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Our Koung Lolks,

0ANOE AND BIFLE ON THE ORINOCO. | ™

IN FIVE CHAPTERS.—CHAP. JIL
A PANGEROUS EXPERIMENT

David here did a very foolish and daunger-
ous thing. He dropped his rifle ran for.
ward like thé wind, straight toward the
wounded crocodile, snd atooped to selze it
by the tail. But with surpriting quickness
tho burly monster wheeled around, raised
himaelf high on his fore legs, flung his ter-
rible jaws wide open within a foot of David's
face, and brought them together.

¢ You, Davie] Come away from there "
shouted Ben, terrified at the other’s posi-
tion. )

David dodged back, thoroughly scared at
the sudden turn of affairs, and sprang round
to the cnd of the huge tail,

¢ Bring my rifle, gu'ck /" he shouted,

“Come away from that, I tell you!”
yelled Ben, running forward, tugging des-
porately at the empty shell which bad atuck
fast in his rifle.

Again the crocodile wheeled around, fac-
ing his unarmed assailant, raised himself de-
fiantly as before, and uttered a desply zat-
tural snarl of rage,

¢ Bring my rifle, why don’t you?!"” shout-

¢d the boy, in desperation, as he again A

round to the tail,

¢ Shut your mouth and come away from
there {” angrily commanded his comrade,
who was by this time close at hand and
shoving in o fresh cartridge. The crocodile
whirled around, but again David sprang
nimbly out of bis reach, An instant later
Bea's r fle was at his ahouldor, and a bullet
went crashing into one of the neck vertebree
of the dangerous reptile, and ended its ca-
reer.

ssAnother !" said David,wi.!. ,whiteface.
Anotber shot was fired. Five minutes later
he was atone dead,

¢ Look bere, youngster!” sid Ben, se-
verely. * You don't want to do the like of
that again, do you hear?! What are you
thinking about, anyhow?”

“ Well, you seo, I was afraid he would go
back into the water; and I wanted to—to
keep him busy and keep bis mind off <he
water until you could comeup and kill him,
You know we might have lost him but for
that I said David.

“Humph! You intended to catch him
by the tail and Aold him, that's what you
thooght about. Wby, you oould have held

a train of cars as emily as you coald him, fin

lively as he way! X thought he was going
to grabyou up and run into the water with
yun!” 3a'd Ben, seriously.

¢“Ohno!"” said the other, airily. *‘He
only wanted to show me what a fine set of
teeth he had, But isn't he sn old monater,
though?”
. This crocodile meavured thirteen feet five
inches, and his weight could not bave been
leas than seven hundred pounds. With in-
finite labor the hunters removed the thick
hide of the tough old saurian. carpied it all
the way across that wide s¢ l-bank to the

canoe, and at nightfall dled back to the
camp, thoroughly wearled with their long
day’s work.

y the end of their first woek out they
had killed two more nne ciacodiles, one ter
fect.in length, and the otu.. tan fest foer:
ten inches Ol theass =2 smecimens thoy
preserved the skelitons ontire.

The .act that thuy were huntwg witha
defnlty purpose, aud that the saocess of
their trip depended upon their alill with
their rifles, added an element of intevest to
their work which it conld not have posses-
s¢d othsr=les.  They toiled as earncs iy for
‘'specinicns” ax they sverdid at home iuthe
ficld or atap, and their enjoyment of the

lifo thoy 100 was both intcnse and whole-
some, |

An old Indian turtlo catcher ocoasionally
visited-the lagoon in his little couriyara;
and the c {le-hunters soon made friends
th him,

His method of catching turtles called for
an artillerist’s judgment and a billiard-play-
or’s akill; to the two Americana it wasreal.
ly wonderful.

His weapons were a bow and arrows, the
latter made of light reeds with a amall iron
plo fitting into & socket in the end of the
sbaft, and tied fast to it by a amall, stout
cord, The turtle-catcher’s mode of attack
was to sit quietly in his canoe «n the middle
of the lagoon, and watch for the turtles to
oome to the surface to Lreathe. They sel-
dom showed themselves neoarer to his canoe
than fiity yards, usually at a good deal more
than that distance.

When a turtle came up within range and
floated quietly at the surface for a few mo-
ments, the old fellow would carefully meas-
ure the distance with his eye, take aim and
shoot an arrow high in the air, so thatit
would describe a parabolic curve and fall
perpendicularly upon the turt'y'a back, If
the point plerced the shell, it a:uck fast and
came out of the resd, which would float on
the water, and beiny attached % tue pin, it
wonld keep the turtle from sinking until it
oould be seoured. It was like mortar-firing,
only more difficult. Very often the old man
miseed his aim ; but he was sufficiently suc.
oessful in his captures to be able to make a
living by them, David bought two fine tur-
tlen of him at a faiv prico, which were pre-
served for mounting,

On the eighth day of their stay on the
island both the hunters started out on what
waa t0 be their Iast shooting excursion be-
fore proceeding down the river, They pad-
dled acroes thelsgoon, landed and separated.
Ben went towards the head of the lagoon,
while David set out to visit the sand-Lars at
the mouth,

IN THE QUICKSANDS,

Close to where the lagoon opened into the
river, there lay a low, level sand-bank of
about two acres in extent, which rose but
three or four inches above the surface of the
water., David found two cormorants aitting
at its farther edge, one of which he lprompt,-
1y knocked over with a rifle bullet, then
started to secure it. As he ran forward,
he noticed that the sand-bank which he had
to oross was wet and nswly formed, but it
was fiim and hard ; withont pausing, he
ran on and was within twenty feet of where
it lay, at the water's edge, when suddenly
without an instant's warning, the groumi
dissolved beneath his feet and he sank knee-
deep in sand and water.

¢«Ha! quicksand!” he thought, and
wheeled about to atep on firm ground; but
to his horror ke found that the very grouad
he had just crossed securely was changed to
quicksand. Bestruggled forward for halt
a dozen paces or mors, sinking to his knees
At every step, but with each atep hoping to
gain firm footiog.

Vain hope. He sank so deeply that he
waa soon exh and compolled to pause
for breath. It flashed acress his mind, too,
that he might be awallowed up here and
leave not even a sign of his fate. The yield-

g sand was half-way up his thigh alm:llf
He pitched his rifle_as far as heconld
towards the shore, and sent his hat aailing
afterit, so that if he disappeared, they
would tell the story ; all this in Jess than
ten seconds. Then he shouted, ‘‘Help !’
but his voice was lost in the dead silence
which surrounded him like a He
snatched his revolver fromits case abd Sired
three shots in quick successiou s a signal
of distress to Ben. Thank heaven, he was
{o aight, on the shore, but nearly a mile
away, and he realized that bis faithfol
friend, who would save him or die in the
attempt were he only there, coald not pos-
aibly arrive in time to help bim.
ith men who are cool and oollected in
the face of deadly peril, the mind acts like
fiashes of lightning, illumioating all their
surroun David vividly remembered
baving that tho more an auimal strug-
los in quicksand, the faster it ainks; bat
o saw it would be folly to give over all ef-
fort to save himself, and made ono more
fierce struggle to reach firm ground. But
in doing 8o, ho loat hisbalaace, fell forward,
and-his arms sank to the elbow. Bya
powerful cffort he recovered himself; the
fmt drops of cold Xenplntion trickled

rom his forochead ; and with a choking sen-
sation the bitter thought came %o hiwm that
it was hard lack to dio in thai miterable
way.

(10 B® OONTINUXD.)

BY MARY A. BARR,

Out from the trce-bops a voice called out,
‘**Who, who, who, who's there?” or, at
leaat, 00 it sounded. Immediately the sing-
ing atopped, and one of tho negroes answer-
ed, “Some folkees Jrom de Norf, Massa
Owl, an’ Cap'n Jchnsln, an' me, an’' Homer,
an’ Virgil, an’ Pete,” read Grandpa to the
little gathering of boys and girls who came
every week to the old plantation to hear
him read from somestory book or paper, and
to eat some of Grandmamma's cake and mo-
lassos candy, But ¢ Maasa Owl” is not the
only bird that can speak English, and now
that spring is here and summor coming, the
children who read this may hear for them-
selves lota of pretty sayings from their little
feathered friends, the birds, if they will but
listen. I think from the number of boys
and girls who write about their birds, there
must be meany who have discovered that
their pets can talk (or seem to talk), and if
they try to understand them, it will not
only be & g-eat pleasure to themselves, but
the means of taming many a ahy bird
Of course ycu have all heard about the

cuckoo lady whip-poor-will, and ‘that jolly
brown bird which sings :—

+* Bob White,

Peaso ripe ;

Coming there

To-morsow night,"”
and the mocking-bird, which, the Mexicans
sy, tpeaks four hundred different lan-
guages, although his English, while he lives
in the woods, is confined to three rather
ugly words, which are ““sha'n’t,” ¢*can’t,”
and ““dare” ; but tho hawk is almoast, if not
quite, as rude as the mocking-bird, for, no
matter how much right you may have to be
on the river or-in the woods, he is always
aaying :—

4 1¢’s queer, queer, queer,

Thas you are
Here, here, here.”

in his greeting, for it is ¢ Cheer, more
cheer”; and if any of you live near a marsh
and will call upon Madam Marsh Wren,
she will tell you, ¢ I am so happy, Iam so
happy, ¥ am 8o happy,” while the Carolina
wran will bid you ““Cheer up, and coms to
me, come to me, come to me”’; and by-and-
by, when it gets to bo quite warm, a dear
little bird, with the very ugly name of Log.
gerhead, will sit close hizside his wee wife on
the wild-rose hedge, aud say to her, ¢ So
sweet 30 awest'’; and some warm morning,
when you are on your way to school through
the fields, the fznny old gray fly-catcher
will hop on the ground before you and call
out, 1 ktll you, X kill you, I kili you early
in the morning’—of courso it is all a joke,
for Idon't believe he would, even if he
:gnld. §or he is J:nch; jiolly tbird. Tha;ll:
ero's Joe, poor Jos ; he is not poor at

or helives in the most beautiful house,
mads of tall resds aud grasses, and trimmed
with flowers, and eats the fattest little frogs
and fish, and yet every night, and early
the morning just at sunrise, he will call out,
t¢ Poor Joe, poor, poor Joo,” in the most
mournful voice.

1 bavea little English cousin who declares
that her thrush can say, ‘‘Jane, Jane, a lit-
tle game, a little game, a little game, please
ploase, sweet Jenuy, sweet Jevny.”
may Lear in the spring the warbling fly.
catcher, who, although not thnite 80 viclous
in his remaks as the Southern yray fly-
catcher, is very soldierly both in appearancoe
and song, for be says, as plain a8 can be,
¢ Brig-a-dier, brig-s-dier, brigade,” and the
Massachuseits Peabody bird will tell you
4that he is **all day whittling, whittling,
whittling,” while just at aundown you will
hear the green warbler singing,  Hear mo
St. 'The-rc-sa"—and the queer little red
mavis, who flits about the field while the
farmer is sowipg corn, will tell him to
“Drop it, drop it, coverit up, pull it up,
pull it up, pull it up.” .

The oven'bird of Massachusetts, who
sings only at noon on & bright day, and the
Maryland yellow-throat, will both declare
that thoy aro watching you, although they
use diffcrent words to tell you so; the Mas-
sachusetts bird says, ¢* I aco, 1aee, Isce, I

The redbird is one of the most hospltable

You (P

see,” whilo his little Southern cousin singe,
I see, I seo0 you, X nec, I nce you, Isee, I
see you,"”
Of course there are people who do not
caro for birds who will think it all non-
sonso to say that they can talk, but Iam
sure that there are boys and girls who love
birds, and who study their ways and songs,
that are cqually auro that their pets can
speak, aud speak very plainly to thom at
least,—Harper's Youry People.

Oh! Thote Waeps.
nY EDWARD Q. RAND,

Screaming, runcing, tossing up thelr
arms, Patty and Poppy and Fan and Xar-
gery Aon camo into grandma’s kitchen ono
day. Jnto a nest of ‘‘queer black and yel-
low flies,” as she said, Patty poked her
dainty foot when out in the ficld one day.
Hew the “fiies’ did chase them |

#0h, Katy, they're killing us, the
flies 1" shrieked Margery Ann at the ki*chen
door,

“The flies!” said Katy, drawing her

atout, red armsout of a wasbtub. *‘Thoy’re
wasps, snd they are chasing ye, the mane
craturs ! Ogt wid ye 1" shouted Katy to the
invaders.
Through the kitchen, into the dining-
room, across it, along the hall and up-stairs
to grandma dear raced the screaming chil-
dren, the waspain hot pursuit.

“0Ob, grandmal” cried Poppy, ‘‘they’re

]
“Why children, what is the matter 1" said

dms, whose peaceful face and white
cap had just been bending over the family
Bible and its 1picture of Jacob ‘and thoss
angels on the ladder, like morning-glories
ona vine, ‘Sit down on the lounge and
tell me what the matter is. Waaps, if I
°v§§§;tgma ing then?

% ma spring then
Oh, here comes Katy 1" she said.
¢“Yes,” cried Katy, awinging a broom in
one hand, shaking a mop in the other, her
eyes ﬂnhinillke an exprewlocomoﬁve'.
light, “I'm jist a goin® for’'em. Ibroom 'om
and then I mop ‘em up and zquaze ’em.
Five quite dead in thekitchen, d here's
bad luck to ’em up here !”

Whn:h Katy was drivip li!i:: a il1::)mado
among the angry wasps, slaying in eve
direction, dma was soothing the bitterz
arms and legs. There they were on the
loungs in a row, eight bare little arms, and
eight bare Itttle legs also, for the wasps had
put their needles through the children's
stockings. Did they mean to dam any
holes there ?

When Major-General Katy hal killed all
the enemy with charges of broom nd mnp,
grandms asked for an account of the acci
dent. Then she said: ¢Well, what are
you going to do abous$ it?”

“Yet's put them ia a pail of hot water,”
aaid Popp{.

«Pail of hot water! No; drown 'em in
the freezing, freezing ocean,” maid Patty,
shaking her head.

“No, let's go up just as easy ascan be
and pull their stiogers out,” said Margery
Axnp, who belonged to a band «f mercy, and
did not want to kill them,

$No; I'll tell you,” exclaimed grandms,
and she looked wise as Motes in the Old
Testsment, “I wouldn't go near them.
That is the best way for children to treat
wasps, and a good many other things in
this world. Don’t go near them, and then
you will never have trouble. I'll get Tat-
rick to go out some day with 2 lot of sul-
hur, a buach of hay and somo matches,
and he will tako care of them. Tho beat
way for you to manage waspsis to koep
away from them.” -
Patty and Poppy and Fan and Margery
thought it was queer advice to such old
children as they were. As they all lived
in tho city, avd did not know much about
the dangers of the country fields, grandma
continued to look more and more like tho
wiss Moacs. Thoy thought they would not
again go notsr those ¢ queer black and yel-
ow flies.”

D —— . B o et oo

It is littlo tho sign of a wiso ora good man
to auffer u:mg’cnnco to bo transgressed in
order to purchaso the ropute of a gooerous
entortainer.
Sorrow itself is not 80 hard to Lear as the
thought of sorrow coming. Airy ghosts that
work ro harm do torrify us morethanmen in
stecl with bloody purposcs,




