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MICKEY'S CHICKENS.

Lase spring when the lingerving snow in the hollows of the
womd had melted and trickled down the vocks to the Roundont
ereek, a staid and wmotherly partridee boilt a nest in a hollow log
and deposited within its cosy environment of leaves and pines
peedles thitteen speckled egass One day, far down the diwe aisle
of the wood, she heard the <ound of coming footsteps.  The part-
ridge squatted closer down upon the egws, and no eye but that of a
fox coulil have seen the ditterence between her brown back amd
that of the rotten log  Her little heavt Leat havd with excitement
and fear, but the palpitation failed even to stiv the soft feathers
under her wing,  Her eyes glittered like twin heads as she peepend
ont of her hiding-place.  The big pine sany a low soothiug psahw,
and a chipmunk stuck its head out of a hole in an vak tree near
by, DBut above the sound of the paalm the footsteps were heawd
by the partridage coming neaver and nearer. There were shuflling
sounds in the dried leaves, and at intervals the breaking of a twig
<ounded sharply in the silence of the still wondl.

Then from around the tronk of a big hewlock which had
tosserd its green anns in the sunlight for forty years, came the
fizrure of a sneaking Loy with 2 bhow-gun held in the hollow of
his vight avm. - By this time the partrvidice was standing up in the
nest. Her neck was outstretehed and every aibrve in her little
feathered body was tense with excitement.  Nearer and neaver
came the boy, his eyes roving through the wood in seareh of a
victim for hisarrow.  The chipmunk van down the oak and jamped
apon the log in which the partridge was palpitating.
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The old Dominick ben wanted to ~it. She had tried to satisfy
Leer natweal ustinet in the wood-box.  When driven from this
retreat Ly Mrs, IFinn's broom, she nestled in Mr. Finn's olil felt hat.
Heve, too, she was foiled in her parpose by a pailful of eold water,
which perceptibly dampened her enthusiasm and her feathers,
Still she perseverad in her etforts at propagation, anl was found
late in the afternoon, after drying heeself in the san, trving to
serateh o hole i the hest guilt upon the parvental Finn bed. To
this Mr< Iinn oljected with a broom,

“Ye ould blatherskite I <aid <he, bringing the broomn down
upon the bed, for the hen wasn't there when the broom came down.
“Marha, lmt TN wring yer neck wid me fist whin I lay my hands
on ye ! Phy don't ye o out an’ play mavvels wid th' gravel stones
stead o foolin® there wisd me liest quilt ¢

The old hen wandered around the yard disconsolately.  Life
had no charms for her in her uneasy condition of wind.  Besides,
there were no cligible places in the yavd in which to carey out her
slesigus.  Her miserable eondition provoked the sympathy of litthe:
Mike. aud he decided that she should have the pleasire of setting
on anest of eges if T conld by hook or erook procare them for
her,  For twodavs, after school hours, he searvelnd the borders of
Brownw's Poned for duck vies, and was fortunate in finding twe
Theeae were stowed away inan obl hat in the ecllar, and the hen,
with a glad chinekle of content. settled herself upon them That
afternonn he went oft hunting in the wouds,
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When the partridge thew off” et nest little Mike examined the
hollow Jog and found thitteen h!ll:(‘kll‘l‘ cues, Warm and smonth
they felt in his palms. Holding them elose against his breast to
preservve the Jeat, be started on aoran {for howe and dashed into
the eellar,  His eves danes] with <elf-gratulation as he <aild;

« Shoo, Nanny, be gquiet Gl T give ve some wore egges avll
Lateh ant foine wild chickens”

The hen squeaked a gentle protest against being disturhed,
and then settled down to her work again, Daring the peviod of
fnenlation little Mike attended to the wants of the hen with
Jralmseave.  Corn and meal were adways right ander her beak,
and waterin an old tvnato can stood xo near that she did not have
toleave hernest. Every evening when b retorned fram schoo
litth: Mike: paid a visit to the Ben to see how <he was getting
alonzg, and vach tine he came he lifted the len feam the eygs to
see If there were life in them, This eontinued for three weeks.
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wutil one evening on opening the cellar door he found two linl.

ducklings with pieees of shells elinging to their backs peeping in rh.

cellar.  The hien was in a gquandary.  The partridge egas beneath, |
her were yet whole, and she was divided in her atfections for <L |
hatched and unhatehed.  She decided, however, to continue of. !
ations on the partridge cggs, and a few days later they too dad

developed into chickens.,

The whole Finn family were so tickled at the vesult of 1t
Dominick hen's efforts that they conld seareely contain themselve.
Mrs. Finu insisted that the brood should be breught ap out of
cellar into the kitehen. Here the little partridges hid behind th.
wond box in a frightened covey.  They were startled by the loaw
sound, and whisked out of sight at the raising of a tinger.

= Faix,” said Mr. Finn, as he gazed apon th bunches of browy
feathers darting bither and thither, * thim will chickens bas.
the Dootel fur quiekness. Begorra, buat they've fly. Musha, L ' ]
they hav' no tails!™ !

“ Don't frecken yersel”" =aid his wife, * they’ll hav” foine tul ‘
gin six wakes” N
" Mickey was so tickled with his new charge that e hated 1. 04
w0 to school,  One day he put two of the partridges in hici 3
tronsers pocket, and took them with him.  They got out of hi. =]
dek when he was called up to the spelling class, and g
confusion prevailed until the wild chickens had lown out of the
open window,
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And so the summer faded away into the antumn.  Anl
October’s ¢hill breath began to kill the leaves in Lindsley’s Wool,
By this time the partridges had beecome strong of wing, awl
following their nativg instinets made short excursions into thw 73
fichls near by, Mrs. Finn was in a state of constant fear lewt
they should not come back, but every evening, when the pan of
cornmmeal was set out in the back yard, the partridges and tie 3
ducks were there feeding amicably together.
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Thursday, Oct. $th, had been set apart as a day of feastinge g
Mrs, Finn had decided to kill six of the partridges on the previon
evening, and Mr, Cronin, the accordion player, Mrs. Doolan and
her buy Jack, Mike Muarphy and his wife, and Mike Welsh aud
the sharer of his joys and sorrows, had been invited to attenl.
It was decided, after a long consultation between Mrs. O'Brien
and Mrs. Finn, that the wild chickens shoull lie served up ina
potpie withappropriateaceompanimentsofsliced potatoes,sweetmar-
Jury, thyme, onions, carrots, and other herb and vegetalile delicacie

It was the twilight hourin the Finn back yard, when the frox
were beginning to croak and the whippoorwill over the hill wis
piping his lay. Shadows of the evening were stealing across the
<ky.  Paler and paler grew the clouds, and over against the
horizon the autlines of Lindsley’s Woud were fading against tl.
castern sky. Mrs Finn and ber boy were sitting on the doorste
watching the partridges cat their evening meal, and loathed 1o
bewin the slanghiter of the innncents for the worrow™s potpie, when
across the meadows between the shanty and the wood there cane
a curions muflled xonnil,

“Iwhat is that 27 «aid Mr<. Finn.

“ I wesel doesw't know,” replied Mickey.

Amin tice sound came over the wide reaches of meadow Jand
It attracte:l the attention of the partibdges. They lifted then
Leads from the pan of cornmeal and clustered together. The
wound was like soft leating on a muflled dram.  There was «
sudden movennent amony the patridges: then as one bird they
vose into the air with a whivr which startled Mickey and bis
wother to her feet, Huddled close together in a Lunch which
conld lave been covered by a quilt the patridges lew. Ther-
was a flecting glitnpse of brown feathers, a rush of Leating wing-.
and the deep shadows of Lindshey's Wood clined over the flectin
birds,

Mickey lonked at his mother in wild eyed -astonishimen
Then e mmanawed to stamper ont :

“ M-m-mother, the onld chicken in the waod called the litt
vans, an’ suve an’ they've gone Lisme to her !




