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(iooti Writers

\Vc give on lliis pagf ihe portraits of four of

ilif best writers amoiiy our subscribers, who have

recently sent us specimens of their handwriting.

They are all self-taught, having learned at home

from Caskell's Compendium.

I.
\V. Patton is a very fine writer, and oiir

SpenceriAn readers will pronounce liim the be?t

of the four. He is a resident of Jamestown.

Ohio. We don't know his occupation, but he

would make a good writing teacher, wc are sure.

\V. E. Ernst, who looks as if he might, some

lime in the future—when he grows up and gets

A liUle fatter—gel into a judgeship or go to Con-

gress, is a Mendon, Michigan, boy.

J. W. PiRRCv, Martinsvill^ Indiana, writes

nratly and well.

G. F. Ai.CAZAR. a student in the Washington

and Lee University, Lexington. Va., makes a

practical application of systematic penmanship,

lo rapid literary and other work incident to col-

lege duties. The style is neat and plain, and

would satisfy even the most chronic grumbler

among our literary friends. And, while we have

it in mind, we may as well say right here, that,

in our opinion, Mr. A's writing is better adapted

io I orrespondence, records, &c., than either of

the other':. It is a splendid hand, though by no

mcanhaeorrect one, as the writhiE master would

;n.igrr-
-^—'- *—

'

Harvey Neal and George Doe were fast

friends, notwithstanding the fact that they could

not agree in anything.

, Hcing next door neighbori, tbey had known

carl other as long as each had known himself

;

"I'ul as*faf back as their memories went, they

. could hardfy remember a day on which they had

not had a quarrel of some kind. Yet, as I said,

ilicy were fast friends ; you couldn't find two

boys in the whole township of Neal's Falls who

were more attached to each othy than Har-

vey and George.

Their fathers had been friends before them,

and, sing\ilar enough, never had a quarrel to

break the monotony of their peaceful existence,

except once, when they were young men, and

came near falling in love with the same!" girl,

which catastrophe, however, was prevented by

the appearance of a young lady from Bath, who
fascinated Joseph Ncal lo such a degree that he

took the first opportunity to propose to her, and

was accepted. This left Henry Doc without

any dangerous rival to Deacon Brown's daugh-

ters hand, and what almost would have been a

T»»Mmi trouble, terminated in a double wedding.

But asftMK»Jinys._ As they grew older their

quarrels decreased, lurnmj^tim-jjjj^ disputes.

One evening, after the chores were duh-t Har-
vey called out to Gcoi^e to come out for a walk

ttTct-r -,upper, to which he agreed, and supper

over they started.

"George," began Har\'ey, "I have something

on my mind I want 10 speak to you about."

" Hullo, another scheme to make a fortune?

Well, let's have it."

"Yes. and one that wc can cany out, loo.

Vou've heard about Squire Wilhur's son coming
home to-day to spend .1 few wcek> with his

father ?"

"Yes. What of it?"

"Well, I saw him to-day. and lie looks just

is better dressed th.in the .Squire him-
self, and
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" Pooh," interrupted George ;
" I bet that the

Squire's clothes cost a good deal more. A few

cheap trumperies and your clothes cut in city
j

style, and you are a gentleman."

" He has got no cheap things about him, and
.

they say that he is making lots of money in Chi-

cago, and I was just thinking why couldn't we go

and seek ourfortune ?"

" O. pshaw," answered George, shrugging his

shoulders ;
" what's the good of ii fellow leaving

a good home and friends, and everything, to seek

his fortune, with one chance in a thousand to

find it."

' If I c nth I own hands,

I doi ', (icorgc, I :

: "Well, I guess you won't make it, then. I'd

)U5t as lief marry a rich gal as not. If you are

too particular, you will never get rich," said

" You are only talking, George
;
you wouldn't

do anything wrong for the sake of money, no

more than I would. Now, hold your tongue for

a few minutes and I'll tell you my plan. Next

fall, after the harvest is in, we'll go to Boston

and work there for the winter ; wc can then find

out how things are. and if we think we can sud* %u
cced we'll stay, and if the chances are not favor-

Iherfcors

anupt."

ine, ana>to-i

ThoiifaJk'

T-eBonth

"Why. it won't cost hut a few dotlai

I've got over twenty-five dollars in my baij

we'll go halves if you haven't ai

" I had about thirty dollars saved up,

George, "but when father had that 1

ith Nell, he didn't

W6»re all t

you ask your father to-morrow, and I'll ask

, andrto-morrow night we'll meet again."

parents made many objeclions to

but at last consented,

nths after Harvey had conceived the

plan, tney left dUbJjflkmal roof to throw them-

selves upon tmt mCTCies of a busy city world,

where m,iny .^mbttious youths from rural homes

have been Inst rn the crowd, getting rich in ex-

perience, bill reimiiling financially poor, and,

alas, too often loSing their moral and spiritual

When the two wbuld-be Vanderbills arrived

in Bo*;ton, they had to shift for themselves, as

neither had a relative or friend there,

Ha\mg obtained, through the aid of a police

officer 1 cheap but respectable boarding-house,

they immediately commenced to go around sce^

ing the sights, at the same time watching their

chii^c f r employment. On the second day

Harvey, pointing lo it.

" No
;
you go in first, and if you think the

work is too hard, m go in," proposed George.

"It won't be what I want. This is a printing

office, and I want to get a place in a store where

I can learn business."
'

' Well, then, I'll go in and sec what it is, any-

way. Vou wait till I come back."

So George went in, and in a few minutes came
out again.

"How did you make out?" queried Har-

vey.

FOUR

fortune, and I am sure there's no chance l-..,-(

and,then. I'm getting sick of farming.*'

" Why. farming is better than lo hang aw). •

a store or a shop .ill day. and never see tlie jw
except Sundays. I guess the city people -ait

'-'

it Sunday, because that is the only day ,a .,

week Ihey gel a chance to have a look jf.ih>

"I think," continued George, " that we *"

make our fortune without sacrificing so m, '-.

Why couldn't wc marry .some rich giri, ' lu

by?"
•' Rich girU he cooked !" retorted 1 1 i

•RITERS.

' le, we will go back home again. What do
lu think of that ?"

As George only spoke as he did for the sake

r argument, it did not take him long to decide
' '•-\ favor of Harvey's plan, so he said: "Thai

m't a bad jilan, b«i wa haven't permission to

i;o yet, and that won't be cisy to gct,"i.ilher.'* -

" We'll get it all the same," said Harvey, with

I determined air ;
" we'll talk about it all sum-

mer, and tease them until they get tired of it, and
then they'll let us go."

"Yes, I guess so; but where are you going to

. gel your money?"

"Got the job. Go to work next Monday,"
" What have you got to do, and how much arc

u going to get ?"

I've got to assist the man who runs the proof

CSS and learn the trade between times. I']]

lollars a week. That isn't bad to start

' No You are all right. I'll have lo skirmish

around for something now."

HTr>ey. however, found it not so easy to find

whit lie was looking for, and when George had

been It work for more than a week, Harvey was

still "skirmishing around."

One evening after George came back from

work, he asked Harvey the usual question :

" How did yon make out to-day?"

" Didn't make out at all," was the rejoinder.

"iDne of the boys in the shop is going to

leave, and I guess you can get his job. You'd

better try to-morrow,"

" I guess not If I once get into a shop I'll

never get out of it. If I can't get a place in a

store. I will go back home again," answered

Harvey, with sullen determination.

"You won't be fool enough to go back home
lo be laughed at." said George. " Why, print-

ing is a good trade. Several prominent men
began life in a printing office."

"That may be tmc, but I've my mind made
up not to go into a workshop, and I won't."

The following day Harvey went into Faneuil

Hall Market to look for employment. While
asking one of the stallkeepers with the usual

result, an old fanner came along, and tapping

him on the shoulder, said ;
" .See here, young fel-
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low, 1 heeni ye ask thai man for a job, an' I

though! I might give ye one. I want a chap 10

Ho the chores round the place, and fetch my

stiifT to the market when my roomalis is on me.

an" I'll give ye a good home fur the winter.

Xow. whal do yc say?"
* How far out do you live ?" asked Harvey.

"t)nly a few miles out. Maiden way."

Harvey thought a few moments and said ;

" I'll come with you, with the understanding

that I am free to go If something better should

up.

, hettei>n't keep ye if ye

yerself," replied farmer Googins.

They rode over to Harvey's boarding-house to

get his trunk, and leaving a note for George,

Harvey went farming again.

F.Tjpier CJoogins gave him a good home, not

han his own, though, but he was near

and went in once a week to look for the

"..nietl. About two months later, on a

Wedne*.liv. H.irvey had to go to the market

|J^o^ll
,
Ml i.oogins having his " roomatis" on

lii-. way back he happened to notice a

ted in a store window, and on riding

n it, he read, "An .\merican Boy

Stopping hi« team in front of the

hich proved to be a furniture establish-

ment, he weni in and applied for the situation.

"What we want. "said ihegenlteman towhom

he stated his errand. " is a smart boy to grow up

in Ihe business Wages will be small, with a

rhance for promotion."

"
I should like to grow up in the business, bul

as I am alone in the city I should like to have

wages enough to make my living," was Harvey's

reply, accompanied with an inquiring look.

Mr. Willows hesitated a few moments, and

"Our intention was to pay four dollars a

week to begin with, but if you want to come we

will give you five for the fir>t year, provided you

prove to be what 1 expect you are."

"1 would like to come for that, sir. and I will

try my best."

' All right. Wlien can you come ?"

" As soon fia you want me," replied Harvey,

e^erly. " I can take the team home and come

right back."

i ,
" O, you needn't be in such a hurry," said Mr.

.' \J3go>;^^ilhiB- ' ''^i^ftr^eq^^^aaag^r^on
' enough. What's your name?"

' Harvey Neal."

Well, Harvey, I shall expect you Monday

morning at eight o'clock."

The following Sa^rday. farmer Googins car-

ried Harvey and his trunk back to his former

hoarding-house, and Ihe two friends were once

more together.

Harvey went to work with a will, and Mr.

Willows was soon satisfied that he had not been

mistaken in his opinion, and in a few weeks gave

him a dollar more a week.

Winter soon passed into spring, but the boys

did not want Eo go home yet. During the sum-

mer, Harvey was continually thinking of the

coming winter evenings. He did not like the

way he and George had spent their evenings

thus far. So one day he said to George ;

' Our book-keeper told me that there is a free

evening scliuol here; don't you think it would be

a good plan to attend it next winter, George ?"

" Well, yes, I guess so." was the rather indif-

" It's better than loafing around ihe streets or

reading a lot of nonsense, anyway. I am going

to find out about it."

He soon found out, and when the winter term

commenced. Harvey took up grammar, history

and penmanship, while George confined himself

to grammar only. Harvey put his whole soul

mto his studies, thus making good progress, and

George soon found himself left behind.

When Harvey had been with Willows & Co.

a year, he was called into the office, where .Mr.

Willows spoke to him as follows .

" Harvey, owing to general depression in busi-

ness, and this dull season in particular, we have

come to the conclusion to"—he hesitated ; seeing

the anxious expression in Harvey's face, he con-

tinued, smiling :
" we have concluded to pay you

"jeventy-five dollars more for the coming year,

and in recognition of your faithfulness and indus-

try, we have credited you on our books with two

hundred dollars, as an encouragement."

Surprised, Harvey muttered something about
" doipg his best," etc.. and went to work with

renewed energy.

Bv close economy, and with ihi> ail

his wages, he ^oon had a few dollars together.

The small sum he had thus acquired he invested

in the most profitable manner. With it he paid

his tuition for a regular evening course in a busi-

ness college.

With his increasing knowledge, and having a

natural tact to take hold at the right time and in

proper place, he became very profitable to

the firm. The result was, that at the end of three

years his salary was raised to six hundred a year,

and a thousand dollars to his credit on the firm's

George, in the meantime, was learning his

trade and receiving ten dollars a week, with the

promise of journeyman's wages in a few months.

However, he was not satisfied. Although city

life had its attractions for him. yet the constant

mfinement was more than he could stand. He
intinually thought and spoke about going farm-

gaga in. He was getting thin and pale, and

late had been rather quiet. One day Harvey

id, " What's Ihe matter with you, George, you

n't what you Used to be."

" O, I am getting sick and tired of the shop

id the city. I am longing to breathe the fresh

country air once more," answered George.

"It's just as father told me," continued he;

' (jo to the city, learn a trade, get married on

wo or three dollars a day, and live from hand

o mouth until your children are old enough to

iupport you. I can see it all coming, and want

Why don't you go home ; they'll be glad to

get you back again."

Go home to get laughed at !" answered

George. " No, sir, I am going West,"

Go West ! That isn't b.id. Tell me what

your plan is. and perhaps I'll go with you,

' My plan is to go lo Colorado and watch my
chance ; don't you think of going, though

;
your

chances are good here, and don't be foolish

enough to throw them

I am very glad of it, but it is no more than

I expected of you. 1 am doing pretty well, too,

I own my ranch with 300 head of sheep alonfl

without a partner to quarrel with. In abou^fc-

years I expect to own one of ihc largesL^jflip

ranches in Colorado. That is belter than slink-

ing type. But here is the old house again,"

And in they went.

They spent a few days pleasantly together,

being the envy of all the boys at Neal's Falls,

and many of them resolved to go and do likewise.

which. vheni

.uld be foolishness,

s to keep together

but," Yes, I suppose it v

then, I would like for

plied Harvey.

" So would I ; but our roads branch out in

different directions, I guess ; I don't want to

swell the ranks of overworked and underpaid

mechanics, consequently, I can't and won'^^taiy

and you d be a fool if you didn't stay ; so thai

settles it."

After some more talking and planning, George

made up his mind to go to the Far West, and

threw up his situation. Harvey having obtained

a week's leave of absence, the two friends spent

a week together at their homes. The week went

quickly by and they separated, George to seek

his fortunes or misfortunes in Colorado ; Harvey

to return to the routine of the store.

As luy limited space does not allow me to do

more than give a simple outline of the lives of

these two country lads, I cannot stop to tell the

adventures of George in the Far West, or the

experiences of Harvey iu Boston, but must skip

a period of six years, when we meet them again

at the homes of their boyhood.

It was on a fine August day that they met, by

appointment, at the little depot. Harvey was a

fine looking young man, sporting a moustache,

and looking fully as well as the squire's son,

whom he had envied so much ten years ago.

George is a comfortable looking western man,

being considerably developed physically, in

Colorado's pure air.

After the first greetings were over, George

said:

"It was true what I said six years ago, Har-

vey, that our roads were running out into differ-

ent directions. As soon as I got in Colorado, I

felt at home ; though I had rather hard luck at

first, I am all right now, and I wouldn't give up

my freedom and independence out there for a

fortune in Boston."

" 1 suppose not," replied Harvey. " Vou

never seemed lo thrive in tiie city. Well, some

people are bom for the city and others for the

country. I, for instance, always enjoyed oity

life, and still do. I like the rustle and bustle of

a city, it has something fascinating for me.

The crowd running to and fro ; the immenjc

business done ; the stores with their displays,

and the competition in trade— if is all decidedly

interesting to me- Moreover, my prospects are

very good. I haven't told you yet. but by the

first of January I will be taken in as a partner
;

Mr. Brooks, the senior partner, is then going to

retire, and we shall coniiuue the business under

the firm name nf Willows & Xcil."

The Writinte Prize.

It was the afternoon session at the Darley

District School. The scholars—boys and girls

—had all taken their seats and prepared for the

usual exercises, when a tap of the bell drew their

attention to the desk which stood at one end of

the long room. The teacher, a middle aged

lady, whose broad forehead, large nose and very

firmly set mouth, together with an erect and

dignified carriage, betokened great strength of

character, stood up behind her desk, and, with

one hand still resting on the little bell, thus ad-

dressed her pupils :

" Children, I have a little surprise for you this

afternoon. In obedience to a suggestion made
by the trustees of this school at their last meet-

ing, and through the liberality of Mr, Payne, I

am about to offer a prize to the scholar who, at

the end of this week, can show Ihe neatest, best

written and most correct copy of ' Gray's Elegy.'

The pri.ie will be a crisp, new ten dollar bill."

A low murmur of approbation ran through the

room when Miss Wylde (for that was the teach-

er's name) ceased speaking. The scholars ex-

changed glances and whispers, which plainly

showed their delight and the determination of

each to win the prize. Another tap of tlie bell

called them to order again, and Miss Wylde

continued .

•' The contest is to begin this afternoon. Each

of you, by coming up to the desk, will be sup-

plied with paper on which to write the poem,

jvhidi you can copy from yoiuuxaders. Be very

careful in copying it—always to leave one line

between each verse, and number each stanza,

just as you find it in the book. Use new pens,

and see that your ink is in good condition, your

hands perfectly clean, and jiut a writing book

beneath your paper, so that you do not write on

the hard desk. Now, come up, beginning at

this end of the table, and receive your paper."

The -scholars then proceeded in single file to

the teacher's desk and obtained several sheets of

foolscap apiece, with which they returned to

their seats, and for a few moments produced

quite a bu>tle with their eager preparations for

the grand trial of skill in penmanship.

A number of the younger boys held up their

rather too btown hands and asked to go and

wash them ;
others found that their ink was too

thick or too thin, or in some one of the other

unfortunate conditions into which school ink so

often gets ; and still others, having no pens suf-

ficiently good for their purpose, had to borrow

from their companions, so that for a time the

school room was thrown into a state of complete

disorder and confusion, during which the teacher

sat composedly on her throne, giving advice

here and reproof there, gradually restoring her

little realm to a state of order and quiet in-

Before long fifty pens were moving slowly and

carefully over as many sheets of paper and in

as many different styles of chirography. There,

at one end of the long table, sat Johnny Sawyer,

whose hand, in spite of all he or his teacher

could do, would persist iu clutching the pen as

though it never intended to release it ; co»v-

quently his letters looked crjuup^^na awkward,

some standinc su^igtit up, others leaning to the

Hift, and some few in the proper direction,

However he was gradually improving ; and as

h'j sal there, leaning intently over his paper, his

whole countenance beaming with ambition, his

langacbccasionally appearing comically between

his lips when he struggled with a difficult letter,

aiid his bright ha/:el eyes turning from book to

pf:per and back again, he was a capital specimen

of the average countr)- schoolboy.

A little further down the table sat Joe Willis,

a l)oy who was just the counterpart of Johnnie

ID every respect. He had very light blue eyes.

le turned them upon you,

ight^ past you into space ;

his feature^wcj^usm all and almost feminine in

ikness. aild his face wore an expression nf

igled interest and ambition, as he guided hi»

pen from one end ftf the line to the other, with

a hand so small and while that it might have

been taken for a gir^'^. Hi» penmanship wa>.

excellent ; every letter was evenly and uniformly

written, and every shade was just at the proper

place and of th$ jiroper thickness. But he wrote

very slowly iiufCed ; he seemed actually to draw

each letter, a habit which, although his teacher

strongly discouraged it, he either could not or

did not care to give up. He was the youngest

boy ill the school, being only eleven years old,

and at the same time the best writer, The

other scholars, when they became discouraged at

their slow improvement, would say disconso-

lately ;
" Oh, what's the use ! I can never write

like Willis, anyhow
!"

The lower half of the *able was occupied by

girls, twenty-live in number, and whose ages

varied between twelve and seventeen. The

majority of them were the daughters of farmers

and mechanics, plainly dressed, an<l having that

appearance of semi-poverty, which caused them

to be looked down upon by the two or three

daughters of wealthy merchants, who attended

the scliool merely because there was no other in

the place. One of these superior young ladies,

whom we will call Jessie Campion, sat at the

end of the table nearest the teacher's desk. She

was a large, hearty looking girl of seventeen,

with long black hair, which hung in a single plait

to her waist, daifc eyes, which flashed proudly

from beneath long lashes, and full, red lips. <

Her father was the wealthiest man in the tovrnfl

and carried on the largest business, facts <

which Miss Jessie seemed to be fully w
as she sat there proudly v/ielding her ivory peiD

holder with her right hand, while the left lay

the desk in such a way as to display the splendfl

gold bracelet on her wrist. In spite of her \

ity, however, she was handsome ; and many (

the more aspiring larger boys sitting at the fur-

ther end of the table stole furtive glances at the

belle of the school, and laid schemes to meet her

her down the village

was al.^o a \^ goofl

writer; her letters were small and neat, and sn

easily legible, they looked almost as ihough

they had been printed. She and Joe Willis, in

fact, stood ahead of all the other scholars m pen-

manship, a fact of which they were all aware,

and consequently looked upon them as the ones

who would have the best prospect of winning

But there was <me other girl who was destined

to play an important part in the contest. Nellie

and brown indeed she

but also in complexion

a blonde, and the only

vj round about— ,i fact

lomewhal envied by some

Brown was her n;

and dress. She

blonde in all the 1

which caused her ti

of the other girls, wlio were so ur

to have been born with a very white skin.

Nellie was a very poor girl. Her parents both

worked hard all day, that they might be able to

send her to school. She was keenly conscious of

this, and being an affectionate daughter, she

often begged them to let her leave the school

and get to work also. She didn't care to go in

that horrid school ; the other girls didn't like

her, and the boys always called her "little

brownie!" But no; her parents insisted that

she should stay at school yet and learn all she

could ; the time would come soon enough for

her to get to work, but it wasn't necessary now.

And she did learn. Naturally bright and in-

telligent, she rapidly outstripped most girls of

her own age, and some who were older ; ao that

now, at fourteen, she '<-«'' equal in attainments

to proud J«='Sie Campion, three years her senior,

mis fact was one of the many imaginary and
highly unnecessary drawbacks to Jessie's happi-

ness at school. That she, the .laughtrr of the

richest man for twenty miles around, should be

equalled in accomplishments by Nellie lirown,

whose father worked in the factory, and whose

mother took in sewing of the plainest ^ort and

lived in a horrid little house on a back street,

was almost more than she could bear even to

think of !

A quarter of an hour before dismissing the

school, Miss Wylde walked around the table

and earefully examined the work of each pupil,

purposely, however, making no criticisms. When
she returned to her desk she wore a pleased and

U
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satisfied look, and, tapping the bell, told the

kchoUrs lo put away their work but remain

<juiet, as she wished to say something.

"On looking over your papers," she began,

•
I was pleased, and in some cases surprised, to

^ec how well you ian write if you only tciVA lo ;

particularly was this the case with the boys.

Vou may be sure, also, that I have Tonued a

pretty clear idea as lo who will be ihi

one in the competition ; but it would not be fair

for me to say who I think it is ; it would create

disappointment, and thus frustrate the main ob-

ject which Mr. I'ayne had in view when he made

this offer, namely, the stimulation of a desire of

improvement among you. Ail of you do your

very best ; and then, although only one of you

lan win the pri/.e, you will have gained some-

thing which will be of permanent benefit to

\lu this little :ch she smissed her

mc in little

,gh the town

pupils, who left the school room

•Good by, Miss Wilde;" and

gioups, others alone, scattered thi

to their homes.

Uarley, J should have said before, uas a small

town in the sunny South, It was the county

.eat of one of the northern counties of Alabama,

and contained only about one thousand inhabi-

tants. Besides the little church on the hillside,

there was a large cotton factory in the western

part ol the town, also the court house anti the

school bouse. These buildings, together with

many pretty homes and a few pretentious look-

ing stores, fonned the town in which my story is

one else in the school to try to make the best

copy of the Klegy while Joe Willis was at it. So

now you see Nellie Brown has a rival, and in my
opinion it will be a pretty close struggle."

Self assured Grace, in reply to this news, said;

' Who cares for Joe Willis ! He's only a little

snip of a boy, who gets scared whenever he sees

a girl, and sits by the hre reading, when other

ful
,
boys are out coasting and skating. 1 wouldn't

give a snap for him, even if he was my
brother,"

This very unkind speech nettled Will., who
Wivs a brave, manly youth, and a defender of all

little boys. He retorted warmly ;

" I don't think you know quite as much about

Joe as you think you do. Miss Hill, or you

wouldn't ridicule him and his tastes. If a boy

prefers reading to coasting, he has a perfect

right to read ; and besides, now I think of it, I

myself saw him and his little sister coasting on

Peat Hill only last winter, so that charge is

groundless. And as for his being afraid of girls,

what you choose to call fear is only modesty, for

which I respect him all the more, much more

tlian I do a girt who can speak up lo any man
or boy without the least reserve, or even so

muchasablush."

After this rebuke Grace was silent, and arriv-

ing at her home a little later, ascended Ihe steps

with a cool gnod-by to her escort, and a scarcely

audible " Thank you," when he handed her her

books. The rest of the party quickly separated

I their respective homes, Phil a*nd Jessie having

Let us follow that group of boys and girls just

emerging from the school house, and li

their animated conversation as they walk slowly

along the street. There are three of the largest

boys, each with a girl under his manly escort.

Phil. Harris has captured Jessie Campton, and

walks proudly along, swinging her books in his

hand, with his own under his arm ; next comes

Ed. Carleion with Annie Lewes; and last is

Will. Sawyer, Johnnie's big brother, guarding

Grace Hill from the dangers of the highway.

All six live at the further end of the town, and

10 have quite a walk before them, for which the

boys, at least, are not sorry.

"Isn't it splendid,*' saicrji5i,l(i, " rtlBf-Mr.

Payne offered such a pri^e this time ! That
book he gave to the best declaimer two years

jgo wasn't worth having ; it was a lot of lectures

to girls by an obscure somebody or other, and
Lulu Drake said she couldn't read a page in it

without getting sleepy. I think it's much nicer

to give money, because then, you know, you can

get whatever you want with it. If I win it, the

first thing I get will be a pair of those eardrops,

that Atlakes have in their window. They're "

"Don't count your chickens before they're

hatched. Miss Jessie." broke in Annie; "1

watched Miss Wyldc when she went around
looking at our papers, and she stopped much
longer at Nellie Brown's than at any one else's.

She looked at Nellie's writing with an expression

that seemed to say. ' here is the girl whowill get

the priic." I sit opposite Nellie, and after Miss
Wyldc had gone up to the boys, I looked

Nellie's paper, and positively I never saw such
pretty writing in my life ! She alway.s was a
good writer, but to-day she fairly outdid herself;

if she don't get the priie I'll be astonished."

"You don't say so!" and "Really!" burst

from the lips of the other two girls, quite drown-
ing the remarks of their companions. Girls al-

ways do mucli more talking in agiven time than
the same number of boys,

'

'
Oh. pshaw !" said Grace, who was exceeding-

ly proud of her own handwriting, " Nellie Brown
hasn't got the least shame ! Don't you remember
how Miss Wylde always talks to her about her
capital G's and F's and a whole lot of others ?

And then, too, that she, the daughter of a fac-

tory hand, should win the writing prize in our
school is impossible and absurd !" and proud
Grace put her nose in air. fully certain that the
prize would be hers, and hers alone.

"Well, now that you talkati

have given your opinions, J'll

mine," said PhiL

" Yes, do," broke in Jessie :
" you always have

such odd ones, it's real amusing to listen to

" I think," he continued, "that
looks at Joe Willis' paper would
will leave everybody else, even a c

girl, far behind. I sit next to him, and look th.

liberty of examining his paper, and at once cam.
to the conclusion that it was uf no use for an'

the farthest t

re to give

y that Joe

pretty '

e go back to the school house

find Nellie, the despised com-

petitor. Yes, there she goes, quite by herself,

but looking so happy we can almost imagine her

to have such thoughts as these : "Oh, if I can

only win the prize, how happy we will all be .'

Ten dollars ! why, that'll get mamma a new

dress, a lot of wood, and—yes, then I can have

a new dress -too, and put away this old brown
calico. How cross it always makes me when the

boys call me ' little brownie !* But, never mind,

they won't do it much longer, for—oh. but I for-

get ; I haven't got the money yet. I wonder

why Miss Wylde looked at my writing so very

long, and then she looked at me so pleased, and

-pm her-I.ai;2 0i^*jr^fe«^;4s^-Jl:;-S£^:Sfi:::t:i;^[.
that unless she is pleased ; but then Grace Hill

and a lot of the other girls write better than I

do
:

still, V\\ try my ver>- best, as teacher said."

Nellie's way led her but a short distance down
the main thoroughfare, and then turned off into

a narrow side street, on which lived most of the
people who worked in the factory. The home
of the Browns stood by itself in a large lot quite

at the end of the street
; it was a small building,

but its plainness was very much relieved by the

vines which trailed up the pillars of the little

porch and extended along the walls beneath the

windows. As Nellie drew near her home she
was surprised to see the shutters of her mother's
room bowed close, instead of wide open, as she
had been accustomed to see them. Surmising
evil, she hastened to the room, but was met at the
door by her elder sister Luiie, who stopped her
with "'Sh- mamma's sick with headache ami
fever, and you mustn't disturb her "

"Sick !" broke in Nellie, astonished that her
mother, who was generally so well, should sud-
denly be seized with ill-health. " Why, Lizde
what made her sick all at once?"

" Well, she told me it was from her worrying
so about the rent

;
she said she couldn't sleep

nights of late, she was so pu«Ied and troubled
to know where the money was to come from. It's

just ten dollars short, and how to raise those ten

dollars is what troubles her so. The rent falls

due next week, you know, and if we can't gel
the money by that time, we'll have to leave

"Oh. Liz7.ie, if mamma only hadn't got sick !

Why, just this very afternoon in school, Miss
Wylde told us Mr. Payne had offered a prize of

ten dollars for the best copy of a c

and we commenced to-day. Oh. 1-i

feel certain I'll gel it, and if I do,

the rent, so it'll be all right. If I

the prize !"

* Is that really true, Nellie ?" exclaimed her
a.stonished sister, when, from want of breath,

Nellie slopped in her baity narration.
' Yes, indeed it is ! but we must tell mamma

;

I'm sure it will make her well ^ain if she hears
the good news."

In her eagerness she would have rushed right

n upon her mother, had not Lizzie caught her
lastily and held her back, saying

:

" No, no. child, not now ; she has just fallen

into a little sleep, the first she's had for some

hours. Wait until she get's awake ; she'll feel

better then, and will be able to bear this good

news. Really, it seems too good to be true. Nel-

lie, you must try your utmost ; remember that,

so far as wc know, our home depends on your

success ; lake the greatest pains with every

stroke of every letter. What is it that you're

copying?"

"Gray's Elegy," calming down somewhat,

and hanging up her things in their accustomed

place. She then joined her sister in preparing

the evening meal. Her ical in the writing en-

terprise was so great that it overKowed into the

work of peeling potatoes and cutting bread and

frying bacon to such an extent that the supper

was ready some lime before her falher came
home from the mill. In the meantime she busied

herielf with her lessons for ihe next day ;
his-

tory and arithmetic both were mastered by the

time Mr. Brown, tired and hungry, sat down
with his two daughters to their humble meal.

All this time the sick mother slept on ; and

with each moment Nellie's impatience to tell

her of the good fortune that seemed almost

ready to fall upon them increased, till at last,

when a creaking of the bed and a deep sigh

proceeded through the half open door, she fairly

ran lo the bedside, exclaiming :

" Oh, mamma, how do you feel now ? It is

too bad you worried so about the rent. We'll

have the money all safe, I'm pretty sure."

" Why. my child, what are you talking about ?

Where will you get the money from ? I'm wor-

ried day and night about it, and can't lind any

way lo get it. Bring me some water, Nellie,"

said Mrs. Brown, faintly, pressing her forehead

with her hands, and trying to get into a comfort-

able position. Nellie brought a tumbler of wa-

ter, and, waiting till her mother had composed

herself, related the occurrences of the afternoon,

dwelling strongly upon her hopes of winning

the much needed prize.

" Well, this is, indeed, a god-send," said Mrs.

Brown, when her daughter had finished, "and
wc cannot be too grateful for it. Only remem-

ber, Nellie, that the money is not yet in our

hands, and that others may win it, although

chances are indeed good. So all we can do

and, beckoning lo the others lo be quiet, led her

back to her seat, where, quite overcome, she

hid her face in her arms on Ihe table, and g«ve
way to her feelings. Miss Wylde, after a few

words of commendation to the others, dismissed

them for the rest of the afternoon ; and then,

when every one had gone, and she and Nellie

were alone in the room, she went lo the giri.

and, sitting down beside her, succeeded, by a

few kind words and caresses, in somewhat calm-

ing her feelings. Raising her flushed and tear-

stained face. Nellie said :

"Miss Wylde. you will think I'm an awfully

foolish girl, but you don't know how anxious 1

" No, Nellie ; 1 don't think you at all foolish
;

it was only natural that when your suspense and

anxiety were so suddenly turned into certainty

and joy, you should give way to teais. Bi^^vhy

were you so very desirous of being thi

Quite won by the teacher's kindness,

related how her mother had worried herself

about the reiil, and how ihe offering of

prize had been so timely an opportunity

ing up the dehciency-

Miss Wylde listened with surprise

words, for, although an excellent teacher in

every other respect, she had never interested

hepielf much in the home life of her pupils ; and

this revelation of want in the home of one of

her scholars astonished her not a little. Rising

from her seat, and taking the hand of the now

calm and happy girl in both of hers, she said ;

"Well, Nellie, you have doubly deserved the

prize, not only by your excellent writing, but

by the devotion to your parents and home, which

prompted you to try so hard for it. Now, take

it home lo your mother, and remember that you

have me as a friend in any trouble."

And with a hajipy heart and bright face Nellie

hastened home, with the well earned prize safe

in her pocket.

s to trust in God, and, if He sho'uld

o help us in this way, to believe that he
ihow us some other. I feel better already, my

; that your good

kv go and nelp Lizzie get

now, I hope, I will be

, I almost

daught

the cause of it. But

things in order
; to-

aboul myself again."

Passing quickly over the intervening days, let

us look again into the school room, on the Fri-

day afternoon appointed for awarding the prize.

The scholars, with bright, eager faces turned

toward the teacher's desk, are all in their places.

There is Jessie, proudly erect, and looking fully

certain of her success. Next to her is Grace,

equally positive in her own mind that she will

be the winner. Across the table sits Nellie, with

an intensely anxious face and a heart beating so

hard she can almost hear it in the expectant si-

lence of the room.

Miss Wylde is silting behind her desk, and has

been employed in looking over and arranging

the scholars' papers. Now she has finished, and,

rising, says

:

"Well, children, 1 can see that you are all

wailing and anxious to hear the result of your
labors. I this morning submitted your papers

lo three of the school committee, who carefully

examined e.ich one, .and came to a unanimous
decision as to whose was the best. One of the

girls is the winner; next to her stands one of

the boys ; and the two copies were so nearly

equal that it took some time to decide which was
the better

;
but so small a matter as the omission

of an i dot caused the boy's copy to be imperfect,

and made the girl the successful one. The name
of that girl is Nellie Brown, who will step for-

ward at once and receive the prize."

Nellie, whose heart had, so to say, been up in

her throat while Miss Wylde was speaking,

fairly jumped when her name was called, al-

though she h.id been eagerly hoping that she

might wm in the contest. But now that the

suspense and uncertainty were all over, she was

so overpowered with joy that tears sprang to her

eyes, and it was only with great diflicully that
|

she found her way to the desk, and with a vio-

lently trembling hand received the prize. I

A Fine Book.

{Fro,,, Iht LoutTvilU Homt an.i Farm
]

Wc have received from Professor G, A. Gas-

II a copy of his " Penman's Hand Book."

' wTSS*»i'^^f<St-4nv*fy^^ -^^^

alphabets used by different nations. It contain^

handsomely engraved plates of all kinds of pen-

manship, and must have been published at a

large outlay of money.

The Newport, R. I., Mercury says ;
" A pen-

drawing by Mr. W. A Jurgens of this city. It

is his first attempt and the result of a few months*

practice, his only instructor being Gaskell's Pen-

man's Hand Book. Pen-drawing is considered

the most difTicult of .ill kinds .>f penmanship."

Ynlimble InrornmUoii.

Elko, Nkvada. A/mc/i 19, 1883.

To t)u Editor of the Penman's Gatette .

I am greatly pleased with your paper and its

spicy articles. Three years ago we were visited

here by a writing teacher who couldn't write

very well, but he drew a good deal of money out

of the place. Being anxious lo learn sjincthing

about India ink, I asked him how he mixed it.

"Aha !" said the teacher, "that is the secret.

There are some sixty different ingredients in it.

aud I will leacliyou how to mix it, and how to

enlarge pictures, for one hundred dollars."

This man found ixteen others who were fools

enough to pay him one hundred dollars apiece

for this valuable nformation, in all—sixteen

hundred dollars.

His specimens n ust have been done by some

one else, as his os n penmanship, what we saw

Wylde

An American firm is about lo publish, fur the

use of Americans, the "Imperial Dictionary of

the English Language." which is the standard in

Great Britain. This work will be an exact re-

print of the English. We shall be disappointed

if this dictionary has much of a sale ; certainly it

will never be followed to any extent by Ameri-

cans, The American standards, Webster and

Worcester, arc authorities so much better, that it

will require more than the announcement of the

id all Ihe scholars were g
Nellie display such em<

isely said nothing at the

icratic favor this reprint is receiving t

very salable or popular book i:
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ty kcrpiNi; this in mind much time will

w page 5 of this issue one uf the

ihabets, for pen lettering, ever published,

i'his alphabet alone is worth more than the cost

tf ihc paper for the year.

The next meeting of the Business College

Association will take place in t' e City of Wash-
ington, beginning Tuesday, July lo. A large

attendance is expected, and it is hoped the con-

vention will be the most satisfactory ever held by
the Association.

A correspondent gives us the names of a few

business college men, anyone of whom he would

like to see made president of the International

Business College Association. They are: S. S.

Packard, H. E. Hibbard, W. H. Sadler, Henry
C. Spencer, J. E. Soule.

The Booli-keeper ^xOqXx^z^ the portraits of the

officers of the Institute of Accountants and
Hook-keepers of New York. At least two of them

are business college graduates. Mr. Field, the

vice-president, attended a night school, "in
order to fit-himsel^^ ^-q^lmok J:figp(;r

," i^nJi.1*.

'''-^'5hini~tnc secretary, we remember as a pupil,

some ten years ago. of the business college at

Manchester, N. H. The portraits are hand-
somely executed.

, plain hand.

•J. E. 1

If Mr. U. wishes to write a correct hand, he
shoulii study the formation of the letters given

in any good business style, and practice them.

It will require but little pracliie to improve

tjreatly in this respect. Like many others his

present handwriting is too large. A smaller

Imnd is just as legible, more compaci, can be

written much more easily, and looks a great deal

Ashtabula County, Ohio, the hotbed of al)o-

liiinnism. the home of John Brown, of Joshua K.

(-biddings, of old Ile.i Wade, has done its share of

literary and educational work.

W. IJ. llowells began his career there, in his

father's printing office at Jefferson ; Tourgee,

the edtor of The Continent, and other well

known literary men, are from "benighted Ash-
tabula."

Not the least among these, in the reform he
inaugurated, was a teacher of penmanship, who
h.id settled vrith his family at Geneva, Ohio, and
who taught writing in the villages near his

humc.

He differed somewhat from the ordinary type

«if teachers, in that he was more painstaking.

;ind had more respect and affection for the art

he taught. His pupils became impressed with
a desire to write well, and many of them became
teachers of writing.

From a small beginning in the backwoods of

Ohio ihc style of penmanship he taught has
spread to the cities, and to-day is the one Ameri-
can style, r. R. Spencer, though working
quietly and modestly, was a benefacloi to his

race, and we are glad lo learn thai a testimonial

is lobe creeled to his memory.

C. H. Pierce, of Keokuk, whose contributions

to our contemporaries, though rather plentifully

sprinkled with italics and big capitals, are never-

theless not generally far out of the way, says in

the Universal Penvian :

udgmcnt arc the bue a

9 that an

itinsii a high order of d.

without

.

good, plaiChildren may learn to write

hand, but a genuine business si

extensive practice. Parents canno. expei

children, of five or six years to start right off c

a rapid business hand.

The last report of the Commissioner of Edu-

cation gives the whole number of business col-

leges and commercial schools in the United

States as two hundred. These are located princi-

pally in the larger cities, though some of them

are connected with other colleges and schools,

and are called commercial departments. Among
these are the Commercial Department of St.

Louis University, Business Department of Mt.

Union College, etc.

They aim to give exactly the same instruction

as the business colleges do, but, so far as our own
experience goes, their course is very meagre and

unsatisfactory.

The commissioner would do well to omit all

such schools from his business college report.

Business colleges have become an educational

force of no mean power. Thousands of stu-

dents attend them every year, and go out from

engage in the busy world, prepared to

1 their vmg.

The old Bryant ii Stratton chain has been suc-

ceeded by the Business Educators' Association,

which now embi'4ceiialli:(»iwir3l»l*.itittit«*u--.?,- •>^

that kind throughout the country. The next

meeting of this association will take place at

Washington, D. C, July lo, and will continue

for four days.

We hope to be present, and add one to a large

number who will make the convention a grand

Much has been said of lale in regard to orna-

mental penmanship, and the advisability of keep-

colleges do not teach it among the business

branches, of course; and some of the fanatical

go so far as to refuse to hang up an advertising

card that has a few lithographic flourishes on

it. But this is going a triHe too far.

There is nothing that attracts people's at-

tention like a grand specimen of off-hand pen-

manship
; and if, instead of the ordinary litho-

graphs, these schools would use handsomely

engraved penmanship, their show cards would be

valuable and worth preserving.

The country is flooded with colored prints,

advertising patent medicines, tobacco, cigarettes,

and lliousands of other trash, and a genuine de-

parture from these is appreciated.

Don't decry ornamental penmanship. We
might as well discard all kinds of artistic work
in every shape, on the gound that it cannot be

That it pays to be a good ornamental penman,
as well as a fine business writer, is shown by the

success attending those who do first-class work

of that character.

[ Fcr thf Penman'i Gat€lU. \

tinskeirs Peimiaii'8 Handbook.

This is a new hook by G. A. Gaskell, of New
York, just published and presented lothe people

of the United Stales, and we are asked our

opinion of it and its merits. We have been not

only exceedingly gratified with a careful perusal

of this book, but give, without the least hesita-

tion, our opinion of it. Gaskell's Handbook is

a superb volume of neariy 300 pages, mostly

plates. Here are grouped together the finest

work of all the penmen of the worid. and the

of it must have cost a great deal of

money. In ty])e, illustrations and size, the book

is exactly adapted to the use of penmen and

learners. Books, like other things, perish with

time, but this, with fair usage, will last hun-

dreds of years.

The great European masters whose grand

drawings illustrate our finest books, and make

valuable our most priceless plates, it seems, are

pen-artists as well. With great labor and judi-

cious selection, there has been placed within our

reach, at last, what we need from European

sources as well as American, for a guide.

On pages 39 and 40, there is a ribbon alpha-

bet of 1547. The baseis dotted black, on which

is another of scroll, and an opening bud. To
this ground a wonderful richness is added by a

second ground of scrolls in black. The two pre-

pare the way for the lettering in light. The
lettering is in continuous kinked or folded rib-

bon. It is of the most ingenious description.

The curves, and points, and turns, are all in har-

mony with tlie most exact rules of design.

There is none of the feebleness of the American

ribbon designing in this alphabet. The relief

lines, together with the others, give to it great

beauty and strength. The student would do
well to both copy and study these plates and neat

designs, and resketch these alphabets. From
these numerous ancient alphabets we find that

as early as the sixteenth century the penmen of

Europe were indeed masters of lettering.

Page 45 o/the Handbook.

1. Alphabets by William Jones.

We would first say in these observations,

that Jones' inscription to Sir Wm. Beechey is a

card in as elegant and refined a manner as the

best of to-day.

2. There are on page 48 two alphabets.—i.

German Text,—2. Old English. The German

is fair, but the old English is extremely fine ; we
scarcely need go farther for good old English.

3. These are followed by one each of Church

text and engrossing text. Both are good, but

the church text is brilliant ; we may say perfect.

On Page 53 %ve came lo "A. CaUI.o's

20 alphabets.

2. Block alphabet.

3. Ornamented Gothic block alphabet.

4. Ray shaded outline text alphabet, block.

5. Ornamented script alphabet—block-relief.

6. Rustic alphabet.

7. Roman block alphabet—slight relief.

8. Side block alphabet—bold relief.

g. Extended ornamental Gothic alphabet. A
grand alphabet for pen design.

10. Grotesque alphabet. Each letter being a

key to a new set. This alphabet is in scroll and

flower ; ornamentation is light, exquisitely sym-

metrical, and very fine indeed.

11. Shaded block italic, by A, Caulo—ex-

Ireme slant— 1845, page 75, Roman.

12. German text alphabet, flourished style,

good flourishing, free, open and excellent— 1845,

page 75.

13. Ornamented text and old English—semi

block and in three styles, all good.

14. Ornamented pointed antique alphabet,

double block—page 79. There can be no finer

letters ; no letters look so well with close medium
engrossing on certain kinds of flourishing. These

letters give more life to a sheet or card than any

15. Ornamented Tuscan and antique alphabets

—two varieties ; the upper alphabet is a favorite

one with masters. The last, very rich, dark and

fine in expression ; a good thing in almost any

designing—the last is block with double lining.

16. Ornamented script alphabet, 1845, page

S3, book ; this is fair and in block character.

17. Very large ornamented German text

—

bass relief style and in very rich and diversified

scroll-sketching. Page 85, book. The method

or fashion of many of these letters is new and

exquisite. This alphabet, although very rich, is

vefy easy.

18. Ribbon text alphabet, by A. Caulo, page

87. book. We have here an alphabet full of

complications, ornamental almost to excess, but

the very best thing in this sort of designing in

the book.

19. Ornamented antique alphabet, leaf and

scroll ba.ses—block ; the tops plain scrollshadows,

heavy, and type of letter, very fine; ?.emi gothic,

another very popular letter ; it is not surpassed

in richness, or lo sec off surrounding works.

Page tig, book.

20. Ornamented Roman alphabet. This

alphabet is very neal but plain, ami is the last of

this set. Although very unpretentious, this

alphabet is of great practical utility.

1. Reineck's church text, page 95, is remark-

ably fine. We cannot help admiring the capitals

especially, and the small alphabet is scarcely

inferior- This church text will probably never

be surpassed in this kind of lettering.

2. The monastic alphabet needs no comment.

Between pages gs and too.

3. The engrossing text alphabet. This alpha-

bet should ever be considered in the light of use.

It is an alphabet of fitness for its uses, and aside

from that, it has no great value.

4. Engrossing alphabet with figures, page lui.

This alphabet, also, is another for a legilimale

purpose.

Page 105 gives three alphabets by this master,

all in style, conception, and execution, excellent.

The penman will find letters here to suit his

fancy, and of great practical utility. In the

second line from the bottom he will find four or

five methods of letters, all excellent.

Mayer's text on the next plate ; three kinds is

new in manner, very rich in design and orna-

mentation, and of the best found in any work.

The middle alphabet is extremely fine, There

can be, for small text, no richer ornamentation.

The upper alphabet is new in cast, well worth

copying and using. These three alphabets will

be popular here no doubt.

Next comes Mayer's highly embellished capi-

tals. Here is a study .igain for .\merican pen-

men ! This full set is well worth one half the

price of the book. Every letter is a study, and

from each many hints may be drawn for other

work. The amount of orni

ishing in this set of letters.

These alphabets of Mayei

aftei

s are found grouped

nolher. The la<

be the penman'd

1 of thin

spoken of we imagin

favorite alphabet. Th
semi text is rapidly sketched ; it is in character.

It has endless variety of scroll leaf, etc. It will

work well in large letters anywhere.
'

Right * here appears two pages of Mayer'j

fency letters. Thefirst letter is. A, 2I

"The-T^i l7Temi'l)iock, ihe orna

scroll and leaf work, literally loaded with

and original conceits. On the right is B,

size ; another letter of suggestive design in slyli

and manner, wholly foreign to American

The third is a centre piece, D, 2 inch letter,
;

inch ornamentation. This letter has a diamonq
base in light and heavy scroll and base '

with rustic double rack. But the best thing i

it is the scroll work in the centre of the letter!

We ask you to try your hand at this method (

scroll, heavy and rich beyond comparison. Th
designs are well worth study.

There are other studies on this plate, but

must pass them.

The next plate to Mayer's last here, gives f

a D, rustic ; then F, semi block, in light.

The centre design on this plate is also v

fine. There is no finer study of contrast in stylS

and ornament than we have on this page.
This artist as a master of letter designing, '

believe the best ; slill we are slow to say t'

of any man. We can imagine nothing m(
beautiful or more artistic than Mayer's wo
But there i.s more than this to his work. It hi^

an original cast wherever found, extremely r

and rare. We see in every letter the work of \

great and finished artist, and we fear that nij

-American will ever be able to surpass many c

We find the most satisfactory presentation
American pen art in tills book. Nothing of r

utility is omitted. Designs in flourishing,

also practical writing, are given, that have n

been surpa.ssed ; and there are instruction!

both teachers and pupils—the fullest and 1

complete information in regard to inks, ptp^
and pens, with hints for lettering and card wrfQ
ing of every possible kind.

One quality is never wanting in these pan
graphs, to wit, brevity. The jinslructions i

easily understood. The studies in flourisliii

by some of our best penmen, arc very fine. TliJ

are marvels of elegant design, and each <

stamped with originality, which s

marked feature of the book.
This is the first work ever produced of I

kind : it is a new and genuine utilization of<

good things of both continents. Europe I

America. We expect lo see a new impulse gi^
penmanship as a profession, and very soc

more thorough work in pen-sketching. Tl^
book is the new broom that is going to sw«

"

clean, and the designs from penmen which 1

> follow will he of fin and finish.
]
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Text and Old Kn^llsh.

I and old English admit of more

in the way of llouri^^hes, than any

ullier lettering, and arc as rich and appropriAte

Tor moAl ornamental pieces, as anything that can

be <]one. The learner should take the greatest

pains in arranging the letters that the spacing

may be uniform, as well as that the same uni-

formity may regulate the size and slope. As a

guide, he should rule pencil marks both horiion-

lal and vertical. After the flourishing about the

words if. done, these marks may be easily erased

with a soft rubber, without disturbing the ink

Both German text and old English may be

written with one stroke of the quill, and the

main strokes afterward sharpened and otherwise

improved, with an ordinary steel pen. The best

pen is a broad-nibbed <juill (most penmen prefer

that uf the turkey, softened by holding it either

tn the mouth or in warm water, before making

l))c pen). The nib of the pen is made broad, to

' iiiie;ij)ond with the width of the main down

glowing image shall remain tixed in tnithfnl

characters for all time.

How much of the honeyed speech and sweet

son^ of the ancients was lost for want of an

enduring embodiment? Some of those noble

speeches in the forum and the temple : some of

those inimitable songs in the courts of the

emperors ; some of those fables woven of the

mysticism and fire of the oriental mind—what

would we not give for them to-day ? But they

have perished forever. A day's, or a week's, or

a year's delight, perhaps, were they to a few

score or hundred souls, and then like a lingering

echo, they gtadually died away, and the world

will never hear them again. We should be very

thankful for the writings and chronicles which

liave survived to us, but they are only a frag-

ment of the great mass of the products of human
genius in the heroic age. The models of oratory

the gems of song and of story, have perished

with the generations which cherished them.

This is distinctively the age of literature—not,

perhaps, in the sense of production, but in the

cumulative sense of possession, in the actual

existence of inspired letters. We have the

and in which, as it were, is cryslallited the

whole contents of* human endeavor, should be

perfectly performed. And yet it is more fre-

quently looked upon as a thing of mere second-

ary importance, which it is not worth while to

give much attention to anyway, the idea is the

main thing—let the expression lake care of itself.

The fallacy of this reasoning is soon discovered.

The expression ^ofs take care of itself, and the

consequence is that it not only comes out very

b.idly itself, but ruins the idea which it is

intended to convey. A poor manuscript is worse

than a poor picture, or a poor song, because

there are higher and more important thought

relations intrusted to it, and a iierversion of them

is worse than the perversion of light and shade,

and perspective or the jingling reiteration of a

sentiment. There is no excuse for the man
Ilegible hand. All penmanship.

) be ; be i the 5

being beautiful, but it can all display the beauty

of fitness, in the sense of being c/crtr and Ugihlf.

Some of the blunders into which compositors

have fallen in the deciphering of illegible manu-

scripts, should be sufficiently suggestive and

Genius in its very essence is what the Latins call

ptvprium, self-consistent; it is simply Ui^e apti-

tude for ptrffd naturalness. The man of genius

is the man of large, round, representative nature ;

he is the type-man of the race,, its most compre-

hensive embodiment. There can he nothing

narrow, or bigoted, or erratic about true genius.

:tion, then, between it

e is between stars and

may show an exccra-

faull, not his accom-

and pen writing, than tl

lireflies. A gifted writ

ble handwriting—that i

plishment. It may not even be his natural

peculiarity. He may have come by it through

sheer carelessness and neglect.

Another class of illegible manuscripts are those

of the ktisly writer. What a forlorn and de-

moralising look they have, these hurried scrawls!

Vou can read the dancing nervousness and wild-

eyed agony of the writer between the lines. He
does not stop to half form his letters. Hisloops

are never completed, his i's and e's are juii-T

alike, and so are his I's and t's. Every \s9tA

seems to jump at the next with a wild gasp (4^

entreaty—" hurry along ! hurry along ! there are -

thousands of us yet to come !" I questiiin

strokes. In beginning and closing the strokes,

the pen is turned, when it is necessary to sharpen

them at the top and bottom. A little practice

iinblcs anyone to become quite proficient in

ilii> 5lyle of lettering.

I
I'he alphnhet given on this page is to he done

'..'it/i ,1 itetlpen anj India ink^

[For the Pfnmnn't ditrt/e.]

A Chapter on Manuscripts.

The lieit part of the world's intelligence al

the present day passes into writing. The day

of the orator and the story-teller and the harping

bard is long gone by. The splendid flight of

eloquence, the tale of the romancer, the song of

the poet, all employ the art of writing as their

first and most intimate expression. Speech is

too fleeting, and song loo changeful and vague,

to be their medium of utterance. The statesman

as well as the scholar, the orator as well as the

essayist, the poet as well as the annalist, tran-

scribes his thought before it falls fft^n the lip of

man. so that when sound and memory shall both
liave faded away, the noble conception and the

treasures of liuman thought and of divine revela-

tion, ordered and preserved in the utmost per-

fection of form. The writings have passed into

books, and the books into libraries, and in these

great storehouses of wisdom, we have laid up
nearly all that is worth keeping, since the days

when men first began to express their best

thoughts in writing—and only since then. The
introduction of the pen into the realm of wisdom
and of genius, marks, then, the starting point of

literature. The first manustript was the greatest

and most valuable achievement of human skill.

Then fu-st began the reign of wisdom, and of

knowledge and culture, which has made the

'world what it is to-day, and which, above all other

agencies, will make it what it is to be a thousand

years hence. The art of writing is the noblest

and most valuiible of all the arts

The making of manuscripts, then, is the most
important and significant act which men per-

form. All knowledge and all genius must pass

into this form, or perish. The pen is the one
universal instrument of all men and all classes of

men. The making of a manuscript is about the

first thing that is done toward the accomplish-
I

ment of any design in life. How important,

then, that this act upon which so much depends,

I

mortifying to their authors, and to all writers, l<

cause them to either straighten out their pot

hooks, or buy a type-writer. There are variou:

kinds of blind manuscripts to be met with in i

printing office, but perhaps the most aggravating

is the intentitnially odsdire. It would surprise a

person not intimately acquainted with the des-

perate vanity of the human heart, to know that

there is a certain large class of writers who actu-

ally put themselves out to make their manu-
scripts look erratic and distinguished. They
adopt, usually, the little, black, stub pen, pro-

cumbent scrawl peculiar to some old and famous

writers, whose pen hand, through excessive use,

has got to be about as shaky and infirm as any

other worn out piece of mechanism. They, with

their fresh young nerves and clear cut natural

style of penmanship, will study these decrepit

scrawls, and practice a like infirmity, till they

verily succeed in outdoing the original and be-

coming chirographically halt before their muscles

have hardened. They seem to think that there

is something immature and commonplace in a

good, fair, round script. Genius, they say,

shows itself erratic and peculiar in all its ways;

the man of genius writes like no one else. They
are wrong, both in premise and conclusion,

whether the poor, self-torturing, hasty writer,

with all his strained precipitancy, can average

as many words in the hour as a more leisurely

penman, who writes a flowing hand and makes
all his letters plain. There is an exhilaration

and a reslfulness in good penmanship which a

scrawler cannot enjoy. He wastes his energy

in a mad spurt, and all the rest of the way he

staggers like a tired runner.

I might allude to other kinds of illegible

manuscripts, were they so scarce as to have

escaped the attention of my readers, but it is

unnecessary. Everyone has seen enough speci-

mens of bad penmanship tu be acquainted with

all its general forms. The point which I would

emphasize is this : Poor, slipshod penmanship is

a reproach to anyone, no matter what his sta-

tion or employment. I contend that the first

educational duty, after learning to read well, is

to learn to write -.oetl—not merely to learn to

write. It is certain that everyone will be called

upon to perform this manual act over and over

igain. No kind of business, to-day, however

humble, is exempt from the use of the pen, to a

greater or less extent. We must all of us be

writers, and we ought all of us to be ^oad writers.

Much depends on it. We may not be beautiful
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ihal

3r even regular writers, but we can all

wrilers- We can make each letter so

1 be unmistakable in its character and

ace. That is the secret of 9. good manuscript,

id practice on that line will eventually make
le's manuscript beautiful.

\,For thf Ptnmnn't Gautte.)

Ml*. Siuitli*B Experiment.

committee is coming. Kun, girls, t^uick !

coming, let's go to the school

tiousc before he sees us," and the group of young

girls who had been quietly sitting in the shadow

of the pine woods at noon time, hurriedly rose,

as one of their school males, from her perch in a

low forked tree, caught a glimpse of the road,

and warned them of the approach of an always-

Jieaded visitor, the school supervisor, or com-

luiltee, as he is more frequently called in country

'The girls left dinner baskets and uolinished

^ Kincheons under the trees in their haste to join

other males at (he school building before the

carriage, rattling down a long pebbly hill, should

(.ome in view of them. I'anting and breathless,

the whole troop rushetl into the school room,

where was their teacher, a young girl, but one

whose education had been liberal, and who con-

stantly labored to run her school out of time-

worn nils, and often succeeded, in spite of the

stubborn opposition one meets in isolated farm-

ing communities, where strong wills as well as

strong muscles develop.

She was copying topics for the afternoon re-

views on the black, or ralherwhite, boards, when

she was startled by her entire school coming in

pell mell, some by the door, some by the low,

open window, and all shouting, " Teacher, the

committee man is coming I He has got most

" My scholars, will you lake your seals quiet-

ly." Her low, firm voice and undisturbed man-

ner had the desired effect upon the excited, un-

cultured group. Tliey filed into iheir places

and commenced fanning iheir very warm, red

(aces with straw hats and atlas covers, while ihe

commillee, a scholarly .ippearing, middle aged

uiau, fastened his horse in the shadow of a sand

bank, so (rei^uenlly looming up by country

parcel from his carriage and entered the low

doorway without any ceremony, save a pleasant

bow to the scholars and to their teacher, who
otfered him a seal. " J am visiting schools of

our town, and have run in to see if yours bids

fair, as I hear, to be the benner school this

" I say, mister, what you got in that gieen

boxth?" loudly lisped a live year old boy from

A look from his teacher quenched him, and

to hide his confusion, he stood his open reader

Aiid spelling book on his desk, and from behind

them look stealthy observations.

After calling several classes into the Hoor and

examining their text books, asking each one a

iew questions, in a pleasant, social way, lo put

the blushing, self conscious boys and girls at

case, he reviewed them on their previous week's

work, for it wa» only the second week of the

term, and was favorably impressed with the
;

thoroughness and ability of their teacher. His
" A first class teacher

riau, good ability, good

t of my compendiuins,

\ virtues among these

mental comments were :

here, excellent disciplina:

spunk. I'll leave her on

and let her fight for it!

stubborn willed old farni<

When the last class had been dismissed, and

the scholars were again in their seals, quiet and

iiiteicsted, their rude, impudent curiosity sup-

planted with inielligciil, eager interest in all he

might say. Mr. Smith, their supervisor, turned lo

the little fellow whose barricade of books had

f.illen unnoticed in his cngcrncss to hear and see

jII he could ;
" Here is a little boy who wanted

to know what is in this green box. Now, my
young friends, we will see." Mr. Smith quickly

cut k^ots, and unwinding strings, took from the

box a package containing "Gaskell's Compcn-
dmm." '-This is my writing book, scholar^. I

practice copying this plain, beautiful writing,

every day when I can 6nd lime. If I .-itu too

large to attend school, I am not too old to learn

lu wrilt well. When I was a little schoolboy,

my teachers—we used to change them every

term—would set me copies on my slate or in a

copy book for me to follow, and I would iry very

hard to write exactly as they did.

" In summer terms, we had young lady teachers

as you do, and I would copy their fine, feminine

handwriting, till I wrote almost like a young

lady myself.

" In the winter terms, when all the rougli young

men in the neighborhood attended, we always

had a master to leach and ferule us as the case

might be. Some of them wrote a bold, dashing

hand, others great round letters so plain and

large, one could read notices they printed and

tacked on to our school house door from the

" An uncle had promised me a situation as

book-keeper in his store just as soon as I was
competent for the place—if I would become a

good penman. This was why I was so ambi-

tious to write well. My boys and girls, you

can'i know how hard 1 tried to excel in this

branch of study. 1 copied slowly and faithfully

every copy set me. I cramped my lingers over

my lady teachers' dainty running words ; I

sprawled and splashed ink over as much space

as did my careless, dashing masters ; then I

would curl my fingers around my penholder,

stiffen my wrist and knuckles in all manner of

ungainly, uncomfortable twists and positions,

trying to make the great round letters of some

other master's style. It was impossible for me
to learn to write agood hand under such circum-

stances. My penmanship was a mixture of all

three styles.

" Doubtless your copy books have engraved

copies, and by using a series faithfully, of any of

the standard books—not copying writing after

this one and that one—you can all become

good penmen. I notice a good many men
of my age, business men as well as those who
write less, write like a little school girl, all

owing, I think, to their feminine pen training

when young. When I was a boy, I had never

seen a writing book with a printed copy. Some-

limes my mother sewed a dozen large sheets of

paper together for my copy book ; sometimes I

would have one from the store with blank pages

and bright yellow covers, gay with a spread

eagle, no explanation of elements and principles

of letters, no rules for position or movement,
whatever. Two years ago I saw ihis Compen-
dium advertised, and thinking one might help

me improve my penmanship without a teacher. I

sent one dollar and received iuaLidiaLJLn£gtJ*ii^
"ii was'iiffeTiis ^nc 1 am showing you. Here
are all the small letters as well as the capi-

tals, thoroughly analyzed, and plain, minute di-

rections, many of them illustrated, for position,

holding pen, movement, shading, etc. It is a

complete, self-teaching course of study, with

work enough laid out to last a lifetime, if one

cared to take up all it contains. I have practic-

ed copying these slips in my spare moments for

two years, and am called a correct penman, and

have constant calls lo teach writing schools, pri-

" I would spare you, children, from such an ex-

perience as mine. Doubtless, I never can ac-

quire such perfect ease of motion and harmony

of shades had I not cramped muscles of hand

and wrist in so much worse than useless copy-

ing

"Scholars, I want each one of you lo show

me your writing materialii, now ; books, pens,

holders and ink, that I may judge if you are

properly supplied with material for becoming

good penmen."

The scholars, who had been listening with in-

tense interest to his words, commenced, at once,

to rummage their desks. Such a medley as was

presented, when the things asked for were

brought forward. Uroken slates, sheets of dirty

paper and blank leaves from old, yellowed ac-

count bucks, sewed in book form, a few writing

books with ruled lines but minus copies, save

the girlish handwriting at the top of the first

few leaves. One little giri. who had never writ-

ten before, had No. 4 of Pnyson & Duncan's se-

ries, bought for her by an ambitious mother,

A curious smile flitted over the teacher's face

as she saw the expression on the supervisor's, as

he examined penholders of quills, of split sticks,

of wood, awkwardly curved or much loo large

in circumference. Their pens, most of them,

were wretched—cast off, rusted, twisted, pointed

or greasy—ones that their fathers or older sisters

had discarded and given them, ignorantly think-

ing that any pen that will make a mark is good

enough for a little child to scratch and slab his

copies with at school. ^^
With an indignant sweep of his arm, their new

found friend swept the pile of rusty pens and

their holders, excepting a few quills, into the

stove, and from the green box produced a num-

ber of Gaskell's steel pens. To each pupil he

gave one of these pens with a sensible holder,

and to their teacher a box of the pens.

He next examined the inks they were using,

trying bottle after bottle and condemning nearly

all by pouring it out of the door. Some were

mouldy, leaving blots; some would not run

well ; some too thin, and others full of flies or

other foreign substances.

A little child rinsed the bottles clear with

water before he partially filled them with ink

from a large bottle he produced from that same

generous green box.

"It is exasperating," he exclaimed, lo the

teacher, ' to see little children thus shamefully

imposed upon. The poorest jten in the house,

some bottle of old, mouldy or watery, colorless

ink. that their father can't use, is given them'

and they are sent lo school with the expectation

they will become good writers, lo this teacher

and to that teacher; some who, like yourself,

write a pretty, running hand, but, begging your

pardon, totally unfit for boys to copy, and lo

other teachers, who in setting copies, spell al-

most as badly as they write."

After requesting the scholars to go on with

their afternoon's work thai he had delayed, he

turned lo their teacher, and lowering his voice,

discussed with her the best method of leaching

her classes in penmanship. She told him of the

stubborn natures she had to encounter in the

neighborhood, of the niggardliness of some of

the parents ; how she had visited each family,

trying to persuade them lo buy their children a

standard writing book of the same series, but they

thought the fifteen cents an extravagant demand,

and refused. She told liim how she had request-

ed green paper shades for the school room's

glaring windows lo shield the children from the

scorching sun, and had been obliged to get them

at her own expense, for the district's agent had

told her ihal school had been taught in that house

for forty years, summer and winter, and no one

had ever before asked for curtains. If the sun

got loo bright, to pin up a shawl or a newspaper.

She told him of the blunt refusal she had receiv-

ed when she asked thai the blackboards might

be repainted, for their surfaces were worn so

white, chalk marks were hardly distinguishable,

^j»t y.Mata.-nJm. U* J m I 'l-HTfu r* COaJ-fr^T ^*^""

ash barrel for crayons. She told him she was

obliged to leach her arithmetic classes orally

from the boards, because their text books were

so dissimilar. "It is a fact, Mr. Smith, I have

fifteen varieties of readers in school, and as the

parents would not help me to lessen the number

of classes, I appealed to a kind editor, and he

sent me a do^en copies of his excellent weekly

newspaper. I use them in place of readers for

the older pupils with great success.

" Many of these children, Mr. Smith, will not

again attend a summer term of school, and but

few more winter ones. Like yourself, I am very

anxious they should become legible, if not beau-

tiful writeni, during the ten weeks I expect to

be with them. It is for you to plan how."
" I think we can manage in this way," he

answered. " I will take these two boards in my
carriage to-night to some painter in the village,

and they will be ready for your use by day after

to-morrow. I will see you are supplied with a

long ruler, colored crayons, erasers, etc., and the

children with ruled paper that shall correspond

to the scale of lengths used in the Compendium.
I am very anxious to introduce lliis common
sense, easily learned, and graceful penmanship

into our town schools. I shall leave ibis one

with you, and from the boards you must leach

your writing class. I shall visit your school

again ihe last of the term, and if this .pxperi-

menl of blackboard writing proves successful, I

shall introduce this system of penmanship into

all the schools over which 1 have supervision."

He looked the Compendium over with her,

advising what portions of it to use, laying aside

much that was too elaborate or advanced for the

use of her school, and suggesting ways to rouse

and hold tHcir interest in this much neglected

branch of study.

The sun was nearly down behind the sand

hills before the scholars were dismissed that

afternoon, and the blackboards on their way to

the paint shop.

The children hastened home, eager lo tell all

they had heard and seen, but as the new project

promised to cost ihem nothing and might save

them buying a few cents' worth of paper, ink

and pens, the parents made no objection, and

the writing class flourished like parsley plants

The children had few bad habits in writing to

overcome. They had never received any train-

ing a^ to position, holding pen, movements, etc
,

so they easily learned the correct ways.

Ten weeks of faithful, daily practice, showed
improvement far beyond Mr. Smith's most san-

guine expectations. The children were proud

of their neat copy books. Some of the older

scholars declared they should buy for ihemielve*

a Compendium ami practice in writing as they

found time through the fall, until the winter

term commenced.

The last day of school the room was tilled

with visitors, who rame to hear their child-

ren's examination, songs, dialogues and recita-

tions. The exercises passed pleasantly. Perhaps

none of ihem afforded more pleasure than the

concert exercises of the writing class. Even the

little ones could take part in them, keeping per-

fect time in movement as they repeated and

wrote in concert, "up stroke, down stroke, right

curve, left curve," etc.

Slips of paper containing specimens of their

penmanship, and the names of the writers, were

freely distributed among the visitors.

The care lines on tired mothers' faces relaxed,

and sad expressions brightened, as they saw the

plain, beautiful letters and words on the slip of

paper passed them, and below them their owu

child's name. Two old fanners, in blue drill-

ing frocks, sal together in a front seat, squeezed

in behind the narrow space. Each of them

specimen slips, and were balancing their :

tacles with one hand, as with the other they

brought the slip of paper with its writing within

the right range of their dimmed eyesight.

" I tell you what, Jones," said one, as he

his son's name at the bottom of the slip,

David is a master hand at drawing and writingJ

See how sort of natural like that bird looksf

perched on that tree limb. Looks like a hack-

matack's branch. Look at those capital letters,

even .is printed writing, with curves as ti

ea.sy sweeping as an oar's track in the wj

tell you what, my Davy is going to make his

mark in the world. He is scribbling and flour,

ishing with his pen eveiy minute he t

from the work. The new lawyer at the village

wants him this fall to copy law papers for himJ^

wrote for me, and tacked on the post office dooia

and called the writing as handsome as any hg
ever saw, and the best part of it is"—here the

two men leaned over the desk a little ne;

gether—" it hasn't cost you nor I nary a

Clarissa Potter.

W. P. Cooper knows what he writes about i

describing the " Penman's Hand Book," As a

ornamental penman, he has long ranked 1

of the best in this country. His engrossing is of

the very finest description.

How He Cooked Tlioui.

Several years ago a genuine specimen of the

genus Yankee emigrated from the central part

Maine, where he had spent the whole o( his life,

to a well known town on the eastern shore. He
had never seen an oyster, except in its canned

condition, and was naturally anxious to know
what kind of an animal or vegetable it was. One
bright fall morning soon after he had ;

his new home, he was leaning contemplatively
,

over the front gate when a cart full of the bi-

valves drew near.

"Oysters! Oysters! Any good oyst

morning, sir?"

" How much are they?" ttsked the Mew tng-

lander, stepping out to ex

' Forty cents a bushel."
" Waal, I guess I'll take a peck, but look .i

here, stranger, how do you cook them things?"

"Different ways, sir. Some people fries 'en

some roasts 'ctn ; but Uiey mostly slews 'em-

cooks cm in waler awhile, puis a little milk i

and season 'em with pepper and salt. They'rt

first class this way."
"All right ; I guess we'll try '1

The oy-iiter^ were duly delivered and paid for.

This was early in the morning. Laie in the

aftenioon, about eight hours after the above, the

spindle legs of the Yankee were seen rapidly

measuring their longest strides down ihc street

Fire was in his eye and madness in his mien
He soon reached the crowd assembled on ihi

street corner, and at once singled out the mai

from whom he had purchased the oy;

"You're a gol darned humbug! you're a

heat ! a vile swindler, an
"

*' What d'ye mean ?" growled the oysterman.

The oysters you sold me. You said they
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re good,

u toJd m<
• Vts."
• Wial,

'

: put the blamed things on the stove

-.ling, and they ain't soft yet; though

they've been boiling hot for eight hours
"

" You lank-sided bald-faced idiot, why dldn t

you take the shells oB ? The oyster's inside."

"The thunder it is I Then ivl.y didn't you

shucks his oysters before he cooks them.

§(0 mg friends and the ^ablir:

. for years followed the professThe undersigned, who ha'

name is familiar in all parts of

lo "know of the fir^t instance wli ivork has failed

n of catd-i and whose INK&

lo announ ce tha he has yet Blvi.

perfect sa isfacti '"

Puapia

« =
SCA»1.«T.

EVERYBODY WANTS GOOD INK \

will iCQd to >ny one (or 99 tfmti

ecipe for making Ihc iriUianI B/a.k
! lued by the leadinc penmen of the

nt demand. Ink ouinoi be lent by mail,

t the exprcM charge* onaHnall qujin-

bui'*'*f^''Mnw*lo m^t agaUon^'woHld
be a verv ulable mrtlcle at ft big profit any-

where where people are at all particular in

regard to their penmanship.
Young Men and Boys wl

InkManu'

e colon named in margm,

sm«U or Targe scale,

idsi including the

TTfiese arc the only get

1. 8. QASKBLL,

leigbbon and

to the public.

.^ : (1) To

^<3) That

VMahm'f

^SlC

OF TOLLY, N. Y
ritcrs in

nplce

hiRhly prized by al

ckPnkisrjizTJi
Brilliant Blad lnl( Recipe,

Hoping to receive your oi

Louis Madarasz,
p. 0. BOX 2105 NEW WRK CITY.
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BEFORE MAN; ANCIENT
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at AO cents each.

n Cards, to wh<

len-drawn

rrhe regular
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ORLDS AND BEI
NATIONS IN THE ORDER
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lEIR DARKNESS
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GRADUAL EMERGENCE FROM

LIGHT ~
AND AS THEY NOW

WORLDS
\S IN THE ORDER Ol
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the present people of the eari
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Embraces a History of Writing, whh/ac tim/U illusirations from ancient manuscripts ; many Complete Alpha!
= leadmE Pen Artists of England. France and Germany : Ornamenis by Rieslcr, Feucbere and Regnier. of Psri
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Re«d an extract fro
fession :

-Inasmuch as certain
New York have dwrcd
the best And quickest si

also to be the most rapi

I Pt/uucLY Cha

n his Challenge to tl

professional shorthand v

lall not be°U_
fame, I suggest

the leading periodicals, writes as follows of the Penman's Prof. C. A. Gaskell. fn™l^!15*in ,T?,.,"" ^""".V"
"'^ '° t" T\,%'^'""'"Handbook: ' Dfar Sir : Being a great admirer of fine penmanship.it li^T^ adm^on Th^f rhr'"^„^T h ,1

^^"^

"The Phnmas's Hand Book was received last week, li '' **"dlv nccc^rv for me to Infnrm yju llal I am very ^on of original matter writteTby the unfpires And^'C''w

rhi!jsecured'^a't^wu"ThrrMUftlu^^^^ HanVh^k^' whicl?rrcc"ived "^^ good^'order^
ihe clwe, the stenographer who shall have tiken the m»ii

aminaiion of it, I discovered so many beauties in it. and ,

^hip th.it I h.ive ever seen, and I think will be of gre.it help sys,em. To save further'' «)ntr'over=y upon "I'hc \'h\^^\
foimditinevery way so much superior to any idea 1 had

|

'^/"i^'J^ P"^"ViW^« f.fT^X^.^^^ ,''^: Messn. Munson. Graham, and other in^mclot^ .r^ ,,...,.

Collins. Kings Mountain (High School). N. C

— TcLL^w v" y^ " ' ^^af " " '^''^^

fc belter acquainted with you. ' Prof Gaskell. New York.
nnb r

, .

a.
(;_/

1 remain, your, sincerely, iJ.ar AV The Penman's Hand Book came to hand in J ('\L\ A -A /N /
JOHN I. HARVEY. due time. I have carefully examined it and unh«iiatingly //^ <- "^-O- V_ ^ // "^y/

Care Albany New). Co , Albany, N. Y. pronounce it the champion of the world m that Ime. ^o ^
,

the neighborhood. Vours truly. ' \—--f^ J^
R. W. A. HARSHBARGER. \, ^H. B. SEGUR.

s a copy. AGENTS ^'ANTED. It is

Prof. O. A. GASKELL, Publisher,

..V. ^_.~r^:rr^






