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THE ROVER

THE BHINOCEROS IN HIS NATIVE WILDS.

WITH AR EXORAVING.

Tax excellent plate we presont the readers of the
Rover thls week wasengraved in London for the Oren-
tal Annual. As a specimen of art It Is emlnently
beantiful. Belng deslrous of having so fino an engra-
ving accompanled by appropriate letter-press illustra-
tlon, snd the writers in the peighborhood being pretty
muoch ‘“used up,” we took occasion to write to our
ol friend Major Downlog, of Downingville, in the
Smte of Maine, to give us a litde friendly ald in the
mastter. The following s his very satlefactory reply.

Dowwmavirre, Feb 26, 1344,

My dear old fricnd—I recelved your letter and the
ploter about three daye ago, and have been chawing
upon It ever since. It was a new kind of businces to
me and [ didn’t know jest exactly how to take hold of
it. When Lilly, Waite & Co. published my boik of
letters in Boston some years ogo, It had picters In it
but the business was done-t'other eend foremost then.
That is, I dld'nt write the leiters 10 match the pleters,
bat they made the picters to maich the letters. But
they say it's o poor rule that wont work both ways,
and I dont know but the business may be done one
way as well as the other. And If 1 can be any help to
you In this kind of way once In awhlle, ns you bave
80 meny of them picters to publish, 1 shall be very
glad 10 do it for I haint forgot the kindness and favor
you used to show me in the Gineral's time.

When [ got your plcter of the rhinaceros, [ took it
into the house and showed it to aunt Kezieh and coo-
sin Nabby, and asked them what they thought of that.
Aont Kezish held op her hands in parfect astonlsh-
ment, and sald she thought he was the awfulest look-
ing critter she ever wee. Cousin Nabby ssld no; for
her part she thought the whole plcter was beautlful.
Them birds standing in the water, and them litile deers
running op the mountain, and altogether [t wns the
prettlest thing she had seen for a long 1lme. DBut she
said she couldn’t think what they need to have them
great speckled blankets spread over the rhinoceros for,

" Why,"” says sunt Keziah, says she, “dont you
know, Nnbby, they wouldn’t dare to print animals
without blankets or something over em, since them
minlsters In the Jarscys come out so agalnst Harpers’
bible."

At that I burat out a langhing, for I coulda’t hald in
no longer.  And eays I, he hasn't got & elgn of & blan-
ket on him ; that 1s nothin but his skin; he's gots
skin ps thick asa pine board. And then [ went to
uncle Joshua'a librery and took down a book that teld
all about him, and Nabby sot down and read the whole
of it

“Well now,” says I, “Nabby, I'va got three extrs
loads of cheap literatore come In to-day, right from
York ; and [ shall have to go and help the buys snd
Zeb In packin and pllin away all day; and I dont see
how 1 can stop to write about this rhinoceros for the
oditor of the Rover, and being you are pretiy keen with
a pen you must set down and do ir."

Well, Nabby sald she would, for she’s an accomoda-
un creeter. * Bot," says she, “must 1 write In prose

or try 1"
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“ Well,” says I, *“for that matter, [ suppose every
writer has a right 10 cook hisown fish In bis own way.
But sesin you've got 3 good deal of jingle In your
head, [ kind of think you'd do beat In the poetry Hne.*

“ Well,” says Nabby, says she, “1 think so too, for
it's the most poetical subject I've come aerces fors

long Ume.” And away she went to get her pen and,

ink, and I went off to 'work ; and when I come back
In the evening she'd got it all apun out as fine as silk.
I send you & copy of It below, hoplng It'll answer your
turn firat rate, Nabby says she dont want you to put
her name to it; but I say go shead and put the name
on; no cloaks In liternture; that's my way. In the
mean time I remain your old friend,
. Mason Jacxk Dowwine.

THE RHINOCEROS.
BY NABRY DOWNING.
OfF all the animals under the sun,
That roam the earth, I doubt

If ever you'll ind a more curlous one,
Than this I am writing about.

His name | Rhinoceros—sweet sounding word,
On purpose for poetry mads,

And should be famiiiar and greatly preferr’d
By all who are posets by trade,

Hoe lives In Siam and old Bengul,
And some parts of Africa,

And he'll whip any animal, great or small,
And drive ten thousand away.

He Is twelve feet long and twelve feet round,’
And five or slx feet high,

With = leg as stout as an elephant’s,
And a most tremendous eye.

Y ou may pound his tough hide with all your might,
And he never wil] feel the blows;

And the terriblo horn e & tarrible elght,
That grows at the end of his nosa.

The baby rhinnceros, two years of age,

Has an inch of horn or so;
But when he grows up to be old and strong,
Thls monatrous horn Is three feel long,

And can battle wlth any foe.

He wiil tear down trees full thirty feet high,
And strip them up, they eay,

Into basket stuff quite thin and fine, _

And then on s cord or so will dine,
As an ox will dinc on bay.

He walks about on his natlve hills,
And in the sllent dell;

And rolls all day In the muddy pool

Whers the mountain shadows are deap and ceol,
For he loves his pleasure well.  ~

He's gentle and qulet as any lamb,
If you dont provoke his ireg

But if o war with him you wage,

He shakes the very earth in his rage,
And his eye-balls Sash with fire.
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