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ly done up in lovely coils now, and her
(ather says his Madge Wildfire is his dear-
est treasure, and her little brother loves his
sister devotedly, and mother leans on her
golden-haired daughter and cal's her “her
tower of etrength,” and the moral of it
all is that a “bad beginning does not al-
ways make a bad ending.”

THE SNAKE LIKED EGGS,
(A true story.)

During the revainng of a lumber
dredge on the Florida river, the men en-
gaged on the work, lived chiefly on a big
lighter, on which they worked in a small
liouse on the deck. When their day’s work
was finished they amused themselves by
going hunting on shore. On this particular
occasion their leader had been liberally
udded to by a good supply of wild tur-
key’s eggs. After the hungry workmen
had eaten heartily of a sumptuous dinner
they left the remains on their dining
table, and returned to work, as there ap-
perently was no fear of any intruders, cer-
tainly no cate or dogs. They left all the
doors und windows wide open, not anti-
vipating such a strange visitor as was af-
terwards found imprisoned in the follow-
ing manner:

A large-sized Moceasin snake, measur-
ing aix feet in length, of a dark brownish
color, one of the most poisonous kind in
Florida, crawled on board the lighter, and
then wrigzled through the open door-
way to the dining room. Seeing no sign
of opposition to its prospecting tour, it
climbed up the table leg, nnd here, with
a make’s usual fondness for eggs, deter-
mined to have a good feast. One of the
turkey egge lay close to the plate, and
the rest were in a dish on the opposite
side of the table. In the centre of the table
sbood a very large water jug.

After swallowing the solitary egg, the
snnke, to mave itself the trouble of going
over the dishes, thought it would ecrawl
tlrough the handle of the jug. True, it
was a tight fit, and it found that it could
only get half way through, as the first
egg had slightly enlanged its body. But,
nothing daunted by this opposition to its
progress, it stretced out to its utmost
length, and managed to reach the dish and
bolt another egg, which when swallowed,
would only pass as far as the handle of
the jug, thus fastening Mr. Snake as firm-
lv in the handle as if held in a vice.
Wriggle as it would, it found itself unable »
to escape,and it was practically nivetted to
its prison, and was found in this pecu-
liar trap by the cook -when he came to
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clear away the dishes some time later,
v/ho speedily killed it.

When extracted from the jug, the crease
in the snake’s body, caused by the great
pressure of the handle of the jug was very

rerceptible.
E. LEVER.

A CAT'S VIEW OF LIFE.

This is the very worst world I ever got
into, I declare u cat can’t do a single
thing, but what some one gets after it.
This morning, when I wokd up, I felt
thirsty, As I like fresh water, I was just
ready to take a cool drink from the buck-
et, when I heard ““’scat!”

Well, of course, I had to run. As I
could not get the water, I went to the
spring-house, There wns a nice pan of milk
on the table. I took a drink from this
pan. Before I knew it, Mary Jane gave
me an awful slap.

I ran into the yard and stuyed there
until I felt hungry. Then I tried to catch
& mouse or a rat in the barn, but none
came out.

I went into the dining room to see what
T could get to eat. No one was there, so
what could I do but help myself. As I
could not see what was on the table, I
jumped upon it.

There stood a plate of meat. Now, I
like meat, but do not get it often. So T
was eating finely when quick as thought I
was thrown out of the window.

T think the girl treated me very rudely.
Don’t you think so?

By this time I felt tired, and as the
baby lay in a soft bed, I thought I would
lie down beside her.

What did thnt baby do but scream,
and her father came to see what was the
matter.

T saw I had better get out of the way.
He threw his slipper at me. I heard him
say, “Jack, if you don’t make that cat
stay in the barn, Il drown her.”

When I heard that T thought it best to
®o to the barn and etay there. I don’t
dare go near the house for fear of being
drowned.

Now, T ack wou, my friend, if this 18
not a hard world for a cat to live in?

BEvery boy may be a knight, though he
may not ride to war in shining armor. 1
fight agamat the wrong and stand true
and strong stamps a boy as gallant and
as brave as was any knight of old.

““There’s no use in trying,” says Jack. But
sturdy Dan says, “Of course there is; at
least there is no harm in trying.”




