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A BATTLE AND A BOY.

L

Tse cottle-market oceupied the town common.
The child-market wos round the corper in the Bach
Bteasse. Burly peasants in long coids, red waisi-
coats, and kigh boots, tramped with & weiphty ade
from ong to the other, and it wonld be diflienlt fo
say which was the noisier—whers the childrec’s
phrill tones were continnally raised in eager bar-
gaimng, or whers the poor beasts, nnabla to make
terms for themselves, yet lifted up their voices in
lond bt futile protest against such indignities ns
thumps in the ribs, having their jaws stretched
to the verge of dislocation, and their legs pulled
about in attitedes ot varience with the laws of their
anatomy.

own the very middle of the long, rambling
street, o mera thread of & brook came rushing and
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lpaping impetuously, trying to overflow its rough
board barriers, Tt wad stroog, and swollen with

apring rains and the wmelting of ice and snow in
the mountaing, and mads s pmch woise ae if it
thought itself o river.  I'runel Beiner, kneeling by
the swift water, sailed chip-bhoata—some with masta
and some without—as diligently as if he had come
to the Ravensborg child-market for this sole par
pose, and as if his future broad apd batber would
depend exclusively upon his skill in this branch
of industry, His back tumed to the erowd, he
watched Lis boats bob and whirl, eapsize, disap-
peir, or po gayly on past the peopls, and tall Ligh-
giabled houses, with upper stories projecting ench
over aach, and seil out of bight; bt he was promd-
ly eonseious they must in time reach the groat
wateh-tower, through whess sotique, arched por-
tals the street ran awuay frow the town and out
mmong the flolds. Toall his oleven years Lo had
never seen 50 many mem anid women together, so
mauy cattle, and heand 90 many voices ws thut day
ab Rovensburg, At fimt Lo had been bowildered
by the uproar and strangeness, The animsls in-
deed looked Familiar and homelike, und diffased o
warm, barn-yard smell which he found comforting.
He felt strongly inclined to remain near an affuble
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eow thabk manifeated o certain placid pleasure in his
society. Bub the peopls and children wers push-
ing on to the Bach Btrasse, in front of the Golden
Lamb Inn, and 8 horse-dealer bad sent him along
with a slap on the shoalder and & rough—

“Colts sold here, good-for-nothing boys down
there ™

The childeen formed in a compeet litde army
until their ranks wers broken by people pressing
in with sharp quoestions and serotiny,  Frangd
stood for a while on the cotskirts of the crowd, un-
vertain of Lis course.  Feelmg shy, he lowked snl-
lem and defiant, and scowled at everyvome whose
glance he met, nol in the least from ilbwill, but
rather from & vague instinet of self-defonce.  Nudp-
ing with a prompt elbow every mortal who by
chanes, or with Intention, nadged him, returning
with liberal messureall the amenities of childhood,
and the methods by which the nuregenerate smail
boy makes the aequaintunee of his peer—grimaces,
motiveless blows, inconsequent efforts to trip up
and knock down—hbe listened a while to the others,
s heard the old hands among the ehildren glibly
boasting what they eould do, and where they Lad
becn, how they had kept cows and sheep oo the
hill-glopes, how they eould soour and run and dig.
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“Puy ma! Buy me!"” they cried, shrilly. Bat
it was all rather confusing, and as sobody hap-
pened to inguire whak his special accomplish-
ments were, or seemed to desire his eervices, he
gradually withdrew from the greed and tormol of
the merket-place, and finally forgot it, devoting
his energies to the navigation of ehips, for it was
really a splendid brook,

Meanwhile if Frapzl was oblivious of his duty
to secure n good situstion, to “sell™ himself, as
they suy in Ravensburg—{for the chili-market has
its gqueer idioms as well as Wall Street—the din
behind the careless little monntaineer proved that
others wern less indifferent to their worldly advun-
tage. The swarm of boys and girle was of all ages
and sizes, and though some were pale and sickly,
for the most part they looked as rosy and clear-eved
as if the Pied Piper himself had led them, dancing
o the tunes of his magie pipe, over the hills and
far away from their mountein bomes in Switz-
erland and the Tyrol. The truth i@ they had
been regaled by nothing so merry snd welodions.
They had patiently trudged many o weary mils to
the Raveneburg spring-fair. Those of them who
had bad the cceasional privilege of dangling their
heels from the back of some jolting cart had
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deemed themselvea lueky. They had been glad
of every crust of conree bwead piven them ou the
way, had reganded o few eold potatoes as a fenst,
and a swallow of bitter beer as 2 rare boon.

Timid little girls of eight or nine were making
their first ventures in the great world—a somewhat
immuture ae, it must be confessed, for gnining an
independent livelihood and establishing one's self
permanently. But nothing makes an expariencad
maid-of-nll-work of a baby of nine quicker than
seven or eight vounger brothers and sisters, and
i iz astomishing how motherly and pamstaking
even a boy becomes, when necessity compels from
him unceasing domestic ministrabions.  Whers
mouaths sre many avd penee are few, the senior
infant sequires o goodly amount of roukine, and
when Number Two bevomes neardy s expert,
Number Cne id sent to trude her expenence and
accomplishments at the child-market. Here the
smallest human mite is in demand, for perhapa
some childless woman—inspired by practical, net
sentimental, motives—hos come to hive s little girl,
or some hardworkivg young mother wants a child
to tend the baby while she looks after the form,
her husband, and the men.

Large, bold boys and girls of fonrteen or fif-



