
~'HWD MESSNGER.'
I& slcepy eyqes comlng wlde open ag-ain.
"Poor baby 'gators! I so sorry for them.'

~'But their mother takes care of them, and
iwlI not ]et the father find them, if ashe can
help R,> sald Mother Reess, hugglng ber
own UIttie boy.

'WiII ahe go te looc a.t lier eggs to-mor-
row day?' ased Clay.

'I thlnlc she will,' sald las mother.
'Then l'il take tbom ail back,' murrnured

the sleepy littie feliew.
'Pqor mother 'gator-feýel-Ibad'-biit Ci1ay

ws off into drea-miand, ç%-Iire mother aili-
gat-or and lier eggs were all forgotteni.

'l'le box of egswas p)ut in a cioset, a>nd
relUbher Cliay nor ha3 mother thouglit of tbemi
agaln,. A weok Inter, Clay went to the closet
for somec toys, and hearkl a strange, ru-stling
inoise. 1le looked iip, and sawv a box on a
ableif wlb the cover dancing up and duvn
in a frailtlc mauner.

'Oli, motýher:' crled Clay, 1ajicig UP and
down lainiself in excitement, 'corne here-
uuek! lIstre la a box-ail alive!'

Pis niother cama runitaig in, and there
were a dozen >tlny black snuts peeplug out
uinder- thi box cue.Before she couîlen
screani, out pDpp)ed a swarini of baby all!iga-
tors and druppe-d down to the ficoi,, where
they seamnpereti off ln everiy direction. Ail
the eggs liati hatcbed, for the closet was
bebind- a stove auti theo box lu a warm place.

Such a trne as there was! Clay jumped
up) andi dcw2 sre-aming wlth zl.ee but his

What Lysbet Found
(Hope Daring, in the. 'Kiohigan Âdvo-

'ow now, misa! Bupper time aud past
aud you dreamng by the. 'wndow. It"s
alwas tiiet wayr vien 1 amn gone. XIt'
plain, Lyzbet, that youi eau nevew be
trusteti.'

Lysb.t Van Peit aprang up. 'Supper in
rekady aud w.itlu'g, aunt.'

A scowl lingared on Madani Van Pelt's
face. 'Let it be brug<ht iu. Could yen
not have foiund sometiug with whleci te
busy your banda while yen waitedP'

Lysb.et madie no reply. She was a girl
of ftfteen, short, plurnp, and fair, wth
blue eyes and suuuy hair. Sh. was dress-
ed iu a black bodice, a crlmson quilted
petticoat, clocked atockluga, and low-eut
buekled shoes.

That ws the nuai& dress of youujg
Duteii girls of that perled. For ti -w8a5
the yeai' 1720, aud the. Van Pl'at muansion
stood ou the bank of the. Hudson, but a
little way out fromz what was then the.
staiti town of New York.

Lyebet caUled the malid ta bring lu the.
hearty sipper of venison steak, brolleti
shad, hot johnny cake, 'aly koeks,' frit-
tors, coffee, aud va-rions kinds of preserv-
ed fruits. There w"a ouly Madarn Vau
Paît and her ulece. Betore ultting down

ahe saw tlist the slender littie brass i
weore broken. She P$ck.d it up, aný
quantity of pêpers dro-pped. to the. foor
name carved on the inaide cf the.
caught lier eye. Holding it to the lii
aie read, 'Gretchen Vau Veebtea?1

'Whby, tbat was my niother', name,'
thought. 'Hlow strauge my aunt ne
told me this box waa hoeui's

Ever since ah. coulti remember the.
hiad occupied a place cin the table at
iiea<d of Iuer aunt's bed eamd !ad alw.
been laeke>d. Upon plcking up thie p&p
sic f ound tliere -were several offIcial-i.
lng documents and also a few lettrs.
the outalde of one of the. letters was 'w:
ten, 'To may littie daughter Ly*bet.'

The glnl's breatti camne huoed and Si
What did ih mean?

Witii trembllug flugers sh. spreaa o]
the. sheet. MXtjn wltte maxameV (My wI
laitb), the letter began. Lysbet had r
only these words -b'en her aunt's vc
4ioated ult to her.

'Stupld! Have you gons to sleep? TI
are on the. table.'

one second Lys-bet stood inotionIt
Tiien, with quleli, decIsive movements, i
,.fii*m t11R SaftXl5w0d box te the tai


