that’s why 

he’s so careful of them.” 

Nat half rose in his earnestness, but sunk back 

again as he read the expression of his friend’s face. 

“Better and better! His mother’s a washerwo- 

man, and he only one suit of clothes! Hurrah!” 

“What on earth do you find amusing in that?” 

asked Nat, eyeing his friend a little anxiously. 

“JT supposed he was as poor as a church mouse, . 

but didn’t know that his mother took in washing. I 

shall tell the boys what an aristocratic fellow we have 

among us; and if I should accidentally give him a 

ducking to-morrow morning, perhaps you don’t see he 

can’t be present at declamation? Then he’ll get a 

demerit instead of merit mark. J, at least, remember 

that last Saturday Mr. Frost gave him two merit 

marks, while I received but one.”
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Nat sprang to his feet. He answered, earnestly, 

“T’ll never speak to you again as long as I live, if 

you are mean enough to take such an advantage of 

the information I gave you.” : 

“O, yes you will; for you never stay mad more 

than a minute.” 

Nat turned and walked away. Grayson called to 

him, but his calls were unheeded. Just then a num- 

ber of boys rushed down the Academy steps with 

shouts and cries, such as schoolboys only can utter. 

Amid the Babel of tongues Nat could distinguish 

clearly only these :— 

“Three cheers for the Black Prince! Hurrah! 

Aunt Milly’s wood-pile! The Black Prince forever ! 

Three cheers for the saw-horse !” 

As they came nearer, Nat put both hands over his 

ears, and ran in mock alarm. With redoubled noise 

they sprang after him, and just as Gus Bickford, the 

foremost boy, was about to lay hold of him, he 

dropped to the ground, and both rolled-over on the 

grass, convulsed with laughter. 

“ Come, Gus, don’t pull a fellow’s hands off.” 

“ Sit up, then, and listen to Prince.” 

“Which Prince? We have two, you know.” 

“The Black one, of course. The Gray ‘Prince 

wouldn’t soil his hands with what we intend ‘to do 

to-morrow afternoon,” was the impatient answer.
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“Blackwell, are you spokesman? If so, out with 

it. I’d like to know what started such an awful 

racket.” 

“O, I only proposed using a little of our surplus 

strength in behalf of old Aunt Milly. Some one sent 

her a nice load of wood, and we are going to cut and 

saw it for her. We’ve asked all in our class but you 

and Grayson. Will you go?” 

“Certainly. I’d do anything for the good old soul. 

She took care of me last winter when I had the mea- 

sles, and she’d fix up splendid messes for a fellow to 

eat. I always have meant to pay her some way.” 

“Now, where’s Grayson? We must ask him,” . 

said Blackwell, in a tone of relief. He had had his 

doubts about Nat; for he had been in the school 

part of a term only, and seeing him with Grayson so 

much, he had been led to suppose they were alike. 

Nat pointed to some one standing under a tree 

near the pond, and Gus Bickford shouted, — ; 

“Grayson, come here! we want you.” 

’ But the solitary figure remained motionless. 

“ Tf the Prince won’t come to us, we must go to the 

Prince. Let’s descend upon him in a body,” said the 

lively Gus, as he led the noisy boys toward the pond. 

Seeing Grayson’s clouded face, Nat took upon him- 

self the task of bringing him to terms.
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“T tell you, Grayson, the boys have got a splendid 

idea to carry out to-morrow.” 

“Indeed! Whose idea is it?” 

“ Blackwell’s,” answered Gus, innocently. Gus 

didn’t understand the Gray Prince as well as Nat. 

“It must be splendid, then,” was the sneering 

remark. 

Nat saw Blackwell’s clinched hands and compressd 

lips, and hastened to say, — 

“It will be jolly fun. We are all going over to cut 

and saw wood for Aunt Milly. We ought to do it, for 

she always takes care of us when we are sick.” 

_ “T never yet have worked for niggers,” was the 

haughty answer. 

‘ Gus laughed outright, as much at his manner as 

his words. This provoked Grayson to add, — 

“7 say, let niggers work for each other ;” and he 

turned square round, and looked meaningly at Prince 

Blackwell. 

The latter turned pale; his eyes flashed dan- 

gerously. 

Nat once more attempted to make peace by saying, 

pleasantly, yet in his own droll way, — 

“ Come, two fire-crackers are one too many just at 

this present time. I want you, Prince;” and taking 

the arm of the mulatto, he led him away.
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After they were at a safe distance he dropped his 

playful manner. Ina tone of real regret, he attempted 

to apologize for his friend. He made rather bad work 

of it; for Nat was honest, and he was growing to de- 

spise Grayson himself. He was cut short with the 

words, — 

“ Don’t try to smooth it over. I know he hates me, 

and just why. It is because I am the best scholar in 

the class. He thinks I shall take the Latin prize ; 

and I presume I shall; for I cannot fail when I know 

my lesson perfectly. And it is such a real pleasure 

to study hard, that I don’t think I shall give it up for 

Prince Grayson.” 

Nat couldn’t help showing the admiration he felt 

for the ambitious student; and he expressed it in 

true schoolboy style. 

“You're a brick, that’s a fact;” and he laid his 

hand familiarly on the other’s shoulder. ‘ Don’t mind 

what Grayson says. I begin to think he isn’t worth 

minding. ‘I like you first-rate, and so do the other 

fellows. Still, you better let me try my luck with such 

a tinder-box alone.” 

Grayson looked far from pleasant as Nat ap- 

proached ; yet this did not silence the latter. 

“ You'll go with us —won’t you?” 

“No. I’m going out on the pond; and, Nat, you 

promised to go with me.”
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“So I will, But there’ll be time enough after cut- 

ting the wood.” 

“Who wants to get all tired out before we begin 

to row?” 

“We might as well get tired doing something use- 

ful once in our lives.” 

“Tsn’t rowing useful ?” 

“What good does it do us?” 

“ Doesn’t it develop the muscles ?” 

“ Any more than cutting or sawing wood ?” 

“Well, everybody says rowing is good exercise.” 

“ Rowing is well enough. I like it tip-top. But, 

after all, just think how many poor old bodies we 

might help by spending a part of our time cutting and 

sawing wood. We shouldn’t work as hard as we do 

racing, and there’d be no danger of half killing our- 

selves, as Everts did last year.” 

“ Better pull down the gymnasiums, then ; and let 

fellows at school put an ax or saw over their shoulders, 

and call on every old woman who has a stick of 

wood,” was the sarcastic reply. 

“Not a bad idea. Guess J’ll draw up a paper for 

that purpose.” 

“You'd better. It’s just like some of your odd 

notions.” 

“Thank you.. That’s a compliment, if you did bui
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know it. Now say, won’t you go with us?” urged 

Nat, after a pause. 

“No, I won’t.” 

“Hope you'll enjoy rowing by yourself, then. Z 

shan’t hurry to join such an accommodating fellow ;” 

and Nat followed the other boys, who were now some 

distance away. 

II. 

SaTuRDAY morning, at the Academy, was always 

devoted to essays, declamations, and select readings. 

And during the present term Mr. Frost, the principal, 

had given two merit marks to all who were well pre- 

pared for such exercises, as there was a strong inclina- 

tion on the part of many to absent themselves on this 

particular morning, or else to plead some excuse for 

miserable failures. ; 

Nat, although not a brilliant speaker, was good in 

his way. He must choose his own subjects, then they 

always suited his style of delivery to perfection. - 

Not feeling perfectly prepared, he took his book 

the next morning to a favorite seat near the pond 

for a half hour’s quiet study. Another motive, also, 

was inclining his steps that way. 

He was a trifle anxious to be near the pond when 

Prince Blackwell passed on his way to the Academy
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He very soon, however, became absorbed in his 

declamation, and was just closing his book with a 

satisfied “ Now I’m sure of it,” when the sound of a 

quick step caught his ear. 

“That’s Blackwell!” he exclaimed, half aloud, as 

he stepped back into the cluster of bushes which com- 

pletely hid him from view, while, at the same time, he 

could see distinctly all who passed. 

He was about to draw a long breath of relief as he 

thought to himself, — 

“The Black Prince is safe for this morning,” when 

a voice he well knew shouted, — : 

“ Good. morning, Mr. Blackwell. Id like to see 

you a moment.” 

The mulatto turned instantly, and faced his tor- 

mentor. 

“What do you wish?” he coolly asked. 

“Wish? I wish to wash a little of that dirt, tan, 

or whatever it is, off your face. It really annoys me 

to see it, if you will excuse my saying so.” 

Nat could see the other’s clinched hands and 

straightened form, and wondered that Grayson did 

not take warning. He did seem a little surprised at 

the other’s silence ; but he must have been deter- 

mined to provoke him, for he continued, — 

“‘ Didn’t your mother have soapsuds enough left in 

her washtub to scrub you cleaner?”
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Nat drew a quick breath as he noted the effect 

of these cruel words. With blazing eyes Blackwell 

sprang at his enemy. 

“Insult me, but breathe a word against my mother 

at your peril! You coward! You coward, I say!” 

Now, Grayson had intentionally chosen a certain 

spot on the bank, near which to meet the mulatto. 

It was very steep, and a slight push would send one 

into quite deep water. Yet now he entirely forgot 

this, forgot even that he was near the pond ; and, as 

the other’s wrathful face came near, he involuntarily 

stepped backward, lost his balance, and the next 

instant the Gray, instead of the Black Prince, was 

struggling in the water. 

For a few moments that wrathful face glared upon 

him from the bank above; then there was a sudden 

change. The face was still pale, but the eyes had 

lost their fierce glow. Bending low, as he grasped 

firmly a branch near, he said, — 

“ Here, Grayson, take my hand.” 

It was an exceedingly difficult undertaking to climb 

up the steep bank alone; yet the Gray Prince was 

half inclined to try, rather than touch Blackwell’s 

hand, But he was always a little nervous when in 

the water, and he was fearful that the bushes, by 

which he was. holding himself up, would give way.
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He looked around. He could see no one, and he 

reluctantly grasped the quietly-extended brown hand. 

As he was, with apparent ease, almost lifted up the 

bank, the thought flashed through his mind that the 

mulatto was remarkably strong, 

“Guess I better not attempt to push him in this 

week,” was his mental comment, as he stood dripping 

on the bank. 

“Get those wet clothes off, and you'll be all right. 

Good morning.” And Blackwell turned away. The 

other, without a word of thanks, hurried home. 

When both were out of sight, Nat left his hiding- 

place ; and, taking a shorter path, by running swiftly 

he reached the Academy before Blackwell. 

The bell was ringing as he took his seat. He tried 

to look cool and unconcerned while the roll was called. 

There was but one name before Blackwell’s, when a 

quick step was heard on the stairs. 

“ Blackwell ?” : 

Blackwell walked in with firm step and glowing 

face, and took his seat. ‘“ Present!” 

A few more names ; then, — 

“ Grayson?” 

Nat had usually answered for him ; but now he was 

obstinately silent, and Gus almost shouted, — 

“ Absent !”
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“T think I saw him not half an hour ago,” said Mr. 

Frost, in an inquiring tone. 

Nat glanced at Blackwell, then quietly answered, — 

“7 saw Blackwell pulling him out of the pond a 

little while ago. Guess he’s gone home to change 

his clothes, for he was pretty wet.” 

An almost audible “Good!” from Gus, nearly up- 

set the gravity of the school. And but for the quick 

veto which the looks of their teacher expressed, the 

boys would, then and there, have given three cheers 

for the plucky Black Prince. 

Blackwell had chosen for his declamation the 

“Speech of Rienzi to the Romans.” He was the 

best speaker in the school. Beforé he came, Gray- 

son had considered himself the first. 

This morning the mulatto was speaking with even 

more than his usual animation. And Nat thought 

he understood the cause of the deep meaning which 

he put into the words, — 

“Slaves to a horde 

Of petty tyrants, feudal despots ;” 

as he came to the words, — 

“T have known deeper wrongs,” 

Grayson walked in, dressed in faultless taste ; and 

teacher as well as pupils noticed the flash of the
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speaker’s eyes, and the deeper color which tinged 

the brown cheeks. 

When Grayson was fairly in his seat, Blackwell’s 

words caught his attention ;- and after one look of 

surprise and annoyance, he whispered to Nat, — 

“Tf that goose isn’t speaking the same piece which 

J learned.” 

“He doesn’t take to the water any more readily 

than you do, if he is a goose,” was the cool answer. 

Grayson looked at him keenly, but not a muscle 

moved ; and he could only conjecture as to the cause 

of Nat’s remark. 

But he resolved not to speak that piece now, for he 

was quite sure he could not do as well as Blackwell. 

Neither did he wish to say, “ Not prepared,” when 

called upon. Before he had well decided, he heard 

his name, — , 

“ Grayson.” 

He quickly left his seat, as though to perform his 

part; but he stopped by the side of his teacher, and 

there were a few words. Mr. Frost apparently assent- 

ed to whatever he wished, for he returned to his 

seat with a satisfied look. It vanished, somewhat, 

as he saw that Mr. Frost was regarding him rather 

searchingly. It wholly disappeared as the report was 

read. 
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“ Blackwell, two — Bickford, one. I wish you would 

endeavor to learn your next declamation perfectly, 

Bickford. Don’t you think you could, if you gave. 

your mind to it as thoroughly as you do to some 

things?” asked the teacher, kindly ; for, in spite of 

his faults, the fun-loving, yet generous-hearted Gus, 

was a favorite with all. 

“Don’t know, sir. I never could remember any- 

thing,” was the half-laughing answer. 

“Who do you suppose can sing the greatest num- 

ber of comic songs here?” 

“Gus Bickford,” Gus himself answered. Even 

Mr. Frost joined in the laugh which followed ; then 

added, — 

“JT have no doubt Gus Bickford could learn any- 

thing he was interested in equally well.” 

As the report was continued the Gray Prince felt 

his cheeks tingle as he caught once more that keen ~ 

look from his teacher’s eyes. 

“Grayson, one. I may, however, give you two, 

after I have made a few inquiries. I wish to see you, 

Stedman, after the others leave.” 

Although Nat received two marks also, it did not 

atone for the unpleasant task which he well knew was 

before him. He must tell the whole truth if ques- 

tioned ; and he plainly saw that it would result in the 

loss of one if not both of Grayson’s marks.
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“What's up?” 

“What did Frost wish to see you about my marks 

for?” 

These questions were asked simultaneously by Gus 

and Grayson the moment Nat appeared after his in- 

terview with Mr. Frost. 

“Strictly private— can’t tell,’ was Nat’s evasive 

answer, 

Both knew it was perfectly useless to tease him 

after he had once made up his mind not to tell. 

But Grayson could not help asking, with anxiety as 

well as anger in his tone, — 

“Will he give me two marks or one, Nat Stedman?” 

“Not any,” was the reluctant answer. 

“You lie! He said he’d give me one.” 

“Go and ask yourself why he’s changed his mind.” 

“T will;” and Grayson, thoroughly angry now, 

rushed into the Academy. 

“ Let’s wait, and see if the Frost doesn’t cool our 

fiery Prince a little,” said Gus. 

“No; he’ll be mad asa hornet. We'd better keep 

out of his way.” 

“Let him sting, if he wants to; he can’t kill this 

child.” 

“ Stings are troublesome things.” 

“Well, tell a fellow about that water scrape, then.”
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“Can’t do it. We must give our whole attention 

to Aunt Milly’s wood-pile now.” 

“Before dinner? I’m a little too hungry for that, 

I tell you.” 2 

“T didn’t mean go to work now; but we must plan 

a little, for a part should carry axes and a part saws.” 

“That’s so. Let’s run and catch the other boys, 

and see about it.” 

Plans were soon formed, and the hungry boys 

dispersed. 

The work which the boys had undertaken that 

afternoon would have been formidable to one, but it 

was comparatively easy for eight or nine. And after 

the wood was nicely packed in the tiny wood-shed, 

they filed out of the yard, each with his ax, saw, 

or saw-horse over his shoulder; and we should be 

obliged to look far for a happier or noisier set of 

boys. 

As they passed the pond on their homeward way, 

Nat stopped and looked for his friend Grayson. He 

soon spied him far away, almost beyond hailing dis- 

tance. He mounted the fence near, and shouted his 

name. 

“Let me try it,” said Gus, as they saw that he took 

no notice of Nat. 

Gus sprang upon the fence, and soon a cry was
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sent over the water, such as could come only from the 

throat of Gus Bickford. This was followed by a 

regular locomotive whistle. 

These sounds reached the ears of the Gray Prince. 

He looked around. Nat waved his hat. But the boat 

did not turn. 

Then Gus cried, “Gin you the slip, Nat. Let's 

entertain him. with three rousing cheers for Aunt 

Milly.” 

They were given with a will. 

The Gray Prince tried to row out of hearing. 

But Gus cried, — 

“ Now, three cheers for the Black Prince!” 

Grayson must have heard even these ; for he urged 

his boat away as rapidly as possible. 

“ Now let’s leave him alone in his glory,” said Nat. 

And the Gray Prince was left alone for many 

a day. ce 
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MmOU can sail for days and days in a 

yacht and have nothing happen — 

in fact, you take up your bed and 

4 board in a yacht mostly to get out 

Bare the way of things eee: If it 

and are so ane as not to ae 

landings, you can sail and sail, and be 

sure that to-morrow will be like to-day and yesterday 

—all days of Sweet Do Nothing. No callers, no 

newspapers, no letters nor telegrams to bring you to 

sudden joy or to sudden grief. You are safe from 

Fate until the wind rises, or you land to get the mails. 

We were a merry party of old friends, and all lov- 

ing the water like old salts. We had a good cook;
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and we had all the new books. The sunshiny days 

and the moony nights followed upon each other in 

the true dolce-far-niente succession. 

But one night something did happen. We were 

skirting along shore, at a goodly distance, however. 

We were dreaming and lounging on deck when, all at 

once, Norma called out, “O, Lorlei, do just look at 

the sea, and at the sides of our boat!” 

I did. Everything was all a-flash. The sea was 

lit up everywhere. Such an illumination! 

“ Probably some mermaid married to-night!” Tom 

had removed his cigar, and honored the spectacle 

with an appreciative stare. 

I had read about the phosphorescence of the sea, 

had seen a little of its wondrous spectacular effect, 

but never upon such a scale as this. It outdid all 

the Fourth-of-July illuminations I ever saw. You can 

light up a few city squares quite respectably if you 

are willing to pour out money like water to buy rock- 

ets, and Roman candles, and wheels, and fire-balls, 

and what not; but you would have to attach a fairy 

rainbow candle to every blade of grass, and carpet 

the pavements with iris phosphor, before you could 

begin to approach the sea as it was in its beauty and 

glory that night. 

When I first looked up, at Norma’s cry, far as the
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eye could reach the sea seemed covered with snow — 

snow, or else intense sparkling white light, as if every 

living atom in the ocean had come to the surface in 

countless crowds bearing torches. But nearer, wher- 

ever our boat disturbed the waves, what a flashing of 

rainbows there was! Every wavelet was crested with 

a dazzling prism, which flashed, broke, and came again 

dazzlingly. At one end a web of gold seemed pouring 

against the side of the boat, sliding down into the sea, 

yard upon yard, from some elfin loom measured off 

by viewless hands —how I hated Rufus for smiling 

at our exclamations of delight! 

“Nothing but a shoal of jelly-fish, girls! nothing 

in the world but Medusz.” 

“JT don’t care —it is wonderful, wondrously beauti- 

ful, even if you dare to tell me half the light comes 

from dead zoophites.” I splashed my hand in a ris- 

ing wave, my fingers dripped pearls and diamonds — 

if I could only have kept enough to set a ring! 

“ Ctenophorer,” said Rufus, laconically, as he looked 

backward at the track of fire in our wake ; and point- 

ing to a lovely blue-edged wave, ‘ Dysmorphosa, too.” 

I didn’t care whether it was Jelly-fishes, or Crusta- 

cea, Medusz, or shrimps, though Rufus’ explanations 

were pretty enough. He put just a drop or two of the 

sea into a pitcher of water, and it lit up the pitcher like
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acandle. He put another drop or two in milk, and the 

milk shone so we could actually see to read by it. A 

bowl of the sea water, after standing a while, ceased 

to shine — “went out,” Norma said. Then Rufus 

dropped a drop of acid in, and the bowl was filled 

with flashing stars. I hoped the little Medusz were 

not wriggling in torture ; J was afraid they were ; but, 

perhaps, after lying in salt so long they didn’t mind 

vinegar. 

And O, how cunning the little living lamps were 

under Rufus’ microscope! Some of them were trans- 

parent, and filled with starry points that would emit 

flashes as fast as you could wink. 

We floated slowly along through the lovely illumina- 

tion, watching a weird, faint aurora borealis in the 

northern sky. Suddenly Norma cried out, “ Rufus, 

what zs that? isn’t that a lady’s belt on the top of 

that wave? Look quick —that wave yonder!” . 

We all bent over the side. It was a lady’s belt — 

such a lovely one—a shining, silvery ribbon two yards 

_ long, fringed on the edges with a dainty “pearling” 

in all manner of lovely colors. 

“O,O!” said Norma. “O,O!” said Helen. “O, 

O!” said I. “How came it here? What has hap 

pened?” 

“That zs a sash,” said Rufus. “In fact, it is the
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‘Girdle of Venus.’ But all the same, it is a living 

thing, a big Medusa, a Jelly-fish, That bright fringe 

is its oars, its cla, you know, by which it paddles 

itself along.” 

I didn’t believe it, not at first. But brother Tom 

confirmed him. “Yes, girls; and if we could get it 

for you, it would be simply a long, sticky streak of 

gelatine in less than no time, if you didn’t keep it in 

water, dull as could be, and finally dry up and dis- 

appear.” 

Wasn’t Tom horrid? And to think that what he 

said should be true! 

Norma was hanging over the side, silent. “ Lorlei, 

come here,” she said, softly. Helen and I both 

came, followed lazily by Rufus and Tom. “ Lorlei,” 

she said, ‘do look and see if you can see what I do 

—such a lot of things that look as if a lady’s trunk 

had been spilled into the sea. I believe that was a 

lady’s belt!” 

I looked off upon the shining waves. I did see 

something — several queer-looking objects. 

Rufus laughed grimly. “ Perhaps the mermaid has 

lost some of her luggage.” 

The nearest thing looked exactly like a stiff, dense 

blue feather, just such a one as we ladies call an 

“aigrette,” and put on our hats. How each little ©
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plumule of the long feather did shine at its tip! We 

three girls watched it float out of sight. ‘“ Boys, that 

was certainly a feather from some lady’s hat,” said 

Norma. : 

Rufus smiled. Tom did, too, but was good enough 

  

Her Prune. 

to add that the things did look like “women’s fix- 

ings.” “Guess the little sea-bride did lose one of her 

trunks off hereabouts — fell off, broke open, and spilt 

her things.” 

I ventured a wish that the plume might be secured. 

“If we had a net, I could,” Rufus said. “If we
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were over the other side, on the Irish coast, say, 

almost any fisherman could furnish you such a feather 

from his nets, I’ve often seen them. It is called 

the ‘sea-pen.’ Those little fronds up and down the 

‘quill’ are alive —in fact, each of them is a cell 

inhabited by a polyp. The ‘feather’ lives with its 

stem stuck in the sea mud. It is only detached by 

accident.” 

So it wasn’t a lady’s plume. “ Rufus,” Helen said, 

“if we see anything nice again, please don’t tell us 

its history. In the water the feather is as pretty as 

anything that ever came from Paris. And to think it 

would be a dull, sticky mass if we could get it! My 

goodness, Norma,” she cried, “the little sea-bride has 

spilt her trunk here, I do believe! See, girls, if there 

isn’t her sun-hat! I dare say she provided it to pre- 

serve her complexion when she comes up to bask on 

the beach.” 

Sure enough! I could plainly make out a floating 

hat. So could Tom. “Trimmed with both fringe 

and lace, extravagant creature!” 

“Ves,” said Norma. “Sure as you live, Lorlei, 

she’s got a heavy fall of handsome lace on her sun- 

hat!” 

With their help, I could see something like a cas- 

cade of-deep valenciennes floating at the back of the
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hat. “Well,” I said, “probably there’s plenty on the 

floor of the ocean after all the rich cargoes that have 

gone down.” 

“Mr. ‘Agassiz’ Pendleton,” said Norma, after she 

was satisfied that Rufus wasn’t going to speak, “do 

you dare affirm that that is a nasty, sticky Medusa, 

too?” 

“T shall be forced to, my dear Miss Luttrell. I’ve 

seen them thrown on shore many 4 time. ‘There they 

look like a mere mass of blubber, and melt away 

rapidly in the sun; in fact, its substance all drains 

out, and leaves a little quantity of transparent stuff 

resembling cobwebs, full of empty cells. That ‘lace’ 

is its stomach. Put back in water it will soon fill up 

and resume —” 

“Hello, girls,” interrupted Tom; “here’s her 

brooch — bet a dollar her jewel-box has gone to the 

bottom !” 

We could see two or three of them after a min- 

ute’s steady look— brooches, and what pretty pat- 

terns for our jewelers! little octagonal breast-pins 

shining with pearly green and pink reflections, set at 

each of their eight points with a star-like cluster of 

lights. 

“How bad, were I Mademoiselle Mermaid, I should 

feel to have lost them!” said Norma. “TI shall bid



The Lost Luggage of a Mermaid. 

you dive after them for me, Mr. Rufus, unless you 

speedily manage to disenchant me—tell me, quick, 

      
   
   

  

   

  

   

  

that they are some 

more of your sticky 

Jelly-fishes.” 

“Your wish is my fags 

law. They are Jecl- i 

ly-fishes, and our 

most common ones§ 

—the Lucernaria.§ 

If they don’t get 

out of sight too 

soon, you may see 
Her Broocu. them contract at 

the edgés, reveal their stems, and take the form of 

vases — only they aren’t hollow. They are all stom- 

ach and egg-pouches ; and those ‘stars’ at the points 

are tentacles and auricles to eat with and to ‘hang 

hold’ by. They are usually found among eel-grass 

‘long shore ; how they drifted so far from their moor- 

ings I can’t conceive. See there, Miss Luttrell — 

there, to the right — there, there, floating on the sur- 

face, is your sea-bride’s chignon; and her hair’s red- 

dish brown, and she’s a milk-white blonde by that 

token.” 

We saw, indeed, a long mass of tresses, “reddish
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brown,” changeable with pale yellow shimmers, and 

with a pearly fleck here and there — mystic hair, but 

just what I should suppose a mermaid would have. 

At the top there shone something like a dark pearl- 

edged. comb. I supposed at once that that was the 

body of the creature. By this time, you see, I knew 

that the mermaid’s “ things” were afve. 

“Unfortunate young lady!” said Tom. ‘“Let’s 

hope this fine floating ‘back hair’ was only a ‘re- 

serve’ for evening parties, and that she has plenty 

~ of good solid braids on her head for every-day wear.” 

“ Discourse now, O, wise Rufus!” said Norma. 

“ Jelly-fish again. A Discophore. Cyanea, Like 

the rest, nothing but sea-blubber on land. Hair com- 

monly forty feet in length. But Agassiz once‘encoun- 

tered one, and measuring by his oar, backing his boat 

the whole length of the hair, he found this monster 

chignon to be one hundred and twelve feet long ; 

the body was seven feet in diameter. But that hair, 

ladies — those tentacles —a fellow don’t care to get 

entangled in them when he’s out bathing; for they 

sting like nettles. Up and down these tentacles are 

cells, each containing a fine whip snugly coiled up; 

at will the fish can spring them out — it’s worse than 

any galvanic battery I ever tried. The mother of 

this giant is a little thing called a Hydroid ; and she
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is never, even when full grown, over half an inch in 

height.” 

_ But I, near-sighted Lorlei, was the one to discover 

the prettiest article — the poor sea-bride’s comb. Un- 

fortunate mermaid ! what dd she do when she got there, 

without her comb? Such a handy comb, too — just 

such a one as a fairy creature would be likely to select, 

so long and fine, the teeth glittering like a prism. 
\ 

  

Her Come. 

Tennyson has seen it, and seen her — 

“Combing her hair 

- Under the sea, 

Ina golden curl, 

With a comb of pearl.”
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But I haven’t told you the especial handiness of 

it in the luggage of a traveling mermaid. The mo- 

ment she gets her hair combed with it, she can stick 

it in her tresses, and it will all knot up into a jew- 

eled hair-pin, or it will float in a long, graceful, ex- 

quisite, rainbowy feather over her head and down her 

neck. 

I had already seen enough of the infinite variety of 

Jelly-fish to know what the Solomonic Rufus would 

say ; and when he began, “Class, Ctenophoree, or 

Comb-bearers, Individual, Pleurobrachia,” I put my 

‘fingers in my ears. I didn’t want the disenchanter’s 

rod waved over that exquisite and marvelous comb. 

I didn’t want to hear that the prismatic teeth of the 

pretty ornament were the creature’s “tentacles” and 

“oars.” 

Happily for my rainbow comb, Tom interrupted him 

as eagerly as one of us girls. ‘“ Here’s.some more 

spoil from the smashed trunk!” He was looking - 

_through his eye-glass. “Jupiter! won’t she weep and 

wail, though, when she finds it is that particular 

‘chist’ that is gone. Rufe, see; there’s the smoking- 

cap she’s embroidered for her lord and master float- 

ing at the stern there!” 

So it was—a nice one, too. Tll wager they keep 

Christmas down there, for that was no first attempt —
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at a smoking-cap. It was of pink velvet, I should 

say, worked in dainty running pattern, finished with 

fringes up and down the Grecian lines —red, yellow, 

orange, green, and purple—and a sweet rosette at 

the top. 

I just dreaded to hear Rufus 

take the romance out of this dain- 

ty gift which the young bride had, 

doubtless, fashioned sitting in her 

cool, green sea-grotto, dreaming of 

her handsome merman lover. 

  

“Ctenophore. Genus Idyia. All 

Stomach,” heisaids briefly,’ Mish) | 277 MEIN car: 

swim right into the great open stomach, mouth of 

smoking-cap contracts, and there the fish is. Handy 

—isn’t it?” 

Of course, after seeing all these things, and know- 

ing we were on the trail of the smashed-up trunk, we 

continued to look about us. We saw nothing more 

for along time. At last Tom fixed his eye-glass on 

a distant rock of the coast we were slowly skirting. 

“Ves, ma’am, there’s her bouquet-holder strandéd high 

and dry, flowers all in it neat as can be—hope the 

dear creature hasn’t been shipwrecked herself. This 

looks like it, though.” 

Norma and I took turns with the eye-glasses. We
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could plainly make it out. It seemed, at that dis- 

tance, of a deep glowing color. It shone so I could 

scarcely distinguish the “flowers.” I fancied there 

was a pair of great tiger lilies, a mass of heliotropes, 

and some honeysuckles, all fringed with ribbon-grass. 

The bouquet-holder itself was of a very graceful form. 

Who could want to hear 

anything so pretty “ ex- 

plained”? 

Norma and Helen did, 

to my disgust. ‘This, at 

least, isn’t a Jelly-fish, Mr. 

Pendleton?” they said. 

“Well, it is the mother 

of some of your Jelly-fishes, 

  

at least. Tom’s bouquet: 
Her Bouquet-HoLpeEr. 

holder is a Hobocodon 

Hydroid. The flowers are simply ten or twelve young 

bud-Medusee. They are budded upon the Hydroid, 

and grow there until they are strong enough to de 

tach themselves and go sailing off upon the sea.” 

* And so the bouquet-holder and the bouquet are 

both alive?” said I. “ How dreadful!” 

“* How wonderful!” said Norma, the scientific New 

England Norma. New York boarding-schools had 

tried four long years to make simply a pretty young
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belle of Norma. J thought they had succeeded. But 

one hour over this mermaid’s luggage had trans- 

formed her into herself. 

“There floats her breast-knot,” said Rufus, quickly, 

as a brilliant object swept by. It did look like a 

bunch of looped ribbons and filmy lace. 

Rufus caught Norma’s glance 

of inquiry. “A floating Hy- 

droid: a Hydra with Meduse- 

bells. There’ll ever so many 

Jelly-fish get off from that Hy- 

droid by and by.” 

We were hugging close to the 

rocky shore now. Numerous 

pools and streams stretched 

  

inland. In one of them Rufus 
Her BREAST-KNOT. 

himself pointed out a queer 

little object lying high and dry. “One of young 

madame’s ‘tidies’ has drifted in here.” It certainly 

seemed like a crocheted anti-macassar with a pattern 

delicately traced with violet. 

Somehow / wanted to hear an explanation of that. 

“Tis a sea-urchin,” he said. ‘The close center, 

the portion you ladies would call ‘sc’ work, is his 

body. The open work, the ‘dc’ and ‘chain,’ are 

his tentacles. There is something extremely curious
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about these ‘ tentacles,’ could we get close enough to 

see. Upon four of them are set little forks. Any 

tejected food is passed from an opening on the sum- 

a : ee mit of his body, 

down a tentacle, 

received upon 

one of these little 

forks; this fork 

closes upon it like 

a forceps, passes 
: HER ‘Lipy. 

  

it down to an- 

other fork, and so on until it is dropped off into the 

water.” 

“QO, look there, look there!” cried Norma, inter- 

rupting him. She pointed to a ledge of rock lining 

the entrance of a little bay. I saw it distinctly. 

* Such a beautiful work of art—the luckless mermaid’s 

work-basket. 

“O, how dreadfully she will feel when she knows 

she has lost that!’ Helen said. 

“°Tis a work-basket, that’s a fact,” quoth Tom. 

“Work-basket!” laughed Rufus. “It’s a greedy 

net-fish. That fish will stand up and look like a 

snug latticed house on a minute’s notice. . Then little 

‘innocent shrimps and fishes will run into it for shel- 

  ter, and of course —say, girls,” he interrupted him-
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self, “there’s her clothes-brush, as I live!. By the by, 

that greedy, lazy net-fish has 81,920 limbs. Governor 

Winthrop said so in 1680, when he sent a specimen to 

  

Her CLorizs-BrusH. 

the Royal Society in England. No luckless shrimp 

can escape aé/ those limbs, be sure. If he escapes 

70,000, there are still 10,920 to catch him. As for 

that clothes-brush, it is a Crinoid. Some polar wave 

must have washed that ashore, for it lives off the coast 

of Greenland.”
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We looked farther for an hour or two, but saw 

nothing more, only some brooches. 

It must have been her trunk of little personal treas- 

ures that was lost, we all concluded. We did not 

believe that the wedding bark itself was wrecked ; 

for we should have found more of her outfit, we think ; 

there would have been dainty snowy garments, silk- 

en robes, and. wonderful shawls, floating somewhere 

in the sea: don’t you think so? Norma and I did. 
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