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THE LITTLE FOLK.

Marmalade.
BY MHS, MOLESWONTH.

Huly's roal name was Humphroy, Ho was six years old. He
was short aud stour aud slow. Somo peoplo callod bim stupid,
but that was a mistake.

Huly had brothers and sisters older than himsolf and ons or
two younger, Bat though ho was vory good frisnds with them all
and loved them all ho had no speclal crony among them. Fora
timo, as long as tho baby was a baby, he loved it tho best, I think.
Ho counted it his great triend, and it loved him and used tostaro
up at him solemnly with bluo eyos very like his own. But all too
soon Baby grow into & big littlo girl and being very quick and
merry for hor age, she took to playing with her lively littlo sistors
aund found thom more amusiug than quict Huffy.

So Hufly soomed aloue again aud grow quicter and slowor than
over,

If he did not apeak much ho thought a great doal, and in hw
own way he was quite a happy little boy. It never came into his
head that any ono was not kind to him or that hio wus to be
pitied.

Two of his older brothers, ltke many boys, were exccedingly
fond of playing tricks, and Huffy's serious way of taking things
madethem doubly enjoy teicking him, or what they called ** getting
a riso oatof him," oven though his grest good nsturo when ho
tound out that hs had boen takon in, somowhst lessened their
pleasure, I fear.

But at the time I am speaking of, these two—Norman and
Torenco were their names—nad been away at school for some
months, 80 poor old Hufly had led a peaceful life. Holidays came
however, aud with them Nor aad Terry, bubbling over with bigh
spirits and mischiof, really bursting to stact their home * larks”
agaia, g

Fora day or two no special chance of trickiog Iufly turncd
up. Aod Nor and Terry were not bad hearted follows. They
felt touched by Huffy's pleasuro at secing them again and by the
littlo kind things ho tried to do to please them.

It was the middle of the summer—July—and July wasa very
¢ birthday month ™ in this fminily. Two or three came at, tho und,
the tenth was Huly's own birthday aud tho cloventh was his
mother's. Theao two days comisy together in this dclightiui way
wero the happicst of all the vear to Hufly.

Thoy began by his coming downstairs to breakiast, which was
a groat treat, though ho novor could manage to eat very much ; he

folt s0 excited about his prozcnts!

¢* Como now, Hufly, old man,” said his fathcr on the morning
of this particular birthday—his seventh one—** you must cat somo-
thing more. What will you have? Hero’s some nico honoy—you
are foud of honey, I know."

Hufly held out his piate,

‘*Zank you,” nho aaid gravely. Then *‘won’t mamma have
soma?” he went on. **Sall 1 hand your plate for some, mamma?”

Mamma was gottiog up from her chair.

**No thank you. dear,” she said. **I havo quito fnished.
Aud 1 don’t care for honey. I like marmalade ever zo much
better—and our marmalado is all done.”

Tho boys wero loft alone at the table. Nor and Terry wers
fonad of heney if their mother was not.

** What aro you staring atso, Hufly *” said Norman, Do
yuu thiok we're cating too much honey " for the little boy's cyes
wero fixed on the jar.

Huffy looked round slowly,

*No," he said, **1 weren't thinking of the hozsy, ‘ccpt—"

**What? 'said his brother, ** out with it.”* P-4

** To-morrow’s mother's birthday and she likes marmalade, and
there un'tany. I'd like to get her some. Whero doos it come

trom, Nor? I've soen the bees making Aorey. bat~""

Norman kicked Tereace under thy table to make him upder-
atand that ho wwas not to interfere,

** You don’t know whero marmalads cames {rom?™ he said,
raising her oyebrows with & look o1 groat astonishment. * Why
1 bad poidoa you were s0 atupid. Yon know that beos make
honty--well then—can’t you guems? No™ as poor Hufy looked
up with a puzzled face.

** Roally—just think a momeat. Of ccurse if boes make honey,
you might guess that wasps make marmalade,”

Thero was a amuthered giglo frum Terry, but Hufly was 1co
abiorbed to nutios it.

** Do they really?™ ho vaid.  **No, I never know 1t before. 1
thought waaps dido't do nothing but ating. And how do they get
the marmelade from them ! Is it like gottiog the honey 3"

*“Oh, much easier then that,” said Norman. **Yon've only
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ixmt- to go to whors you know therc's a wawp's neat and whiatle,
A

ud thoy all como flying vut and you've nothing to do but scrape
oub the marmalade with a big spoon from the inside of the neat.”

‘“ How nlco,” said Hufly, but bofore ho had timo to say moro,
both his brothers, choking with laughtor, hurried out of tho room.
Ho wont on thinkiog about it to himeelf whilo he colleoted his

irthday proscnts to carry them away to hisown quarbers,

““If only I'd knowod about it,” he reflected, * I might have got
somo marmalado for mawma's breskfast to.day.” Then a bright
thought ateuck him. To.morrow, not to day was memma's birth-
day ; it was not too late. If ho could find out where there wasa
wasp's ncat, ho might get some this afterncon whon ho and the
othor littlo ones wore out playing in tho gardon—if only—oh he
'did hope Norman and Torry would not think of it! Ho would
lnot tol any ons about it—he would ask the gardener without
aaying why ho wanted to kaow,

Lato that aftecnoon when Humphrey’s mother was walking
quiotly homewards througn the grounds having bosn as far as tho
lodgo gates with & fricad who had como to sce her, woful sounds
met her oare. At first, boing at some little distance, ‘'she did not
g:y much attention to them, thinking it was porhaps tho stable

y»' playiog or soxo village children in the road. But as she
walked on the sounds became more distinct and evidently came
from somo part of the garden. Sho stopped aud listened, and
words mingled with the cries grow clear.

‘ Oh mamma, mamma, ch nurse, do come.”

She hurried on and soon a little figure came rushing toward her.
It was poor Huffy, and his mother know that it took a great doal
10 mako him rush. She folt really trightened.

“\What is the matter, Huffly? Tell me quick, doar.”

The little fellow raised hia faco~it was not only tear-stained—
in two places it was sadly swollen and red.

* Have you beon atung, my boy ?*’ his mother cxclaimed.

¢ 0Oh yecs, mamma, and my haud to0o,” and then his mother saw
that ho was carrving a large spoon and a littlo chioa jug. What
had ho boen doing? Soon tho whole story came out, though any
ono Lou quick than mamma would have found it difticult to vnder-
stand.

I whistled and whistled,” said Hufly, * but thoy didn't come
out. So ! just touched the n=st vory gently with the spoon—
Simpson told mo not to distairb tho wasps. and X don't think he
koowed about the marmalade. Aond then one camo out and then
apether and another and they flewed at me, avd I rununed, but it
was like borning fico.  Oh, mamma, mamma, it is so sore !

Somo ‘“‘blue bag” on the stings and much potting comtorted
tho poor littlo mau.  Mamma kept him boside her the rest of the
day, so that after all, Hufly's birthday ended happlly—for him,
that is tosay. For Normanand Teronce looked very grave and
sober and ashamed of themselves, after 2 long talk with their
father in his atudy that evening. Ithink their jokes were harmiess
vncs for the rest of their holidays any way.

Aud noxt day—his mother’s bicthday—his father himself took
Hufly to the neighbouring town and bought a beautifcl glass jar
of the fincat marmalado for a present to his dear mamma. It was
a beaming littlo boy that ran ia to give it to her, thongh his poor
faco was still disfigured by the painful red lumps. But Bufly
bore no malice, and now that he is a *‘growa-up ™ boy ha ofton
Jaughs at himsclf for having been g0 casily taken in as to belisve
that wasps mako marmalade.
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