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- ®or Koune Fouxs,

BRUOWN-WING'S MISSION,

¢ Little brown birdie, so chipper and gay,

What a good time you re having thus sunshiny day,
A-swinging and singing, and Lobbing at me

From the very tip-top of the old apple-tree

With no wotk tu do and no lessons to leavn,
While I am so busy I scarcely can tuin.

ST say, little fellow, you o not know now

What fun you are having on tup of that bough,
Ior all the day long you do anthung but play,
Assiogiog and swinzimg, and bobbing away,
Assmothing yout feathers, and scraping your bill,
1 say, littte band, could you ever keep still 27

** My dear little boy, 1 have heard every word

That you have sad,” cavied vu the deaare tteie bied.
€ And I really mezqt tell you ti's all a mnstake '

So giving her feathers a rutf and a shake,

With a quaint luide aud of her wase luuc head,

‘Thes= words in a queer little twarter ste saul -

**I've a wonderful nest in this old apple-tree,

And in it three ardlings are watching fur me ;

1 feed them and care for them all thegugh the day,
And at evening 1 tuck them all snugly away,

Then when U'm resting [ sing for pure joy ;

Don't you see I am busy? Guod-bye, little boy 1"

THE BIG DOG'S LESSO..
u HERE they are, U'nele Joe, the Dorking
chickens, just where I found them.”

“Pulled all to pieces,”

It was Mr. Bates' yellow dog ~I know it was ;
oud they’ve let him out agaiu to-day., He'll be
over and kill some more.”

“No, he won't, Parry,” said Uncle Joe, as he
leaned over the barn-yard fence. ¢ Don't you sce
what I’ve done for him1”

“You've let the chickens all out. Yes, and
there’s Bayard. Tsn't he protty 1"

“Yes, he's pretty enough, but that isn’t all.
What did we name him Bayard for 1”

‘“’Cause he isut afraid. But won't he hurt
some of the other roosters1”

“I've shut 'em up. See him.”

The game cock was indeed a beautiful fowl, and
he seemed to know it, too, for he was strutting
around in the warm sun, and stopping overy min-
ute to flap his wings and crow His comb and
wattles were of a bright crimson, his wings and
feathers of a Lrilliant black and red, and his long,
arching tail feathers were remarkably graceful and
glossy. He was not a large fowl, but was a very
well-shaped aud handsome one.

“There vomes that dog, Uncle Joe, right over
the fence.”

*“Yes, there_he comes.”

“Won’t you throw a stone at him, and drive
him away 1"

“Then he'd come again, sometime when we were
not here to throw stones at hiwm."”

Mr. Bates’ yellow dog was a very big one. Per-
haps he was not altogether & bad dag, either, but
he had a sad weakness for teasing any animal
smaller than himself.  Cats, sheep, chickens, any-
thing defenceless, would have been wise to keep
out of his way if they could.

The two poor Dorking chickens had not been
able to get away from him the day before, and so
they had lost their feathers and their lives.

He had jumped tho barn yard fence now in
search of more helpless chickens, and more of what
he called fun.

A snap of his great jaws would have been
enough to kill any fowl in that yard, and it would
have crushed the life out of ono of the little yel-
low “peepers” the old hens werenow clucking to,
if he had put his paw on it. _

But Bayard, the game-cock, was neituw. a Dork-
ing, nor an old hen, nor a chicken, and he Qe e

run an inch when the big dog came charging 50
He did but lower his head

fiercely toward him.
and step » littlo forward.
«Oh, Unclo Joe:

He'll bo torn all to picces.”

“«No, ho won't. See!”

It was dono almost too quickly for Parry to see,
but the sharp spurs of the beautiful “bird™ had
beon driven smartly into the noss of the big yellow
dog, and the latter was pawing at it.with a Jole-
ful whine,

The game-cock had not done with tho barn yard
invader. e meant to follow that matter up till
he had finished it

“Clip " he had hithimagain  in the left shoul
det this time - and the dog’s whine changed to a
howl.

Anvther, a dvep one, in the fleshy part of one of
hig hind legs | for Bayond seemed disposed to danwe
all arvutd Limn R

That was vnvugh, awd Cucle Jous pot turned
aud flapped his wings and crowed most vigurously,
and every hen in the yard clucked hor aduration
of his nrowes.

Parry, tou, Japped Ins hands, and felt nsaf he
wanted to crow.

“ He's such a little fellow, Uncle Joe, to tight
such a big dog as that !”

“IWith teeth and claws, too, and a hundred
times stronger than he.”

“ Did you know he could bheat him 7"

“Of course I did.”

“Ie knew just how to use his spurs, didn’t
hel”

“That's it, Parry. Ho didn’t have much, but
knew just what to do with it.”

“Guess the dog knows it, too, now.
chase any more of our chickens.”

“He'll keep out of this yard for a while,
got his lesson.”

So had Parry; and Unclo Joe would not let
him forget it. [t would be a shame, he srid, for
any boy to be less wise than a game-cock, and not
to be able to use all the natural gifts that he had.

e won't

He's

A FOREST SCENE BESIDE TIHE AMAZOXN.

ON the third evening after our departure from

Bogota, we encamped on the hanks of the
Rio Patamayo (a tributary of the Amazon), in a
grove of mujestic adansonias, or monkey fig trees.
High over our heads we heard an incessant grunt.
ing and chattering, but the evening was too far
advanced for us to distinguish the little creatures
that moved in tho top Lranches of the tall trees.
The next mornine. however, the noise recom-
menced, and we saw that the grunters were s sort
of small racoons, and the chatterers o troop of
of monos, or capuchin monkeys.

After a consultation with the Indians, we fas-
teved our monkey, Billy, to a string, and made him
go up the tree as far as we could drive him with-
out betruying our presence ta his relatives. Wo
had no traps for eathing them, but our planwas to
let them come near enough for us to shoot one of
the mothers without hurting her babies. Billy's
rope, as we had expected, got entangled before
long, and finding himself at the end of his tether,
he bLegan to squeal, and his cries soon attracted the
attention of his friends in the tree-top. We heard
a rustling in the branches, and presently an old
ring-tail made his appearance, and seeing a stran-
ger, his chattering at once brought down a troop
of his companions, mostly old males, though.
Mother-monkeys with babies are very shy, and
those in the tree-top seemed to have some iden that
all was not right. .

Their husbands, though, came nearer and nearer,
and had almost reached Billy’s perch, when 2ll at
once their leader slipped behind the tree like a
dodging squirrel, and at the same moment wo
heard from above a fierce, long-drawn scream ; &

“arpy-cagle was circling around the tree-top, and

oo, Jhwn with a sudden swoop, he seized one

luck.lo:ss 0t -nonkey that had not time to reack
a hiding place. Tne™,_.. fhing held on to hr

branch with all her might,knowing that her life
and her baby's were at stake, but the caglo caught
her by the throat,'and his throttling clutch at lust
made her relax her grip, and with a single flop of
his wighty wirgs, the harpy raised himself somo
twenty feet, mother, baby, and all.  Thon wo wit-
nessed & most curtous mstance of maternal devo-
tion and animal instinet —unless I should call 1t
presence of mind. when brauch after branche
slipped from her grip and all hope was over, the
mother with her own hands tore hev baby from her
neck and flune © *awn into the tree, rather than
have 1t shars the fate sho knew to bo in storo for
herself. T stowd up and ficed both barvels of my
gun aftez the robber, but without effect , the e
cal already had ascended to a height of at least two
hundred feet, and he flew ofl, with his vieum
danghng from between s claws,

COMBATLS OF TUE OUEa V.

MONG the extraordinar§ spectacles some-
A times witnessed by thbse who © go down to
the sen in ships,” none are more impressive than a
combut for the supremacy between the mousters of
the deep. “Lhe battles of the sword-fisleind the
whale are deseribed as Homerie in grandeur.

The sword-fish go in schools,dike whales, and
the attacks are regular sea-tights. When the two

stroops meet, as soon as the sword-fish betrays their

presence, by a few bounds in tlm‘},ﬂm whaley
draw together and clos®®up their ranks. The
sword-fish always endeavours to take the whale in
the flank, cither because its eruel instinet has re-
vealed to it the defect in tho carcass—for thore
exists near the brachial fing of theswhale n spot
where wounds are mortal—or Decause the flank
presents a wider surface to its blow.

The sword-fish recoils to secure a greater impe-
tus. If the movementgescapes the keen eye of his
adversary the whale is lost; for it receives the
blow of the enemy and dies instantly. But if the
whale percoives the sword-fish at the moment of
the rush, by a spontaneotrs bound it springs elear
of the water its entire length, and falls on its flank
with a crash that resounds formany leagues, and
whitens the sea with boiling foam. The gigantic
animal has only its tail for itsdefence. It tries to
strike its enemy, and when successful finishes,it at
a single blow.  But if the active sword-fish avoids
the fatal fail the battle becomes more terrible.
The aggressor springs from the water in its tum,
falls upon the whale, and attempts, not to pierce
it, but to saw it with the teeth that garnish its
weapon,  The sea is stained with blood ; the fury
of the whale isboundless. The sword-fish harasses
it, strikes it on overy side, kills it, and flies to
other victories.

Often the sword-figh has not time to avoid the
fall of the whale, and contents 1tself with present-
ing its sharp saw to the flank of the gigantic ans-
mal which is about to crush it. It then dies hke
Miccreus, sinothered beneath the weight of the cle
pbant of the occan.  Finally the whale gives a few
last bounds into tho air, dragging its assassin inits
flight, and perishes as it kills the monster of which
it was tho victim,

TRAINING 4 COLT.

BAD horses are more frequently mado than.
born. It is very much in the bringing
up—in tho way a colt is cared for, and the
manner in which it is broken. Firmness, with
kindness. goes very farin making a valuable horsa
Tho celt should early learn that it is never to be
deceived ; that it is to be encouraged and rewarded

~when obedient, and punished by the withholding

of caresses when disobedient. The same natural
qtp%itics that mako a horse vicious, will, with
prpper treatment, make ono of those intelligent

and spirited horses that all desire to possess,
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