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P HILIP was a boy of ten years, rwith a generotisgrewtb of freckles and a loving dieart. IMost
people saw the freokles, but it was only bis

mother who neyer lost sîght of bis affectionate
nature. Sa, when one warm spring day, Pbilip sat
rnoodily around the bouse, she was ready to listen
to bis grievance, for an air of glootusbadowed the
cheerfulness of the spring freMkes.

"I want something for a pet," said Philip. "I
have no dog, or cat, or anything !"

"Wbat would you like the best of al?" his
mother asked, witb the air of a fairy godmotbher.

"I want pigeons," said Philip. "Tbey re so soft
and wbite and pretty, and they lay eggs, and fiatch
young anes."

Ail bis gloom haýd vanished. "What wîi a pair
cost ?" said bis mother, w'ho was a business wornan.

"Twenty-five cents. Out at Crane's they have
millions of them. I can walk out for tben. It's only
five miles."

'His mother produced tbe money and Philip was
ready to start on the instant.

'4Where shall we put them when you brinrg them
bomne?" she aslced.

Philip's suggestion that tbey could share bis
room until bc got their bouse built was promptly
rejected; but Philip's father, interviewed in private
by Philip's mother, agreed ta nail a box on thse end
of tbe stable.

It was Saturday morning, and a beaufiful day'
of glittering April sunshine. Pbilip was back ut
tea time with the pigeons, tired but hiappy. It seemed
tbere liad been some trouble about catcbing tboni.
Tlie price of twenty-five cents was fer raw, uncaught
pigeons, but Philip bad succecded, and brought back
two beauties, one wth blue markings, tbe other
almost pure 'white.

The path of true love neyer ran smooth: diffi-
culties were encountered at once. P'hilip put a
generous supply of straw in one end of tbe box for
a temporary resting place for the pigeons, but wlien
lie put themn in tbey kept turning round and round
as if tliey were not quite satisfled, and Philip was
afraid tbey wcre flot pleased witb their new iodg-
i n. Then Philip hiad ane of thase duzzling ideas,
wbh sa often led to unpleasan'ness with the other
members of the faiily.

He made a biurried visit to bis sister Rose's
room. Rose was a gro'wn-up young lady of twelve,

When be came back lhe brougbt with him a dove-
grey chiffon auto veil, 'wbich was niuch favored
thiat spring b>' the young ladies in Rose's set for a
liead protection instead of a bat. Rtbse's intirnate
friend, Hattie Matthews, liad tied a knot in eacb
side, whidi caused it ta fit very attisticaîlly on
Rose's liead. Pbilip took out the knot3 and draped
it ever the straw and was -Secbless witli adTmir-
ation over the effect. They looked sa "woozy," fie
said.

In the innocence of bis heurt, 'be rusbed in to
get bis sister Rose ta rejoice with f1dm.

Rose's language was dignilied but plain, and thepretty siglit was rathiessl>' broken up. Phlip's
mnother, however, found an old pale blue veil of ber
cnwn, w~hich 'was equaily becoming ta tbe pigeons, and
ail was well, for the timne. It was Philip's mother
who proposed a Pigeon Book, and a very pleasant
time was spent snuking it. Not a cornuon boo'k,
houight for mane>', buti one mnade by loving hands.

Several leaves of writing paper were used, and
stiff yellow paper for the caver, the whole fastened
tagether with pale bIne sîlk. Then Pbilip printed
on tihe back of it, "Philip Brown, Pigeon B3ook," but
flot in any ordinar>' plain little bits of letters. Every
capital enýded into -a feather and was topped off wvith
an arrow, and even each little letter had a blunket
o! dots, and the resuit was very gratifying.

Thle first -entry was as follows, April 7th :
"I wocked out ta Cranes, and got 2 fan tales. 1

payed 25 scents.
"My father put a box on thse stable for me, and

I put thein in on bed of struw. The>' are bootiful.
,My sister Rase would not let me have ber vale,but 1 gat a prettier one, bine. They look woozy."

On Sunday Pbilip deciared he could not go to
Sunday ScIool-be had not time; but bis mother
agreed to 'watds the pigeons, and so bis religious
obligations were flot set aside.

Monday lie made a roost, planing it srnooth with
sandpaper ta prevent slivers in their feet.

Monda>', after four, the Browns' back yard was
full of boys, inspecting Pbilip's pigeons, not merely
idIe onlookers, but prospective buyers, as shown by
the next entry ini the Pigeon Book.

"I sold a pare to-day to Wiifrid Garrett. He
can't get them tilt July."

Underneatb tbis entry, in better writing tban
Pbilip's, there was an entry, made b>' bis brother
Jack-fourteen years aId:

"Thisr is called 'selling pigeons short.'"
Pbili's friends told him inan>' and varied things

that were gond for pigeons ta eut. He did bis best
ta suppl>' them ail, so far as bis siender ineans
allowed. He wen±tate the elevator for wbeat, lie
traded bis jackknife for two anaemic bieads of squaw
corn, whicb were bighly reconnnended for pigeons,
by an unscrupulous young Sliylook, wlio bad just
cone ta town, and needed a jackkniff. His band-
kerchief, pencils, and scribblers niysteriously dis-
appeared, but other articles made their appearance,
a small mirror ta bang on the wall of their bouse,
wbich Gardon Snith said wouid inake tbem more
contented, and seeing as it was Philip wlio wanted
it, lie was wiiling ta seli uat a sacrîfice-two lead pen-
cils andi a rubber. There also appeareti a swing out
aIf a bird cage, whicb was duly put in place. It was
toc, sinal for the pigeons, but tbere were going ta
lie littie ones, weren't there? Four sunfiower
seeds, recommended and ýsoid by a mild-eyed little
Murphy girl, who bad tbe stubby fingers of a rooney-
maker. Phulip wanted bier ta take it out in eggs,
but fMiss 'Murphy exprer-seti a preference for eur-
rency. Pbilip thouglit it just as well ta niake no
entry in bis book of these transactions.

:His youngest brother, Barrie,. began ta bie
troublesome, about this tisue, and sbowed an un-
welcome interest in thse pigeons. Thse ladder wbicb
was placeti against the stable under their bouse at
first had seetned too bigli to cliinb, but, seeing the
multitude of spectators, w'bo went up and down
wîtbout accident, lie tried it toa, and se, successfully
tbat hle was able t last, after a few attempts, ta
carry a stick up witbhim, stand on thse rung, and
p<ske up the pigeons.

One day lie was caught with the goods -b>' Pilip
himaself, So indignant 'was Philip that for a moment
lie stooti speechless. 1His young brother, j'arred by
a guilty conscience, came bastily do'wn the ladder,
raising a bruise or -twe on bis anatorny in bis
descent. He sat on the groundi and reflecteti. In
bis infant soul lie felt tbat it was a j .tçuishment.
Notbing was said about the affair. Philip f cît that
tIhe dlams of justice were met. Thse onl>' reall>'
dissatisied parties were the pigeons.

l'lm next Sunda>' in Sunday School, Barrie quotei
thse golden text, with a sligbt variation. "At the last,
it bitetbh ike a serpent, andi stingetis like a ladder."

Oni>' Pbulip knew wliat lie meant, and lie said
it served him gooti and right.

The following lentry appeured in the Pigeon
Book:

"My brother barrie poke themn, but he's got his
lesson. To-morrow l'il let thcm out, there fond
enuf of home note I guess.»

Thle next day being Saturday, the pigeons were
let out, and Phiip's heurt 'wus tom 'wth hope and
fear, T-he>' loaked se beautiful, circling andi w'eel-
in over thse stable, and then away acre<ss tihe road.
TIse pride of possession tbrihled him, but a chili

fear of their neyer returning kept hlmin i suspense
aIl day.

Thse Pigeon Book showed this entry:
April rj.-'<I lt them out and they camne baick.

There a pritty site.»
April '." dreemn about them every nif e. I

have to dreems. My good dreem is theve layd. My
badl dreem is about a taim cat and ta piles of fethers,
ifs horrid.-»

April s." sold another pare to-day. 1 have
razed the priée. This pare wili be delivered in
August. 1 gave thesn a bran mash f o-do, if mnakes
them layP

Under this in Jack's writing wene thse words:
"Thinking of the As4gust delivery."
Then the entries went on:
AUg. 2.-."Wilfred is pritty mneen, he thinkr he's

smnarf. They ain't goin' fo loy al in a hurr."
It seemed that the iast statement was true. They'

were net. In spite of bran masbes, pepper, cotton
batting nest, andi tender care, tise> refused even to
consider laying.

Phulip was quite satisfied with thein, as the>' were,
if tse>' would oni>' stay wîvtbhusum, but thse customers,
wlio had bouglit andi puid for ver>' bundsome young
fowl, were incîined ta -be impatient, and even unplea-
sant when the two parent birds were ta lie seen
gadding aroundth Ie street at ail hours, utterl>' re-
gardless of their young master's promises.

Philip learnedti t cali thein. "Cuta-cuta-coooo,
cut-acutacoo," could be heard up and down thse
Street. Semetînses tse>' seemed ta corne for bis cali,
and then bis joy was full. 'More often tbey see'med
ta su>', "Cutacutacoo your'self," or somte suds saucy
words, and fi>' farther asvuy.

A rainy day camne, when Pbilip bad hiad thein
about twa 'weeks. -He came borne from scbooi ta
see bow they were, anti put in the marning fixing
an oilclotb aver their bouse. TIhe pigeons were
out, as tliey usuailly were now. ýAt niglit tie>' came
borne and ate their supper, nuncli ta Philip's deliglit.
As the>' grew more anti mare independent of birn
and stayed away for longer periods, it seemied ta bim
that be could nat do enougli for thiem. iHe clianged
their bed ever>' day, lie gave thein Iresis wuter, and
wasbed their water disli twice a day.

«One niglit tse>' didn't came honme. Pbifip's
Cutacutacod" brouglit no answering caîl. He beg-gared hinsseif of alcys and marbles ta hire boys ta

help hirn ta look. Hie even dared the town con-stable b>' stuying out after the curfew rang, looking
and asking. Na ane had seen tbem.

Through tbe niglit it rained, a celd cruel rain,
or so it seemed ta tIse ittle widea'wa'ke boy. He
stole quietl>' out, afraid that lie would lie sent back
te bed, but fia anc bearti him but bis nsother, and
sbe understeod. It was tiark and lonesorne outside,
but lave liglited 'bis way. lie crawled up the lad-
der, hoping ta find thens. The straw, the cotton bat-
ting, thse blue veil, and the water disIs were there,
but no pigeons.

Pbilip came back ta bed. His feet 'were wet and
cold, and hle coultin't keep back the teurs.

His niother, wbo bati Ieard hiti going eut, anti
who understood, cailed ta im softly and sympa-
tliized. Slie said tIse> were safe enougli witb saine
flork of pigeons; rbey would corne baek when the>'
were lsnungry, and the tain wauid not hurt thero,
and be sure ta wipe bis feet.

Thbe next day they were found across the Streetwith another boy's pigeon s, unconcerned as you
Please. Phulip gave bis Lost Heir game ta the boy
ta belp him catois tbem the next niglit wlien the>'
were roasting. lie sisut tliem up then for a few
days. Thse Pigeon Book wouiti bave been neglected
onl>' for bis mother, wba suaid it was onl>' right ta
put in the bad as weillus thse gond. Thut was tlie
way of al Stories, slie said.

Philip wrote:-
"The*y went ame and staid ail night. I gess fhey

were lonesome. I do' n h eyd'tlkm.
I like fhem." ntn hyte o'tlk e

Wlien bis mother read thut slie saiti, "Poor little
fellow," andi made pancakes for tea.

In a few tiays lie let thein eut again. This time
lie wus almost in teats.

Tliey did not Isesitute a minute, but fiew straiglit
dOwn thse Street ta tise place tbey 'iad been belore,
ta thie place wliere tbe people often mate pies out
of pigeons, and were flot asisamedti t say se.

Phiip foiîowed them, witli a set little face.

"i Say, Phul," the boy of the bouse calledti talin,
you iniglit as well selI thens ta me. lil give you

ten cents ecdi for tbemn. Tliey'il neyer sta>' witib
you. We've got about a dozen naw. insgain' te
selI a buncli of tisemo t the botel."

'With difflocult>' Phulip answered:
"~No, jerry, I won't seli thein, but ll give thern

te you if yen promise not ta, kili tisent" He was
wutchîng tbem as the>' circled sa gail>' over bis bet-.,
the>' were se lavel>' andsi s dear. His chin was
quivering, but jerry d flnot notice.

Jerry was astonisjxed, 'but being a business man
clased the deal ut once.

Tbe Pigeon Book was put away.
One day his mother came across it, in Philip's

draLwer. Sise founti a final entry:
"I gave fhem aw.ay-they seem ta be happy.-
Then thcre was a snsear on the ;)aper and beiaw

it tliese words:
«They are ongratefull broof.r!"


