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THE LITTLE FOLK.

¢ Tinker."

Now I am goingto tell youabout my birthday. I
had been thinking of it for such a long time, and it
scemed as if it would never come.  But at last it did
come. Mectaand Dolly and 1 all share the same bed-
room. Metaand Dolly are older than I am. All the
time weare dressing they kept talking secrets ; but I
didn't mind thatday,because [ knew they werctalking
of what they were going to give me. Mother called
me into her room before I went downstairs, to wish
me “ Many happy returns.” She took me on her
knee by the. window, and talked as nobody but
Mother can. She looked out of the window across
the ficlds to the hill with the windmill standing up
against the sky, and the miller’s house close by. It
is a white house built of stone. -

“ That house is built very well because it ison a
hill, and it has to stand a great many storms of wind
and rain,” said Mother, in her dear, sweet voice.
She stopped a moment, and I wondered what made
her talk about the mill-house. Then she went on;
“You are cight years old to-day, little Nell, and I
want you to understand that you are building a housc
every day, only vou must be careful to put in good
stones.” I thought of my box of bricks in the
nursery, and wondered more than ever what Mother
could mean. But I began to see a little when she
said: “ If you are kind to others, and unselfish, you
will be building with good wearing stones. Think of
others before yoursclf.”

What a happy morning it was! They all gave
me presents, Meta and Dolly and little Roy ; even
Sophy in the kittchen made a rag dolt for me, which
I called Tommy. Mother'gave me one of her hens,
a black one, with a greenish gloss on her feathers,
and just a little scrap of a crest. We called her
“ Tinker.”

WWe gardened all the morning—all ourgardens are
in a row. First Frank’s (he is away at school, so we
take it in turns to keep it tidy for him), then Meta’s,
then Dolly’s; then mine in the corner, with the
hawthorn hedge one side, and the maple hedge
another. The roots of the hedges wants so much
space and moisture underground that they don’t
lcave anything clse much chance, but still I have a
cabbage-rose and a tuft of ribbon grass. Wec had a
very busy time, and I put Tinker in a2 coop close to
mv garden, so that I could look at her very often. 1
ran into the house and got some maize for her, and
gave her so much that Dolly said she would dic of
over-cating.  But I wanted to make her fond of me,
and 1 thought that was the best way.

We worked till the dinner-bell rang.

“1 must put Tinker back in the henhouse,” 1 said,
throwing down my rake in a great hurry.

*“Don't stay now ; you'll have time afterwards,”
NMeta said.

Mecta always gives orders, so I said “ Good-bye ™
to Tinker, and told her not to feel lonely while we
were gone in to dinner.

We were going in the afternoon to the farm, tO
play in the hay. Mrs. Brookes asked us to come
carly,snthat we mighthave a nice long time before tea.

\We did not get home till bedtime, and we were
all sotired! Roy was so sleepy that he had to be
carrie2 nearly all the way home. We went off to
sleep disectly we were in bed—atleast, I know I did ;
but I woke up before it was light, because I heard a
drea-ful screaming. 1 got very frightened, and
listened, lying quite still.  The noisz came from the
garden. Then all at ouce 1 thought of poor Tinker,
who had been shut up in the coop by my garden
since the momming—1 hadn't once thought of her.

I cailed to Meta and Dolly, but they were fast
asleep; but at last Meta woke up, after I had tugyed
a great many times at her counterpane. Qur beds
were close together, so that I can veach hers without
gettingy out of mine.
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“ What's the matter, Nell 2" shesaid very sleepily.

“Don’t you hecar that dreadful noise?” I said,
half crying.

Meta sat up in bed. Then she got out of bed and
went to the window, She peeped out at the side of
the blind, but she couldn’t sece anything. “I'll go
and call Father,” she said. But when Father came
he could’nt sce anything either, so he said he would
go into the garden and find out what it was.

So he went downstairs and out at the front door,
with his walking-stick. I like the garden very much
in the daytime, but I could not have gone across the
lawn in the dark as Father did—and all the time 1
felt so hot and ashamed. When Mother came in to
tell us not to be frightened I told her how I had
forgotten all about Tinker, and left her close to the
hedge by my garden. Soon we heard Father's stick
beating ‘something. The screaming stopped then,
After that Father came back into the house.

It was Tinker, he said, that had been screaming,
and he had killed a hedgehog.

When I saw poor Tinker next morning all her
little crest was gone, and there was a pink patch on
the top of her little black head. In the scullery,
floating in a pail of water, was the hedgehog, .

I shuddered as I thought of the dreadful death
that dear Tinker nearly had, and all through my
fault. “Nell,” said Mother, ““ if you had put a good
stone into your house yesterday, you would have
remembered to put Tinker back in the henhouse.”

Tinker has been bald ever since, where the horrid
hedgehog tried to eat her. But Mother knows that
I 2m trying to put good stones into my house now.

Sam was very conceited, his mother often said
“SaIEWel your opinion of your own merits is four
times bigger and your beauty -and merits are four
times smaller than they ought to be.”

Then she would lick his fur all the wrong way, to
clean it thoroughly at the roots, she said, but he-felt
sure it was only done to annoy him. Little Miss
Mabel, on the contrary. smoothed him down the
right way, and was never tired of telling him-how
lovely he was, and how Deautiful his eyes were, till
the poor cat was quite befooled.

Sne day Mabel's mother said, *“ We must get rid
of Sam, we have too many cats.”

“Oh do please keep him,” Mabel answered, “I
love him."

““ But you make the kitten so silly,” answred her
mother, “always nursing and stroking him. Heis
uscless. I don'’t believe he would have sense to kill
a mouse ; you had much better let him be with his
mother and learn how to acl”

“ Oh, I am sure he could kill mice, could you not,
darling?” and she hugged him tight, “Do let me
keep him.”

“Very well,” said her mother, “if he proves his
cleverness with mice he may stay, if not he must go
to the farm.”

That cvening the housemaid sent to say she had
a mouse in the cupboard and Sam eould show his
valour with it. But, alas! it was a mouse who knew
what she was about. She jumped on a box to geta
moement’s time ; then, when the kitten was just going
to spring, cried in a voice of rapture, “ Oh, welcome
death, to be crushed by such lovely teeth!” Sam *
thought this interesting and paused to listen. The
mousc redoubled her efforts.  “* Let me gaze on your
beauty for five minutes before I die. In sight of the
glory of your cyes I shall not feel death!™ *“ Most
handsome of cats !* went on the mouse, slowly back-
ing towards a hole, “why arc you so much more
beautiful than y-our parents or brothers?  Your cyes
are like stars, and your tail —by this time she had
reached the hole—*like a hideors worm, and you
arc a conceited vulgar prig.”  “ 1 sce this cat isof no
good. He thinks more of himsclf than his duty,”
said Mabel’'s mother, * Take him away tothefarm ”
“Oh, Ilove him,” cricd Mabel. * That can hardly
be;” answered her mother, “ Speiling and flattering
arc not signs of love,



