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Nutural Hlstory for Little Foi-ku.

Tihe Story of the. Flrot Sopwdrops.
An aId man sat alone in his house. It was full

of sbadows; it was dark and glooiny. The aid
man cared nathing for the shadows or the darkness,
for be was'thinking of ail the migbty deeds that be
hiad -donc. "éThere is no ane cisc in the world," he
muttered, déwba bas clone such deeds as I," and he
counted tbcm over aloud. A sound outside of the
bouse interrapted b-m. déWhat can it be? " he said
ta, himsclf. déHow dares anything inter-rupt -me?
I have told ail things ta be still. It saunids like the
rippiing of waters, and I have told the waters ta be
quiet in. their bels~. There it is again. It is like
the singing of bitds, and I bave sent the birds far
aWay ta the soutb."

Some one opened the door and came ini. It was
a youth. 'with sunny curis and rosy face.

déWbo said you: might came. in?" muttercd the
aid man.

"Did not. you ? askcd th e you th, with a merry
littie laugh. dét arnreally afraid that I- came witb-
out asking. .You -sc, evcry anc is giad to sec me
and "

déI ar n ot," interrupte d the aid man.
.'d 1 bave heard rumors of your great deeds," said

the youth, "éand I came tab sec wbetber the tales are
truc."i

"éThe deeds are mare truc than the talés," mut-
tercd.the. aid man, "éfor the tales are neyer great
cnqugh. No anc can- caunt the wonderfui tbings
I have donc."e

"dAnd wbat are they ?" asked the young rnan
gravrely, but with a mcrry littie twinklc in bis eycs
that wouid have made, onc think of the wavcs spark-
iiug in thec sunlight. déLet us sec whether you or
I can tell the greatest tale."

'i. cap breathe upon a river and turn- it ta ice,"
said the aid man.

déI can breathe upon the ice and turn it ta a river,"
said the youth.

déI can say ta water, ' Stand stili, and it will nat
dare ta st ir."

déI can say, 'Stand no langer,' and it wiil
go running and cbattering down the mouintain side."

déI shake rny white hcad," said the aid man, déand
snaw covers the eartb."

" I shake my curis," said the young man, "and
the air.searkics witb sunshine. In a moment the
snaw is gone." .

déI say ta the birds, '.Sing na or Leave me,'
and thcy spread their wings and &y faraa

ý"I say, 'Little birds, corne back,' and in a
moment they are back again and singing their
sweetest songs to me."

dNo one can count the leaves," said the aid man,
but whether I shake the trees with mny icy touch,

or whcther I turn my cold breath upon thern, they
faîl ta the ground with fear and trembling. Are
there any rurnors. of my deeds as great as that?"'

The young man answered gravely, but witb a
laugh in his vaice, déI neyer saw any leaves -falling
ta the ground, for when I appear, they are ail fair
and green and treînbling with gladness of my com-
ing."

So the two talked ail night long. As rnorning
came near, the oId man appeared weary, but the
youth grew merrier. Th 'e sunlight brightened, and
the youth turned ta the open doar. The treeswere
J uil of birds, and wben they saw him, they sang,
déO beautiful spring!1 glad are we to look again upon
your face!"

déMy own dear birds!1" cried Spring.. He turned
ta say good-by, but the old man was gone, ani
where he had sfood were only snoWflakes.' But were
they'snowflakes? He looked again. Tbey were
littie white snowdraps, the first flowers of spring,
theý only flowers that can remember the winter.-
The Book of Nature Myths.

Summer Thidi.
A littie spider had lived ail the summer in the,

nieadow, and had busied herself .catching many of
those naughty midges -that are -sa fond of biting
children's hands and faces. In the winter the
meadow is flooded by the river, and any littie
créature that cannot live in the water is drowned.

The spider has, at, the end -of t he summer, just.
the same ionging ta travel that sorne birds have, but
she could neyer get very far ýon lier little legs, for
the very first ditch would stop ber. She knows a,
much better way ta get alang, bowever. She
watches wind and weather like an experienced sea-
man: "Ta-day is beautiful sunshine," says sb<-,
" and a favaurabie wind, flot too mild and flot tao
blustry; this is a day ta start upon a voyage!1"

Sa she ciimbs quickly ta the top of an aider-bushi,
and perches on the tip of a .brancb. There shý-
stands upon her head, and stretches out her body,
witb its spinning apparatus upwards. Sbe spins di
long thread, and lets it blow far, far out in the
breeze, tilI the wind lifts it and tugs at it, and the
spider can hold no longer, lets go of the branch, an
sails away at the end of ber thread, like a balaanist
in a bailoon.


