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            Chapter 1

          

          
            "Bay Billy."

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        You may talk of horses of renown,

        What Goldsmith Maid has done,

        How Dexter cut the seconds down,

        And Fellowcraft's great run:

        Would you hear about a horse that once

        A mighty battle won?

        'Twas the last fight at Fredericksburg,—

        Perhaps the day you reck,—

        Our boys, the Twenty-second Maine,

        Kept Early's men in check.

        Just where Wade Hampton boomed away,

        The fight went neck and neck.

      

      

      

      
        
        All day we held the weaker wing,

        And held it with a will;

        Five several stubborn times we charged

        The battery on the hill,

        And five times beaten back, re-formed,

        And kept our columns still.

      

      

      

      
        
        At last from out the centre fight

        Spurred up a general's aide;

        "That battery must silenced be!"

        He cried as past he sped.

        Our colonel simply touched his cap,

        And then, with measured tread,—

      

      

      

      
        
        To lead the crouching line once more

        The grand old fellow came;

        No wounded man but raised his head,

        And strove to gasp his name,

        And those who could not speak or stir

        "God blessed him" just the same.

      

      

      

      
        
        For he was all the world to us,—

        That hero gray and grim;

        Right well he knew that fearful slope

        We'd climb with none but him,

        Though while his white head led the way

        We'd charge hell's portals in.

      

      

      

      
        
        This time we were not half way up,

        When, midst the storm of shell,

        Our leader, with his sword upraised,

        Beneath our bayonets fell;

        And as we bore him back, the foe

        Set up a joyous yell.

        Our hearts went with him. Back we swept,

        And when the bugle said,

        "Up, charge again!" no man was there

        But hung his dogged, head.

        "We've no one left to lead us now,"

        The sullen soldiers said.

      

      

      

      
        
        Just then, before the laggard line

        The colonel's horse we spied,—

        Bay Billy, with his trappings on,

        His nostril swelling wide,

        As though still on his gallant back

        The master sat astride.

      

      

      

      
        
        Right royally he took the place

        That was of old his wont,

        And with a neigh that seemed to say

        Above the battle's brunt,

        "How can the Twenty-second charge

        If I am not in front?"

      

      

      

      
        
        Like statues we stood rooted there,

        And gazed a little space:

        Above that floating mane we missed

        The dear familiar face;

        But we saw Bay Billy's eye of fire,

        And it gave us heart of grace.

      

      

      

      
        
        No bugle-call could rouse us all

        As that brave sight had done.

        Down all the battered line we felt

        A lightning impulse run:

        Up, up the hill we followed Bill,

        And captured every gun!

      

      

      

      
        
        And when upon the conquered height

        Died out the battle's hum,

        Vainly 'mid living and the dead

        We sought our leader dumb;

        It seemed as if a spectre steed

        To win that day had come.

        And then the dusk and dew of night

        Fell softly o'er the plain,

        As though o'er man's dread work of death

        The angels wept again,

        And drew night's curtain gently round

        A thousand beds of pain.

      

      

      

      
        
        All night the surgeons' torches went

        The ghastly rows between;

        All night with solemn step I paced

        The torn and bloody green:

        But who that fought in the big war

        Such dread sights has not seen?

      

      

      

      
        
        At last the morning broke. The lark

        Sang in the merry skies

        As if to e'en the sleepers there

        It bade, Wake, and arise!

        Though naught but that last trump of all

        Could ope their heavy eyes.

      

      

      

      
        
        And then once more, with banners gay,

        Stretched out the long brigade;

        Trimly upon the furrowed field

        The troops stood on parade,

        And bravely 'mid the ranks were closed

        The gaps the fight had made.

      

      

      

      
        
        Not half the Twenty-second's men

        Were in that place that morn,

        And Corporal Dick, who yester-noon

        Stood six brave fellows on,

        Now touched my elbow in the ranks,

        For all between were gone.

      

      

      

      
        
        Ah! who forgets that dreary hour

        When, as with misty eyes,

        To call the old familiar roll

        The solemn sergeant tries,

        One feels that thumping of the heart

        As no prompt voice replies?

        And as in faltering tone and slow

        The last few names were said,

        Across the field some missing horse

        Toiled up with weary tread.

        It caught the sergeant's eye, and quick

        Bay Billy's name was read.

      

      

      

      
        
        Yes! there the old bay hero stood,

        All safe from battle's harms;

        And ere an order could be heard,

        Or the bugle's quick alarms,

        Down all the front, from end to end,

        The troops presented arms!

      

      

      

      
        
        Not all the shoulder-straps on earth

        Could still our mighty cheer;

        And ever from that famous day,

        When rang the roll-call clear,

        Bay Billy's name was read, and then

        The whole line answered "Here!"

      

      

      
        
        Frank H. Gassaway.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Because

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        "Now, John," the district teacher says,

        With frown that scarce can hide

        The dimpling smiles around her mouth

        Where Cupid's hosts abide;

        "What have you done to Mary Ann,

        That she is crying so?

        Don't say 'twas nothing,—don't, I say,

        For, John, that can't be so.

      

      

      

      
        
        "For Mary Ann would never cry

        At nothing, I am sure;

        And if you've wounded justice, John,

        You know the only cure

        Is punishment. So come, stand up;

        Transgressions must abide

        The pain attendant on the scheme

        That makes it justified."

      

      

      

      
        
        So John steps forth, with sunburnt face

        And hair all in a tumble,

        His laughing eyes a contrast to

        His drooping mouth so humble.

        "Now, Mary, you must tell me all,—

        I see that John will not,—

        And if he's been unkind or rude

        I'll whip him on the spot."

      

      

      

      
        
        "We—we were playin' p-prisoners' base,

        An' h-he is s-such a t-tease,

        An' w-when I w-wasn't l-lookin', ma'am,

        H-he kissed me—if you please!"

        Upon the teacher's face the smiles

        Have triumphed o'er the frown,

        A pleasant thought runs through her mind,

        The stick comes harmless down.

      

      

      

      
        
        But outraged law must be avenged:

        Begone, ye smiles, begone!

        Away, ye little dreams of love!

        Come on, ye frowns, come on!

        "I think I'll have to whip you, John:

        Such conduct breaks the rule;

        No boy, except a naughty one,

        Would kiss a girl—at school."

      

      

      

      
        
        Again the teacher's rod is raised,

        A Nemesis she stands:

        A premium were put on sin,

        If punished by such hands!

        As when the bee explores the rose

        We see the petals tremble,

        So trembled Mary's rosebud lips;

        Her heart would not dissemble.

        "I wouldn't whip him very hard,"—

        The stick stops in its fall,

        "It wasn't right to do it, but

        It didn't hurt at all."

        "What made you cry, then, Mary Ann?"

        The school noise makes a pause,

        And out upon the listening air

        From Mary comes, "Because."

      

      

      
        
        Boston Transcript.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            The Book Canvasser

          

        

      

    

    
      He came into my office with a portfolio under his arm. Placing it upon the table, removing a ruined hat, and wiping his nose upon a ragged handkerchief that had been so long out of the wash that it was positively gloomy, he said,—

      "Mr. ——, I'm canvassing for the National Portrait Gallery; very valuable work; comes in numbers, fifty cents apiece; contains pictures of all the great American heroes from the earliest times down to the present day. Everybody subscribing for it, and I want to see if I can't take your name.

      "Now, just cast your eyes over that," he said, opening his book and pointing to an engraving. "That's—lemme see—yes, that's Columbus, perhaps you've heard sumfin' about him. The publisher was telling me to-day, before I started out, that he discovered—No; was it Columbus that dis—Oh, yes, Columbus, he discovered America—was the first man here. He came over in a ship, the publisher said, and it took fire, and he staid on deck because his father told him to, if I remember right, and when the old thing busted to pieces he was killed. Handsome picture, ain't it? Taken from a photograph, all of 'em are; done especially for this work. His clothes are kinder odd, but they say that's the way they dressed in them days.

      "Look at this one. Now, isn't that splendid? That's William Penn, one of the early settlers. I was reading t'other day about him. When he first arrived, he got a lot of Indians up a tree, and, when they shook some apples down, he set one on top of his son's head, and shot an arrow plump through it and never grazed him. They say its truck them Indians cold; he was such a terrific shooter. Fine countenance, hasn't he? Face shaved clean; he didn't wear a mustache, I believe, but he seems to have let himself out on hair. Now, my view is, that every man ought to have a picture of that patriarch so's to see how the fust settlers looked, and what kind of weskets they used to wear. See his legs too. Trousers a little short, maybe, as if he was going to wade in a creek, but he's all there. Got some kind of a paper in his hand, I see. Subscription-list, I reckon. Now, how does that strike you?

      "There's something nice. That, I think, is—is—that—a—a—yes, to be sure, Washington,—you recollect him, of course. Some people call him Father of his Country; George—Washington. Had no middle name, I believe. He lived about two hundred years ago, and he was a fighter. I heard the publisher telling a man about him crossing the Delaware River up yer at Trenton; and seems to me, if I recollect right, I've read about it myself. He was courting some girl on the Jersey side, and he used to swim over at nights to see her, when the old man was asleep. The girl's family were down on him, I reckon. He looks like a man to do that, don't he? He's got it in his eye. If it'd been me, I'd gone over on a bridge; but he probably wanted to show off afore her,—some men are so reckless, you know. Now, if you'll conclude to take this, I'll get the publisher to write out some more stories, and bring 'em round to you, so's you can study up on him. I know he did ever so many other things; but I've forgot 'em, my memory's so awful poor.

      "Less see! Who have we next? Ah, Franklin! Benjamin Franklin! He was one of the old original pioneers, I think. I disremember exactly what he is celebrated for, but I think it was a—flying a—oh! yes, flying a kite, that's it. The publisher mentioned it. He was out one day flying a kite, you know, like boys do nowadays, and while she was a-flickering up in the sky, and he was giving her more string, an apple fell off a tree, and hit him on the head; then he discovered the attraction of gravitation, I think they call it. Smart, wasn't it? Now, if you or me'd 'a' been hit, it'd just 'a' made us mad, like as not, and set us a-ravin'. But men are so different! One man's meat's another man's pison. See what a double chin he's got. No beard on him, either, though a goatee would have been becoming to such a round face. He hasn't got on a sword, and I reckon he was no soldier; fit some when he was a boy, maybe, or went out with the home-guard, but not a regular warrior. I ain't one myself, and I think all the better of him for it.

      "Ah, here we are! Look at that. Smith and Pocahontas! John Smith! Isn't that gorgeous? See how she kneels over him, and sticks out her hands while he lays on the ground, and that big fellow with a club tries to hammer him up! Talk about woman's love! There it is for you! Modocs, I believe. Anyway, some Indians out West there, somewheres; and the publisher tells me that Captain Shackanasty, or whatever his name is there, was going to bang old Smith over the head with a log of wood, and this here girl she was sweet on Smith, it appears, and she broke loose, and jumped forward, and says to the man with a stick, 'Why don't you let John alone? Me and him are going to marry, and if you kill him I'll never speak to you as long as I live,' or words like them; and so the man he give it up, and both of them hunted up a preacher, and were married, and lived happy ever afterward. Beautiful story, isn't it? A good wife she made him, too, I'll bet, if she was a little copper-colored. And don't she look just lovely in that picture? But Smith appears kinder sick, evidently thinks his goose is cooked; and I don't wonder, with that Modoc swooping down on him with such a discouraging club.

      "And now we come to—to—ah—to—Putnam—General Putnam: he fought in the war, too; and one day a lot of 'em caught him when he was off his guard, and they tied him flat on his back on a horse, and then licked the horse like the very mischief. And what does that horse do but go pitching down about four hundred stone steps in front of the house, with General Putnam lying there nearly skeered to death! Leastways the publisher said somehow that way, and I once read about it myself. But he came out safe, and I reckon sold the horse, and made a pretty good thing of it. What surprises me is, he didn't break his neck; but maybe it was a mule, for they're pretty sure-footed, you know. Surprising what some of these men have gone through, ain't it?

      "Turn over a couple of leaves. That's General Jackson. My father shook hands with him once. He was a fighter, I know. He fit down in New Orleans. Broke up the rebel legislature, and then, when the Ku Kluxes got after him, he fought 'em behind cotton breastworks, and licked 'em till they couldn't stand. They say he was terrific when he got real mad,—hit straight from the shoulder, and fetched his man every time. Andrew, his fust name was; and look how his hair stands up.

      "And then, here's John Adams, and Daniel Boone, and two or three pirates, and a whole lot more pictures, so you see it's cheap as dirt. Lemme have your name, won't you?"

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            CASABIANCA (Colored)

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        One darky stood in the 'backer patch,

        Whence all the rest had fled;

        While the mule-heels, clods, and green worms flew

        A-whizzing round his head.

      

      

      

      
        
        Savory, stout, and black he stood,

        As born to work a farm,

        While gaping mouth and bulging eyes

        Betokened his alarm.

        That mule kicked hard: he wouldn't leave

        "Unless de boss said so."

        "De boss," unconscious of his plight,

        Had gone off to the show.

      

      

      

      
        
        The darky yelled, "See here, boss, say!

        Mus' I lef dis mule go?"

        Just then the boss was miles away,

        And Cuffee called out "Whoa!"

      

      

      

      
        
        Quite thick and fast a cloud of dust

        Arose towards the sky,

        And filled the darky's eyes and nose

        Like flour off hotel pie.

      

      

      

      
        
        "Say, boss!" again poor Cuffee cried,

        "Ef 'tain't mos' time I'se gone?"

        Naught but the clattering hoofs replied,

        As the agile mule kicked on.

      

      

      

      
        
        At last there came a thunderous crash

        That made the earth resound;

        And when the dust and debris passed,

        The mule could not be found.

      

      

      

      
        
        That fateful last terrific kick

        Had struck on Cuffee's head;

        And now the mule, a shattered wreck,

        Lay far off, limp and dead.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            A Centre-Board Yacht-Race

          

        

      

    

    
      "Mr. Bingham," said the "city editor" of the "Royal Bugle" one morning, "the 'sporting editor' is away, and it will be necessary for you to go down to Swampscott to report a race between centre-board yachts."

      "But I don't know any thing about yachts or yacht-racing."

      "It's not necessary to know. See the head man, and get the time. That's about all we want."

      About nine o'clock that night, a forlorn, tramp-like looking object entered the office of the "Royal Bugle," with the crown of his white Derby knocked in, the rim bent, and his clothing generally hanging limp,—the suit, once light in color, now spotted and stained. As he advanced into a better light, he was recognized as the "fire reporter;" and a chorus of exclamations followed: "Where's the fire?" or, "Did they put the hose on you?" as the unfortunate man sank, apparently exhausted, into a chair.

      "It's not a fire," he growled. "It's a yacht-race."

      "What did they do to you?"

      "Do to me? They did every thing except drown me, and almost did that. This morning," continued the dejected man, "our local editor sent me down to Swampscott to report a centre-board yacht race. He said if I could get aboard one of the racing yachts I'd have a delightful time,—a regular marine picnic. Well, I had it,—yes, indeedy; enough picnic of the kind to last the rest of life. I knew the yachtsmen were spruce sort of fellows, dressed well; and therefore I put on my best suit,—new rig just from the tailor's,—and hurried away to the Swampscott sands. I found the fleet of centre-boards tied up to a wharf. In making inquiries of a captain, I hinted that it would be agreeable to me to be a passenger on his yacht.

      "He smiled serenely, the villain! and said he'd be delighted to have me come aboard. Oh, the baseness of the man! Very soon the race began; and when fairly under way, and I had settled into a comfortable seat to enjoy it, the captain shouted, 'All down, down below the'—the—what do you call the rail that runs around the top of the boat?—the gun—the gun"—

      "Whale!"

      "Yes, the gunwhale. Well, he said we must keep our heads below that, in order to offer less resistance to the wind. Therefore three of us were obliged to lie on our stomachs on the bottom of the boat. If we wanted to see the race, we looked through the skipper's windows"—

      "The what?"

      "Why, the skipper's holes, as they call them,—a nautical term for windows, I sup"—

      "Scupper-holes!"

      "Well, yes, that sounds more like. The man who lay next to me kept himself busy and contented by eating peanuts. But that was nothing, comparatively. Soon we ran into a big wave. If the skipper'd had any sense of honor or regard for his passengers, he would have turned one side to let the wave pass; but he didn't. He ran slap into it, and the crest of it came on board, caromed on the skipper himself, who stood at the helm, and then circulated among the shifting ballast. Owing to the peanut-eater, the skipper-win—no, the scupper-holes—were clogged; and the remnant of the wave, unable to escape from the boat, was absorbed by our clothing, and my new suit began to take additional shades and wrinkles.

      "Suddenly that graceless captain shouted something about 'hard lee,' and then the boat lurched and tipped the other way; and we, lying prostrate, were ordered to creep carefully around the centre-board, and lie on the other side. That was the most fiendish! If my memory be good, we crawled back and forth around that centre-board a dozen times. If we were going to win the race, why didn't we keep straight on, and not turn to the right or left every twenty minutes?

      "But the climax came. The skipper decided to turn the boat around when she was going at full speed, and to drive her in the opposite direction. Well, when she turned around"—

      "Jibed, you mean."

      "Yes, that sounds like it. When she jibed she turned over on her side, and a part of the shifting ballast, another man, and myself, went overboard; but we caught on the gunwhale, and, the boat coming down flat again, we crawled in. When I, forlorn and dripping, asked if they turned around usually in that way, they laughed.

      "Well, about an hour afterward, after mopping the bottom of the boat some more with our clothing, we reached the landing from which we had departed.

      "We did not win.

      "In response to an inquiry in regard to our defeat, the captain, ungrateful, said that he had too much ballast. Wasn't that the refinement of cruelty? Wasn't it a dastardly insult? After I'd spoiled a suit of clothes by exerting myself in his behalf in climbing around that centreboard, and nearly lost my life,—of course, if I had not caught the side of the boat when I went overboard, they would not stop to take me in, because the race was very important, and the prize was a three-cornered blue flag,—after all that, I say, 'twas rascally to hint that I'd lost the race for him.

      "When the boat was a safe distance from the shore, after leaving me on the wharf, the captain cried, 'Had a good time?' Gentlemen, to reply would have been an indignity to myself; but I indulged in a little pantomime to show the pirate skipper that, if I'd had him there, I'd injure the wharf with him. 'Why didn't I come home sooner?' Because I waited the coming of night to shield me from the gaze of the village constable, who has a personal enmity against tramps,—makes them saw wood. I knew that my tattered and begrimed appearance would bring me under the ban of the law. I walked home by way of the beach."

      
        
        George A. Stockwell.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            The Christening

          

        

      

    

    
      No, I won't forgive our parson — not down to my dyin' day.

      He'd orter waited a minnit; that's what I'll allers say;

      But to christen my boy, my baby, with such an orful name!

      Why, where's the use o' talkin'? I tell you he was to blame.

      

      You see, it happened in this way: There was father, an' Uncle Si,

      An' mother, an' each one wantin' a finger in the pie,—

      Euch with a name for baby, as ef I hadn't no voice;

      But the more they talked an' argied, the more I stuck to my choice.

      

      "Semanthy"—this was father—"you'd best take pattern by mother,

      For she named thirteen children, 'thout any such fuss or bother:

      As soon as she diskivered that family names was too few,

      Why, she just fell back on the Bible, as perfessers air bound to do."

      

      "Semanthy"—this was Reuben—"most any one else could see,

      That, bein' as I'm his father, he orter be named for me.

      You say my name's old-fashioned; well, I'm old-fashioned too:

      Yet 'twarn't so long ago, nuther, that both of us suited you."

      

      Then there was Uncle Silas: "Semanthy, I tell ye what:

      Just name him Silas. I'll give him that hundred-acre lot.

      I'll make out the deed to-morrer ; an' then, when I've gone to my rest,

      There'll be a trifle o' money to help him feather his nest."

      

      But the worst of all was mother. She says, so meek an’ mild,—

      "I'd love to call him Jotham, after my oldest child;

      He died on his second birthday. The others are grown-up men,

      But Jotham is still my baby: he has never grown since then.

      His hair was soft and curlin', eyes blue as blue could be,

      An' this boy of yours, Semanthy, jest brings him back to me."

      Well, it warn't no easy matter to keep on saying No,

      An' disapp'intin' every one. Poor Rube he fretted so,

      When I told him the name I'd chosen, that he fairly made me cry.

      For I'd planned to name the darlin' Augustus Percival Guy.

      Ah! that was a name worth hearin', so 'ristocratic an' grand!

      He might 'a' held up his head then with the proudest in the land.

      But now—Well, 'tisn't no wonder, when I look at that blessed child,

      An' think of the name he's come to, that I can't be reconciled.

      

      At last I coaxed up Reuben, an' a Sabbath mornin' came

      When I took my boy to meetin' to git his Christian name.

      Jest as proud as a peacock I stood a-waitin' there;

      I couldn't hardly listen to the readin' nor the prayer,

      For of half a dozen babies, mine was the finest of all;

      An' they had sech common names too! But pride must have a fall.

      

      "What will ye call him?" says Parson Brown, bendin' his head, to hear.

      Then I handed a bit of paper up, with the names writ full an' clear.

      But Uncle Si, 'stead of passin' it, jest reads it over slow,

      With sech a wond'rin', puzzled face, as ef he didn't know.

      The child was beginnin' to fidget, an' Rube was gittin' red,

      So I kinder scowled at Uncle Si, and then I shook my head.

      "The name?" says Parson Brown agin; "I'm 'feared I haven't caught it."

      "Jee—hoshaphat!" says Uncle Si, out loud, before he thought it.

      

      The parson—he's near-sighted—he couldn't understand,

      Though I p'inted to the paper in Uncle Silas' hand.

      But that word did the business ; an' before I got my breath

      That boy was named Jehoshaphat. I felt a' most like death.

      I couldn't keep from cry in' as I hurried down the aisle,

      An' I fairly hated Widder Green when I see her kinder smile.

      I've never, never called him by that name, an' never will,

      An' I can't forgive old Parson Brown, though I bear him no ill-will.

      
        
        E. T. Corbett, in Harper's.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            The Coming Wave

          

        

      

    

    
      Dipper Bay was a little inlet, almost land-locked, in which the water was deep enough to float his sloop at this time of tide, and its high rocky shores would afford him a perfect protection from the fury of any squall, or even hurricane. But Leopold felt that his chances of reaching this secure haven were but small, for the breeze was very light.

      The sloop "Rosabel" was but a short distance from the shore when the wind entirely subsided, and the long rollers were as smooth as glass. The lightning glared with fearful intensity, and the thunder boomed like the convulsions of an earthquake. By this time Rosabel [for whom the sloop had been named], who had before enjoyed the sublimity of the coming storm, now began to realize its terrors, and to watch the handsome boatman with the deepest anxiety. The sails flapped idly in the motionless air, and Dipper Bay was still half a mile distant.

      "Don't be alarmed, Miss Hamilton," said Leopold. "If the squall will keep off only a few moments, we shall be in a safe place."

      The skipper evidently "meant business;" and, shipping the long oars, he worked with a zeal which seemed to promise happy results, and Rosabel began to feel a little re-assured. But the sloop was too large, and too broad on the beam, to be easily rowed, and her progress was necessarily very slow.

      "Can't I help you, Leopold?" asked the maiden, when she saw what a tremendous effort the boatman was making.

      "You may take the tiller, and steer for Dip Point, if you please," replied Leopold, knowing that his beautiful passenger would be better satisfied if she could feel that she was doing something.

      Leopold plied his oars with all the vigor of a manly frame, intent upon reaching the little bay, where the high rocks would shelter his craft from the fury of the storm. Then a breeze of wind came, and he resumed his place at the tiller. He had almost reached the haven when he saw coming down over the waters a most terrific squall. Before he could haul down his mainsail, the tempest struck the "Rosabel." He placed his fair charge in the bottom of the boat, which the savage wind was driving towards the dangerous rocks. Before he could do any thing to secure the sail, the mainsheet parted at the boom. He cast off the halliards, but the sail was jammed and would not come down.

      The "Rosabel" was almost upon the rocks. Seizing an oar, Leopold, satisfied that he could do nothing to save the boat, worked her away from the rocks, so that she would strike upon the narrow beach he had just left. The fierce squall was hurling her with mad speed upon the shore. By the most tremendous exertion, and at the imminent peril of his life, he succeeded in guiding her to the beach, upon which she struck with prodigious force, crushing in her keel and timbers beneath the shock. Without a word of explanation, he grasped the fair Rosabel in his arms, and leaped into the angry surges, which were driven high upon the rocks above him. The tide had risen so that there was hardly room under the cliff for him to stand; but he bore her to this only partial refuge from the fury of the storm.

      The tempest increased in violence, and the huge billows rolled in with impetuous fury upon him. Grasping his fair burden in his arms, with Rosabel clinging to him in mortal terror, he paused a moment to look at the angry sea. There was a narrow shelf of rock near him, against which the waves beat with terrible violence. If he could only get beyond this shelf, which projected out from the cliffs, he could easily reach the Hole in the Wall, where Harvey Barth had saved himself in just such a storm. He had born Rosabel some distance along the beach, both drenched by the lashing spray, and his strength was nearly exhausted. The projecting shelf was before him, forbidding for the moment his further progress.

      Placing his left foot on a rock, his fair but heavy burden on his knee, clasping her waist with his left hand, while his right was fastened for support in a crevice of the cliff, he paused for an instant to recover his breath and watch for a favorable chance to escape from his perilous position. Rosabel, in her terror, had thrown her arms around his neck, clinging to him with all her might. When he paused, she felt, reposing on his powerful muscles, that she was safe—she confessed it afterwards; though, in that terrible sea and near those cruel rocks, the strength of the strongest man was but weakness. Leopold waited. If the sea would only recede for an instant, it would give him the opportunity to reach the broader beach beyond the shelf, over which he could pass to the Hole in the Wall. It was a moment of hope, mingled with a mighty fear.

      A huge billow, larger than any he had yet seen, was rolling in upon him, crested and reeking with foam, and might dash him and his feeble charge, mangled and torn, upon the jagged rocks. Still panting from the violence of his exertion, he braced his nerves and his stout frame to meet the terrible shock.

      With every muscle strained to the utmost tension, he waited the coming wave. In this attitude, with the helpless maiden clinging to him for life, with the wreck of his fine yacht near, he was a noble subject for an inspired artist.

      The coming wave buried him and the fair maiden in its cold embrace. It broke, and shattered itself in torrents of milky foam upon the hard rocks. But the larger and higher the wave, the farther it recedes. Leopold stood firm, though he was shaken in every fibre of his frame by the shock. The retiring water—retiring only for an instant, to come again with even greater fury—gave him his opportunity, and he improved it. Swooping, like a strong eagle, beneath the narrow shelf of rock, he gained the broader sands beyond the reach of the mad billows. It blew a hurricane for some time. The stranded yacht was ground into little pieces by the sharp rocks, but her skipper and his fair passenger were safe.

      
        
        .Oliver Optic.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Counting Eggs

          

        

      

    

    
      Old Moses, who sells eggs and chickens on the streets of Austin for a living, is as honest an old negro as ever lived; but he has got the habit of chatting familiarly with his customers, hence he frequently makes mistakes in counting out the eggs they buy. He carries his wares around in a small cart drawn by a diminutive donkey. He stopped in front of the residence of Mrs. Samuel Burton. The old lady herself came out to the gate to make the purchases.

      "Have you got any eggs this morning, Uncle Moses?" she asked.

      "Yes, indeed I has. Jess got in ten dozen from de kentry."

      "Are they fresh?"

      "Fresh? yas, indeed ! I guantees 'em, an'—an'—de hen guantees 'em."

      "I'll take nine dozen. You can just count them into this basket."

      "All right, mum;" he counts, "one, two, free, foah, five, six, seben, eight, nine, ten.—You can rely on dem bein' fresh. How's your son comin' on de school? He must be mos' grown."

      "Yes, Uncle Moses: he is a clerk in a bank in Galveston."

      "Why, how ole am de boy?"

      "He is eighteen."

      "You don't tole me so! Eighteen, and getting a salary already.—Eighteen (counting), nineteen, twenty, twenty-one, twenty-two, twenty-three, twenty-foah, twenty-five.—And how's your gal comin' on? She was most growed up de last time I seed her."

      "She is married, and living in Dallas."

      "Wall, I declar', how de time scoots away! And you say she has childruns? Why, how ole am de gal? She must be jest about"—

      "Thirty-three."

      "Am dat so?" (counting) "firty-free, firty-foah, firty-five, firty-six, firty-seven, firty-eight, firty-nine, forty, forty-one, forty-two, forty-free.—Hit am singular dat you has sich ole childruns. You don't look more den forty years old yerseff."

      "Nonsense, old man; I see you want to flatter me. When a person gets to be fifty-three years old"—

      "Fifty-free! I jess dun gwinter bleeve hit; fifty-free, fifty-foah, fifty-five, fifty-six,—I want you to pay 'tenshun when I count de eggs, so dar'll be no mistake,—fifty-nine, sixty, sixty-one, sixty-two, sixty-free, sixty-foah.—Whew! Dat am a warm day. Dis am de time ob year when I feels I'se gettin' ole myself. I ain't long for dis world. You comes from an ole family. When yore fodder died he was sebenty years ole."

      "Seventy-two."

      "Dat's old, suah.—Sebenty-two, sebenty-free, sebenty-foah, sebenty-five, sebenty-six, sebenty-seben, sebenty-eight, sebenty-eight, sebenty-nine.—And your mudder? She was one ob de noblest lookin' ladies I ebber see. You remind me ob her so much! She libed to mos' a hundred. I bleeves she was done past a centurion when she died."

      "No, Uncle Moses: she was only ninety-six when she died."

      "Den she wan't no chicken when she died, I know dat.—Ninety-six, ninety-seben, ninety-eight, ninety-nine, one hundred, one, two, free, foah, five, five, six, seben, eight,—dar one hundred and eight nice fresh eggs,—jess nine dozen, and here am one moah egg in case I have discounted myse'f."

      Old Mose went on his way rejoicing. A few days afterward Mrs. Barton said to her husband,

      "I am afraid we will have to discharge Matilda. I am satisfied that she steals the milk and eggs. I am positive about the eggs, for I bought them day before yesterday, and now about half of them are gone. I stood right there, and heard old Moses count them myself, and there were nine dozen."—Texas Siftings.
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