
Aunt Randy.

to be alone in the world. She lived by herseif in the little white
bouse whiere we saw ber, and ccdidn't seem to take no notice of 'no
one-" She avoided the neighbours, shut hierseif un in dark roonis,ý
never %vent to Ilmeetin',"1 or c-sewin' s'ciety," or any such
giatbering, and refused to admit the niinister or other friendly
visitors. But there was a sudden change. One summer day she
wvas seen in a field near ber bouse icehasin' a yellow butterfly,"
and after that she wvas a different being.

ccShe took to ail kinds o' live flyin' an' crawlin' an' hoppin'
creeters," the story wvent on. ccShe'd spend a bull day runnin'
after butterfiies and millers, and huntin' for bugs an' caterpillars
an' spiders an' hoppcrgrasses. An' nights she'd be scootini' round
witb a lautern to ketch thein big hiairy things like bats that flop
into ligbts. An' sbe'd kecp bier winder open every evenin', and
start up an' kite 'round tbe room with that kinder tish-net, an'
ketch every thinmr -uhat corne in. An' she begun to take notice o'
people-cbildren fust; an' she'd ask the boys an' girls to corne in
an' sec ber lve tbings, an' sbe'd talk real nice to 'ern-good's a
book. An' sornebow she's difféerent every way, pleasanter-spoken

and contented like. Some folks thinks she's crazy; an' she does
act dreffie queer sometimes. But there's crazier people outside the
'syhinis tban Aunt Randy."

"cIs sbemrarried? Bias she atf,-tnily?"
"Well, folks say she's a widder, an' ber husband wvas at bad lot.

She neyer says nothin' about hlm, an' she don't think no great o'
men folks. fier narne's Mis' Gates, an' Randy's short for Mirandy;
but I tell folks she's se independent, an' sot on not belongin' to no
man, sbe won't let any one cail ber My anything.. so she's left it
off o' lZandy."

It wvas not long before I made tbe acquaintance of the odd
entomologist. I think she recognized in me a kindred spirit, saw
that 1 too liked -cflyin' an' crawlin' an' hoppin' ereeters," and so
met my advances more readily.

Strange as it may appear, Aunt ]Randy had flot only neyer seen
a book about inseets, but she had neyer e'ven known, until sbe
met me, that sucli books existed. She had neyer met an ento-
mologist or axty one interested in the study of lier favourites, and
ail ber information was derived from. ber own experience. So
ber talk was fresb and deligbhtful, and quite free from polysylla-
bic ternis and the ever-changing nomenclature of tbe study as we
find it in books. I remember that the first thiug 1 ever carried
te bier for identification was a butterfly. It was the large dark
ehocolate one with pale yellow borders, known as tb.e Antiopa.
Now 1 confess 1 kuew its namne and soinetbing of its habits, but I
wvished to, test Aunt Randy's knowledge. As she saw it ber rugged
facee lighted up with a smile of recognition, and taking it gently
froni my bands, -as thougb sbe were touching a baby, she said:

"lAh, you pert little fellow! field out to this time, did yeP If
you ain't hardy an' full o' pluck, I don't know wbo is. Ye see "-
lookingr up at me-" this kind stands the winter right through."


