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FRIDAY. IL was a charming little wood indeed.
The armis of the beeches crossed overhead,
and the ferr at their feet rose waist high.

CHAPTER VI. There were rabbits below and squirrels
At the end of the gardon beliinid grand- above, and birdseverywhere. The pigeons

mother's house was a hlighî brick wal. were cooi ginthe heart of bhe copse, and
This represented the bounds of the known a white buttery litted between the sniooth
world, and beyond it weore travels. The boles, and soemned to beokon Friday for-
wall.was Ultina Thule, and the other side ward. He went on and on, because -it w'as
IRas Terra Incognita. too lovely to b hurried 'over, in an on-

Hitherto, Friday's wanderings lad been chanted land whelur Mrs. Hamnond and
restricted to walks in the dusty Ianes round Martha, and tea and bed, were all loft be-
the village, and -there was very little ad- hind and forgotten. Crusoc w'as enjoying
venture toe met with in theim. His it tOO. li a somew'hat low and earthy man-
greatestjourneyings lhad been an occasional ner ; his bodily self was not visible, but his
îvalk w'ithGeorge, and'though, of course, course could be traced by the agitation of
it was a most honorable and clistinguislhed the waving fern, as he madly smelt hither
thing t wailk with George, still thera was and thither. They w'ent up the path ;
an inequality in legs that George was apt Friday, a quaint little figure in a sununer
te forget, and the panting and scurrying linen suit, takinig slow steps, aone by one,
niight he set down inre to the glory of the now wading in the fern till only his head
thing than the pleasure of it. As for could be seen, iow energing as the pabh
Marthia!s esdort, you went out of every- twistedc, bliniking through lis long eye-
day iron gates, you trailed up the lane be- lashes at the chequered lights as they
hind lier, without any opportunities for played on lis uncovered liair and uipturnied
exploration ; at the toll-bar you generally face.
turned back ; she said you straggled belind But before Friday reaclhed the crest of
ail the way home, and drove you before the slope lie hîeaird the gardon door bang
lier through the iron gates to tea i, thle in the distanice, and sonmebody coume run-
scoolroomu. ning up the path. And thon the sone-

There were no dragons in the lane, no body called froi behind, "Hullo, little
unicorns, iome of that nysterious race of 'un, what are you doimg lere ?"
"men with one legge only, yet of great The spell was broken. Friday turned
'swiftnesse," no people vith "tayles," no round; George vas striding up the slope.
strange fowls called " Roch, of incompar- "I say, what are you doing bere ?"
able bigness," no Lady of the Land, no El "We only caine ta look," said Friday, r
Dorado, ne ice-pack, not a sign of the " Crusoe and ne." 0
White Islund. But the ivall ait the and of " Well, Crusoe and you inusb go back. I
the gardon suggested somîebhinig beyond, You mnust not stob lierae." s
and the one door in it, always locked, "Oh, George !" said Friday.
made adventures really probable. Friday "No, you mustbnot. I am going through.
used ta stand before it and think about it, the wood, and I can't stop with youî. And
until lhe acled ta go through. But it was you mnust not stay by yourself. Sir John
always fast ; and not possessing a key, one is shooting heue."
can only bid a look open by magie, and so "He ivon't shoot nie, George." o
far Friday had. not found a suitable en- "Thieremunighlt be an accidenît. I daron't o
chuafibmnont, inde as had been lis researches lot yon stop, Friday. Comue, cut back te I
in the very oldest books in grandmiother's thie garden, like i good little chiap i" s
house. Once lie asked Zachary what was Friday rarely if ever stooped to en- g
.on the outside of the door, and thought lhe treaty ; and to uhimî a thing said was a thing
could lave nothing ]oft te desire if it neant. He onuly madeone appeal. s
sho'uld lo. btlie kingdomn of Prester Johni "George, need I ?" t
uelire the are so imany marvels that it "Yes, you need. Out back at once be- a
-were too long ta put in a book. But fore you get iito a rown," said George.
Zachary saia, "I Why, sir, onîly the wood." And Friclay went without another word.

Friday was rather older now, and " That's a good little 'un," said George
scarcely expected proniscuous kingdomis encouragingly; "ako Crusoe iribh you."
to lie so very coitiguouis ta gramdinother's "May I stop and call hinm ?" asked
grounds, but still there are things in voods, Friday.
wvhich nobody can deny. "Yes, of course."

And the muee fact of the locked door "May I wvait till le comnes V"
gave the wood a travelly atnosphere that 'Yes ; but you will go back te thle
Friday ycarned to breathe. He feit thit gardon?" -
the wvood explored, ho should be fitted te "Yes, George."
undertake a voyage very soon. "A nd you won't go a stop farbier into

One day, in the long drowsy afternoon, the wooCd ?"
Friday caine slowly down the gardon, look- "No, George."
ing-for Zachary. He carried Crusoe in his " On your honor "
arns, and war no hat, because the peg in "Onmnylhonor," said Friday, and turned
the passage w'as rather high for short legs. round and began ta descend the path.
Up and dowm the walks lie ramibled, and George ran on throughl the trees, and lire.
among the slhrubs, but no Zachary w'as soUly lis fot-falls died away. So Fridav
to be founîd. He was not in the rose- wment back on lis steps don lthe w'oodside.
arbor, he was not imnersed to the vaist il His eyes were full of tears, but lue would
the cucumber-frame, he was net even be- not let himself cry, freom a sonse of duty,
hind the scarlet runners. Perhuaps lue ias onlyle wient veryslowlyandquietly, wilm his
under the warm nwall? Friday went to see. head bent. .Half-way down the banuk hie
No, lue was net, but !-Friday stood trans- called Orusoe, but lis voice ias not in
fixed, and iivoluntarily embraced Crusoe very fine order, and Crusoe did net comne,
until lhe howled for very anguishu. se Friday went on down the slopco, with a

" Cruscie, it's open 1" said Fréiday. swvelling heart, and a trembling lip.
It was indeed. Only a few inchles, but " It ias se very nice,." lue said to himn-

that was no natter. self, ' and I wasn't beinug mnaughity."
"W'lllook 1" saidFriday, thrilling wiith His feot dragged dreadfully over te oast

excitement; and stealing on tip-toe, lue few yards, but lhe reaclhed the dbor. Ib
pluslied the doorualittle further, and Crusoc : was shut, George hîad banged it behind
and hie peeped into the wood. IL did seei him. The wood on this side the wua1h n'as
remarkable like the plice welire Zachary lover than the garden, and not evenu by
got the leaf-muould for the potting-house ; the utmnost stretch of which Friday's tip-
and perhaps that accounted for lis prosaic toes were capab!e, could hue touch bhe t
view of it, but te Friday lb was a vision of latih.
delighît. "'l'Il wait lere for Crusoc," le said, and

The trocs were beeches, springing in all sat doin on the ground.
their grace up the side of a high bank, and IL n'as not a very easy thing te sit at the
a little path straggled up the slope between edge of that beautifmil wood, and look into
the undervood and broad flakes of forn. its trocs, and iear its birds-and have ic
Friday stood on the threshold of lhis travels, bar between. And yet it wus bairred ·to
and looked, until bhme-muuystery of bhe wood Friday as effectually as if he had been on the
crept into huis soul. He toock a stcp for- other side of the wall. He was not ex-
vard and stood uzuder- the trees. To actly sure that hue fully knew wlhat " onni-
Crusoe the air n'as decidedly rabbity, and luonnor" limant, but lie believed it was tfie
le .snuffed ib ith growing excitenent. moesb pronising promise a penson cbuld
Friday set himu, dom oi the ground ; and nake.
Friday, vnderiing o in a beautiful dream, "Ib makes nie feel naughuty te look atand Crusoe in thue van rolling up the path, the wood," ho said, siginug, "I mighit
like a woolly barrel, they set out on their look at the w'all."

Stravels. S he turned lis back on temptation, and
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established hinself cross-leggcl, with his
face to the wILl, sO Closa thatihe could fol-
low out the markings of the bricks with
his forefinger, by vay of something to do.

It was se verynice," he kept saying to
himnself; "but-I said onmiyhonnor."

He wished the door werc open. It was
better in the gardon than being lere where
he night go no farther. It would even
have been better if Crusoo would have
cone. But Crusoe vas losb in the lcart
of the copse, and there was nothing for
Friday to do. but to wait for hin, and then
to wait till George cane back.

And se he waitedand waited, and thought
about the time when, being a grown.up
explorer, nobody would-send hlim back, be
it in a wood or on a sea. But he waited a
long time, and no George camne, and truahit
Crusoe hd forgotten hin. And then the
stable-clock struck, and it occurred to Fri-
day that Georgeniglht have passed th rougli
the wood and gone out by the other way.
Perhaps he had better knock at the door ;
Zachary night be at hand within. So he
knlocked until his knuckles were sore, but
Zachary did not hear, and there was no
sounid but the echo of is own knockings.

"I arn rather tired heie," said Friday
sadly ; "I wish I hiad a book. I will think
about all the shut-up people I. can renem-
ber."

Here vas quite a vide field for research
-all the travellers who had been shut up,
and unable to escape. First,'there were
all the people on desert islands, but very
often they nade boats, and they always
had sonething to do. The cases were
carcely parallel.

(To >e Conuued.)

CUNNING GULLS.
An exanple of the cunning of gulls was

bserved at Tacoma, when several alighted1
n a bunich of logs thmat had been in the
water for a long timne, with tle submerged i
ides thick wibh barnacles. One vas a-bigi
ray fellow, who seemed tobe the captain. i
He walked to a particular log, stood on ne
ide of it close to the water, and then ut.
erca peculiar cries. The other gulls cane s
ncd perched on the sane side of the log,
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wvhich, under their combined weight, rolled
oer sevoralinches. Tho gulls, step by

stop, kept the log rolling until the bar-
nacles showed above the water. The birds
picked eagerly at this food, and the log
was not abandoned until every barnaclo
had been'picked.

THE BABY HIPPO.
Ihave just been, writes a London corres-

pondent, to pay my respects to the "baby"
in the hippopotainus-house, and a wonder-
fully fat and pink and healthy -infant he
is. His ride froni Antwerp in a box ias
attended-with no bad after effects, and he
bas made hinself quite at honie in his new
apartmrents, where the tapirs have hereto-
fore lived, and seens taobe bearing up well
over the. separation froi bis inother.
Though onlîy a trille over ton nionths old,
he weighs a1 odd six hundred poundsi, and
is in every particular sava sizo the very
image of the old femalo in the next roon.
Hlowever, ho is muchi livelier, and is every
inch a youngster iii curiosity andi nischiev-
ousness. The sparrows that corne ii
through the window to pick up considerablo
crumnbs amuse him greatly, and lie runs
after them with evident expectatioli of
catchinug theni, and is surprised that lie
fails. Sonetbines, too, ivhen li is not
particularly hungry, ho enjoys chasing the
keeper out of the cage, though usually
they are on the bet of terns, andi he
allows his gums and recently-cut teeth te
be rubbed vith impuniby. His food is
given him thrice a day only, and lis allow-
ance at present consists of two quarts of
mnilk, a two-gallon porridge of bran and
barley, and a bucket of finely-chopped
grass at each meal. This lie eats froin a
large wooden bowl, which the keeper holds
tu prevent lis overturning it.

Notwithistanding the many naps h
indulges in during thec day ho stays a-bed
all night as well-sonetimes his couch is
straw litter and sometines the btank. On
a cold night the water is the warmesb place,
and with. the end of his nose only above the
urface lic vilI sleep as soundly as any .
obher baby in its cradle.
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