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EDITOR'S. NOTE.

THE editing of this collection of children's stories
%v-ritten-- by My gg-reat, aunt, Mrs. Traill, has been a

pleasant privilege underta-en in order to relieve her
of some "of the drudgqry of preparing " copy " for the,
press and to save her -1 eyes the trouble of "eatching
the foxes," as she quaintly terms the striking out of
words or phrases too often repeated,

One or two' of the stories are old friends,''never
printed, but ôften ý told to a group of eager listeners

gathered at,îher knee-an audience who believed there
never waý,,Éor ever could be a more del'ghtful story-

teller than Aunt'Traill.
Of th ese, The. SMriss Herd-Boy and his Alpine

Mousçý," the last in this volume, was always a great
f-avo ' urîte. Written Nvhen the author ývas not quite

Sixteen, it was sold to a London publisher, but owing
to his death, and consequent changes in the fu-m, was

not published. Many vears aftér it, was re--%vritten
from memory, and now makes its first âppearance in
print aMOng "' COT AND CRADLE STOlIrES."
The, nu*tial story of- 'c The Queen Bees "' and c« The
Wrens of " Westove "' -'w ' ere written during the past
summer of 1895; the latter while I was staying with

-the autho 'on the Island of 'It is a fact
worthy of note-one perhaps umque in the annals of
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book-niaking-that this volume frora Mr& Traill's
pen, containing, as it does, stories written in 1818 and
in 1895, represents a broad space of seventy-eight
years of active literary life.

The following paragraph from a letter daled Nov.
Ist, 1895, in whieh she repliés to my wish to include
a story I had not found among the MS. sent me, is so

characteristie, I make no apgI.ogy for quoting-1t:
Among my rough eopy I Îound ý-some portions

of The Enorlish Sparrows: their treatment in the
United States, and flight to Canada.' I could have

,,,,ý'done something with the fragments had I not been
taken ill. - It was the very afficle that had -been so
marred b - the mice; handfuls of the MS., the very.

best of it, lay in chips in the drawer. Those hu7Wry
varmints had devoured the most telling portions of

the tale, made beds of the most touching incidents
in the last hours of paterfamiLias, after his loyal
exhortations to his numerous family to foHow his
example, fight the Yankee birds, and die glorious1y
under the ancient and honorable British flag, the
Union Jack."

No'one has done more with her pen to inculcate
the principles of truth and honor, loyalty and patriot-ý

i'sm, and the love of nature in all its forms, than
Mrs. Traill.

Three' générations of Canadian children have read
and loved her " Lost in the Backwoods," and her
gentle teaching will go down the ages to future gen-

era-tions with unabated influence in the pages -of her

COT AND CRAME STORIES."
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COT AND CRADLE STOIRIESt

Zbe Queen IBees.

ITwas a lovely bright morning in June. -The dew

still sparkléd li-e diamonds on the freshly opened

flowers in many a gay garden. The air was sweet

with the scent of roses and lilies. Butterflies of many

gOrgeous colours flitted over blossoms no brighter

than their own gay wings, which opened and shut like

living flowers in the sunbeams. Happy creatures!.

they had nothing to do but enjoy their'short, joyous

lives. Myriads of gauzy-winged insects, too, were

dancing in the warm sunshine that June morning.

The bees alone were absent. Why were they not'

busy seeking honey in the bells of-,,the flowers ?

The humming-birds were darting-hither and thither,
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hovering for a brief instant with their tiny bodies

-fVttýring like emeralds and ruby gemsjust poised

in air, whi -e--in.haç;te they inserted their long, slender

bills in the necks 'of the honey-bearing flowers, the

larkspurs,. eolumbines and balsams. These little

summer visitors from the Southern States and West

Indies know well where the sweets are hidden readv'

for them and the bees.

But again we ask, Why are the bees absent ?
There is the vellow pow der on the anthers of the

flowersto be gathered for the bee-bread, to, feed the

voung ones that are ready to take wing; and there

is other délicate matter to, be got for making wax for

thé cells wherein to store the honey for winfer use.

What are the little créatures doing ?

In reply, we hear a strangely mournful sound, and

see the hivein great commotion. The bees are creep-

ing outside, flying a short distance, then returning as

if unable to tear themselves'away. Something is

certainly wrong to-day among these wise and orderly

créatures.

Yes, the sad news has just been told them, their

beloved old Queen is dead. There is grief and deep

trouble amo-ng her subjects-such trouble as would.

follow in this -great British Empire were the tidings

of so sad an évent as the death of our niost graeious
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and belovéd sovereigm Queen Victoria to reach her
subjects.

The Queen Bee had gone out for a few. minutes to

give some special order, to direct one of the chief
workers to take his band to a clover-field in full bloom

and abounding in fresh honey-bearing blossoms, when
a rapacious fly-catcher-the largest of the PhSbe

birds, known as the Kingbird -" or cc Tyrant Fly-
catcher "-saw her as he sat watching for prey on a
bare--pole near by. He gave a flirt with his wings

and white-fringed tail as he swept round her,'and she
was quickly seized and torn by his cruel bill. Thus

the hive was left without a Queen to - rule over its
inmates.

There was grief among the bees, but no doubt the
hungry kingbird had made -a sweet meal, and cared
nothing for the sorrow he had caused in the garden
that Jovely June morni-ng.'*

The work of the- labouring bees was at a standstill,
the news of the Queen's death having'been carried to

them by trusty messiengers. The drones were in' a
state of wild distress. The overseers in . charge of
the honey-seekers were in despair. The fine-dust
gatherers èeased their' cheerful rbuzzing songs, and,

heavy with grief, wended their way back to join in
the general lamentation of the hive.'1



The old Irish gardener Pat was- aneýVed for the

trouble the bees were in, and. took a piece 6f-,,black

crape from an old hat-band and tied it to, the stànd

where the beehive stood, to show thàt he s mpathizedy
with them in their sorrow for the untimely death of

their Queen. When someone lauàhed at thekindly
old 'Man for putting the bees in mourniýng, he said,

gravely:

"',§hure an' the craythurs will take it kindly as a

compliment, and be plazed that we think uv thim in

the day uv their trouble for the loss uv their good

ould Queen." 
ÎÏ1.
ix-

The excitement was greatest among the young

swarm that had been hatched only a few days. A

change was at hand, and it became an important

question among them as to, what was to, be. done

without a Queen. Who was to, take care of them ?

Then the old bees held a consultation to consider

the situation.

How can we keep order here without a Queen ? 'A

asked one of the elders. This newlv hatched swarm Èlv.

are in a very excited-and unruly state.- they will not

obey any law but their own sweet wills, and 1 féar

we shall have great trouble with them." X, e1

We must turn them out," said another of the old

14 COT AND CRADLE S Tý'ORIES-
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14 They are already in a state of rebellion," remark-ýed.--
a third. I just overheard a pert young bee sayiffg
thev were not going to be lorded over and overruled
by those old fellows.
It was only too true., the young bees werel in open

revolt. We will have 'a Queen of our own," they
cried, " and do as we like. Let us go off at once to
the'.1royal nursery and chéose one.

So"---4off they went to the royal cells. There were
only thýieý-,young female bees there, the dead Queens

daughters. One of the princesses was much larger
than the others, and the velvet of her dress finer and

brighter than the sober brown of her sisters' attire.
Of course the young bees all said, c'We will have

this one for our Queen."
No one but a drone made any objection to, the

choice, and no attention was paid to, him when he
said,'-'This one is- not the best for our ruler, she is

proud, and vain, and selfish : she is fatter and finer
than the others because shé always got the largest

share of the food and the best cell to live in."
The others drove him, away and said, " We like

this one, she is the handsomest,'-' and then they all
paid homage to her as their Qu'een, and she buzzed
her thanks as they followed her out of the hive in a
gTEmt crowd, pushing and shoving vM-r rudely inQF
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their anxiety to get near her, tumbling over each
other like a parcel of rude boys just let loose m

school.' Iliey had not even the mannel-s to say -good
bye to the old bees as they bustled off with their new
Queen.

Now, the young Queen was very foolish. She had
had no experience, and yet she thought she was Wise
enough to govern lier numerous subjects and to make
laws for lier kingdom. She would not ask advice of

anyone. when she was in difficulty, so she constahtly
made mistakes.

The fi-rst day thev had all to scatter abroad in search
of something to eat, as there wa epared,

s no food pr'
and their only shelter was a hole in the trunk of a
tree. -Although the hole was a fairly bi one, it was
n t 11arge enough to shelter so many in the event of
rain or bad weather-a fact they were not long in

learning, as that very day a thunder-storni came on
ith heavy rain and hail. The Queen bee and a few

others managed to get in and shelter themselves in
the hollow of the tree, but a number of the weaker

ones, and the poor helpless, drones, were beaten do-wn
by the hail and never rose again.

Of course, the poor young Que en was not altogether
to, blame. She could not prevént the storm coming
that day, though some of her followers were unreason-
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able enough to say she could, but she had shown a

great want of order and management. She did not

set the right bees in the right places. In the old

time there were regomlar overseers who set them their

work and particular tasks, and no one interfered; but

lî now, when the labourers came to the Queen she set

the honey-makers to build the cells, and the makers

of the bee-bread to pound the wax, the gatherers of

the poRen from the flowers to get the honey, so that

all was confusion. No one knew what to do, nothing

was well done, and there was great waste of time and

material. The honey-makers had no cells fit to hold

---the honey when they 'came - home with it, the, wax

was badly made, the bees were hungry and out of

humour., and all blamed the poor Queen. At last

tb:êy fretted and harassed her so much with their

complaints, that she fell sick and died. There was

no one left then to rule and govern the bees. They

hâàuno honey laid up in store for the mrinter when

the frost and snow came, so they perished from cold

and hunger.

It was not so with the,, hive bees. The new Queen

that had been despised by the young swarm proved

to be a most wise and careful ruler. She caused- the

cells to be mended and eleaned, had all the rubbish

removed, and appointed careful overseers for the
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workers* in t'heir several departments. She.-ý"saw that
every place wàs well filled everythincr clone at the

right thrie and in the riglit way, and pýénty of food
and honey stored up against the cold days of winter.

This omood Queen was so kind and tho'ughtful about
the welfare of her subjects th-at she often warned the

-workers-,,agal-nst--ive-n-déFing too far away in search of
lioney, lest they should be overtaken by hungry birds,

or heavy rains and hich winds, when too far from
the shelter of the hive.

She knew how desirous some of h'r wor-ing bees
were to please her and make the hive famous as

criving the largest yield of honey for the season, and ifZD
they heard of a field of -nIýWýte clover or buckwheat,

or a grove of fresh basswood trees in flower, many
miles away'from home, they would wing their way

to gather honev to increase their store. She -was
often very unhappy when night came and these

stragglers had not- returned. Many'accidents hap-
pened, and she constantly warned her young bees
never to go farther than two or three miles away.
Some old strong workers would laugh at such advie.e,
for they often flew as far as six miles away when the
scent of the basswood blossoms was strong in the
air. Many of these rash ones overloaded themselves,-
and fell an easy prey to, the kingbird or the shrike.
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Things went well in the hive ' under the good

Queen's rule. The nursery chambers were filled witli

eggs for fine swarms of new bees t' be hatelied out

while the sunimer was yet warni, and one iiiicrht have

thought that nothing could happen to disturb the

serenity of lier reign. Suddenly, however, a report

was eireulated among the old bees that seme thieve.s

had entered the hive, and emptied a number of - cells

of the best and purest of the virgin honey.

The rumour caused a oTeat commotion, and the

Queen called lier oldest and wisest counsellors to-

gether, to consider what was the best thing to be

done.

One of the ablest',7among them said that lie had

noticed idle gangs hanging about a distant hive, and

as none of them seemed to, bring home honey froni

the fields or gardehs, they had been suspected of

being a se t of thievisli- His advice was,

that t-o or three brave wor-ing bees should be set

to wàteh at a little distance, and if any bees not

loaded W'itli lioney gr flower-.d ust entered the

hive, the workers should give a signal at once to

hâve them seized or if any bees came out loaded

-%vith honey, they should attack them at once and caIL

for help.

This advice was taken and all arrangements made.
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IN. ot long after a party, of sneak-bees were seen creep-
ing cautious1y into the."ýliive, where they soon were at

work filling themselves with the contents of some of
the best cells. -Meanwhile some of the wax-workers
had filled up the sides of the door of the hive, so that
an overloaded bee could not pass through without a
squeeze. This trap prevented the robbers from

gettinu out. Then the enraged hive-bees set upon
them à- n d a -aTeat battle took pjace, which ended in
all the thievish bees- in the hive being killed. A

few terrified ones outside flew home to tell of the
fate of their comrades. After that day no robber-
bees ventured out to, steal from that Queens hive.

There were other enemies besides the robber-bees.
There were miller noths that laid their eggs within

the bee-house, the worni hatched froin thein doing
great damage, more even than the micedid. Spiders,
too, sometimes spun their webs across the door of the

hive, and the unwary bees omoinor forth got entangled
in the meshes. I think had -Mrs. W, ebspinner ventured

to, capture one of the good lively workers, she would
have come off second-best in the battle, a dozen angry
beès with their stings all ready being afways at hand
to defend their comrade.ý.

Once a big mail crawled into the hive. it may
ha\-e been to hide herself from some outside danger,
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from a garden toad or some voracious bird, as, it is
hardly likely that a snail would be in search of

honey or bee-bread or it may have been just out of

curiosity to see how bees lived, that she ventured

into the little hou-se.

However. she had no business there, and when she

was in she could not turn herself about to retreat,

when she he,-trd a mighty buzzing- and fuss all around

her.

The bées were in a great -quandary how to get rid

of the great ugly beast. it was useless trying to,

sting her, and she neither could nor would go, that

was plain. so they W'*sely went at once to their Queen

for advice.
« Bury the horrid creature," was all she could say.

They all clapped their wings and cried, "c We will.'-

Without more ado they mlled the cell-builders and

the wai-makers ' and set them to work, saying, " We

will soon make- the abominable beast a house; " so

they covered the big snail with a roof and ' ialls of

wax, and 1 dare - say she may be sleeping there at this

day, a warning to snails to mind their own business

and stay at home.

There was a great deal of honéy taken out of the

hiveby the bee-keeper that year, and for three more

years the good Queen ruled well. She became the
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nursing mother for many swarms of fine healthy

young- bees, and at last died at a gobd old age.

All the hives in the neighbourhood were put into

mourning for lier by the old gardener, who loved his

bees and knew all their ways. -:-Her subjects raised -a

white dolile of virgin wax over her by way of tomb,

and Pat says, it is somewhere in a secret pfàce in the

omarden known only to the bees and himself.



Zbe, Oreat Oreen E)ragonàojf ly alib

lb's frienbe*

ON his return froin his travels the great gTeen

Dragg-on-fly sent ýcaràs of invitation to all his friends,
ýand- acquaintances, requesting the honour of their

company at a grand ball ùnder the tall oak tree near

the lake in Squire Wildflower's Park.

The following regulations and particulars were

arranged by Mr. Buz the blue-backed blow'flv and

circulated by M-r. HuMý the big black beetle:

The company are requested tâ arrive at-ý four
o'clock precisely, and to assemble under the oak tree
near the lake. -Dancing to begoin àt a signal given b ' y
Mr. Tick, the death-watchý who has kindly consented
to act as time-kee-per. An early hour has been chosen
on account of the butterflies, Nvho never like to be
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ont after sunset. A good band of m ýýei4 s lias -been
engaged for the evening. The stewards are Mr.

Chirp, the hearth cricket, and Squire Bombybus, the

9reat, black humble-bee.
Refreshments will consist of fruit, nuts« honey and

U,omar. Nectar, fresh dew and water will be served
in acorn cups.

No quarrelling will be allowed, and notice is given
to wasps, hornets and flies not to eat too muchand

on no account to sting any of the guests. N.B.-This
caution is not intended for the bees, whose well-bred
manners admit of no doubt of the propriety of their

conduct in an societ
y y

The blue and black drauon-fly, thegreat green
and gold dragon-fly, the small blue fly, the darkPli

en,the red, the crimson the purple, the orange, thegre
tawny, and the many other flies who claim kinship
to the master of the feast, are expected to attend and
are offered a hearty welcome.

A select party of flies only will be admîtted, such
as can come in full dress suitable for such an occa-
sion."

What a bustle the insects were in for a mile around

Squire Wildflower's Parkl What a'trimming of feet

-and pluming of wings.1 What a"brushing of head-

dresses and bri htening of eyes were to be seen on9
every bush, leaf and flower! ýIan hèarts beat higý

with hope and promised oy as the sun began to

decline toward the west.
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Precisely as Mr. Tick told -thirty minutes past four'

Mr. Hum wound his horn. and announeed the approach

of all the Bütterflies. Thev came alonom in grand state,

fanning the breeze with their gorgeous win- and in

such numbers that they darkened the airr'for the

space of two or three ý yards as they flew.

First came the Emperor, as befitted his rank, with

his superb Empress b ' y his side. Next came the

Swallow-tail, in a delicate-suit of brimstone colour and

black, with beautiful blue and red eyes on the edges

of his wings. After him flew the Peacocks and the

Admirals, the beautiful Embroidered and two most

exquisitely dressed Painted Ladies. Sev- eral large

green Lunars followed; and last in size, though not in

beauty, came the blue Adonis, the little dandy and

beau of the ball.

Besides all these there were the Orange-tipped, the

Tortoise-shellthe Wood butterflies and many others

of less note, who all followed at a respectful distance.

General Sphinx sent his aide-ý-de-camp, the Mag-pie

Moth, with his compliments to their host, and to beg

that he and his family might be excused untit after

sunset, as the glare of light was apt to, injure their,

eyes, and to say that they would do theiselves the

pleasure of stepping in during the cool of the evening.

The Bees sent a drone from the hive to.say that as



-

i

Lb

THE ARRIVAL OF THE BUTTERFLIES.



THE DR,4 GOA' FL Y AND hrIS FRIENDS. 27

it was such -a fine day they did not like to wa-ste so,

many hours in idleness, but -as soon as the flowers,

b3-çran to close they -would. arrange their dresses and

join the dancers. They sent a present of some honeý

by the drone. This Nvas most gratefully received, and

Squire Bombybus asked the bearer to stay and join

the dance.

'ý I should be delighted to accept vour kind invita-

tion," he replied, "'but the fact is I never could, inove

quickly enough to learn to, dance even the slow

minuet, but as I am a good bass musician when not

hurried, I will be happy to help the bancl."

Among the flies were the green and the brown

Blow-flies (who, by the way, were only admitted out

of respect to, M-r. Buz); the Soldier-fly, with his red

jacket: the 'Musk-fly, with a splendid new suit of

crimson, green and gold the slender Wasp-fly, i Ù* his

golden and black coat the green Drake-flv, dressed

in emerald green and starry eyes: the May-fly in her

elegant gauze dress, ani many others in robes

trimmed with cylittering spanffles,, whose names could

not be learned owing to, the fluttering and buzzincr

and humming that filled the air during the arrival of

visitors from every quarter. 4

Greatly to the annoyance of the more àristocratie

of the company, a number of Hous'e and Horse-flies,



as well as other common flies> crowded into the.

assembly. All attempts to, expel these intruders were

in in) as they concealed themselves under the leaves
of the oak tree. -- The Wasps, who are always ready for

a fray, proposed making a general slaughter of them,

bu t Mr. Buz, having a kindly feeling for his poor

relations, petitioned that they might be alloNved to

remain if they promised - to keep at a respectful

distance and did'not intrude among the grandees.

The request was granted, and the flies gratefully

accepted the condition. They soon formed reels and

cotillons, a few light, lively airs, piped by a band of

gnats from the lake-shore, andthe ba gpipes, played

by a drone, providing excellent Music.
Of Beetles there was a great attendance, many

dressed in gorgeous an d shining attire; the great red

Lady-bird and the spotted- yellow Lady-bird, besides a

number of black beétles both large and small. They

all displayed suits of delicate gauze, which few

people knew they-possessed, as they are in the habit
/,--of keepingthem carefully, folded u' . - g

p, seldom showino

them on common occasions,.

Some anger might have been excited by the pres-

ence of that insect of evil reputation, the Earwiý,

but bein'g disguised ' in a long and very fine pair of

gauze wings, few recognized him, and he passed in

the crowd.

CO T AND CRAjDLE STORIES.
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Later in the evenincr Mr. Twirl, -the cockchafer

came with his family, and the Bees, hwving brushed

their 'black velvets and cleaned theniselves from any

wax or honey that micrht have -stuck to, thern, also

made their appearance. Thev did not dance 'niuch,

but willingly lent their aid to the inusicians.

Just as the dancing commenced, a bustle and chirp-

ing was heard, and a number of Locusts and Grasshop-

pers skîpped lightly into the midst of the company

some in brown and pink, others in green hunting coats.

One of the latter, nanied - Gryllus, leaped over - the

heads of a party of Copper Beetles (who were chat-

ting to some youner Lady-birds, engaging them for

a country dance), and presented himself before the

great green Dragon-:fly to, request that he might be

allowed to take part in the next set.

Mr. Chirp, the cricket, seconded the request, assur-

ing their host that the a-mshoppers and locusts were,

like the crickets, the best horn-pipe dancers and
s gee in the country.
ing 1

Their host- - having graciously granted the* petitioà-

the whole party sprang off to look for partnerS.

Scarcely had this matter been satisfactorily settled

when a dispute arose over the intrusion of a band of

Harvestmen and Harry-longlegs.

Ur.. Chirp hurried forward ýo interpose and (-Io his



duty as steward. With his most dignified chirrup he
represented to them the impropriety of persons of

their low degree thus tlirustincr themselves upon

thosé -,vho filled a hiorher station.

Upon this a Harvestman stood on tiptoe and asked

what he meant.

In the first place," said he, with a spiderish grin,
I am seventh or eighth cousin to Mr. Tick, the

death-watch, and I am considered one of the best

dan'cers of the present day. Indeed, I ý%Nril1 not yield

the palm to, any but' my--friend-f Harry-longlegs, who

can dance a minuet on the water, and has the honour,

of being the great-grandfather to the minstrels."

On hearing this, Mr. Chirp thought he had -better

not run the risk of giving offence to the minstrels by
putting a slight on their great-grandfather: then, too,

Mr. Tick, wàl'o was a ticklish sort of old fellow to

deal with, might walk off in a huff. and leave the com-

pany without the means of -nowing the time of dav.

Dancing now commenced with great spirit on

every side.' The ball was opened by the great

green Dragon-fly and one of the Painted Ladies;

who all were agreed -,,vas the belle of the ball. The

Butterflies fluttered through the quadrilles in fine1
style; the Beetles preferred countr dances, and

while Mr. Twirl, the cockchafer, arraiwed a reel of

COT ANID CRADLE STORIES.
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eight over the oak tree, the Harvestmen went

through the figures of a rustic dance -vvith great

skill and grace.

The pleasure of the eveninom was a little disturbed bv

the bad behaýý,-iour of the Hornets and Wasps. Thev

crowded aroundthe honev and sweets, and when 'Mr.

Huin and his as'istant, Mr. Buz, begged thein to

desist-for thev feared,Z-Iest - there would be none of

the dainties left forý' the rest* of the company-they

darted out their Ion-'-g- stings and threatened a regular

battle. It w, as not until the Dragon-fly -appeared

that tbese ill-behaved guests could be induced to

return to the dance. They did so in so bad a temper

that they quitrrelled, with their partners, killed two

or three honest bla"ek Beetles who chanced to stand

in their wa , and maimed several flies* in so cruel a

inanner that all chance of the poor things ever beinçr

able to dance again wa*s quite desýpaired of. Finally,-

having made themselves as disagreeable as possible,
they left the ball to go marauding in the Squires

garden. It -vvas little to be wondered at if they were

ÈoIlowed by the hisses' and maledictions of the whole

.party.'

As soon as the de W' beoman to fall the Butterflies

proposed going home, to the re et of all, especiallygr
the Dragon-fly, who tried to, persuade thenâ to stav
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another hour. The prudent Emperor, however, wisely

declined to risk the health and appearance of any ofý a,
train, and left at---the--tinreý-tliéÏ--h--a-d-appointed.

f - w 7 silly, little Butterflies. who-'had not been

hatched many hours, refused to obey his summons.

Hiding themselves under the Jeaves until the last

fluttering of papilio wings had died away in the

distance, they came out again and. rejoined the dance.

The green Dragon-fly lamented the departure of

the Painted Lady, but rouseid himself to receive

General and Mrs., Sphinx, who just then arrived.

They were- very richly dressed, chiefly in crimson

and brown, with plumes of feathers on their head*s.

Some of the members of their train were really

magnificently attired, especially the Tiger Moths.-ý

There were also some young ladies among them in

robes of exquisite whiteness, entirely composed of

ostrich feathers, a costume that was most becoming

to their black eyes and fair complexion.

The Death's-head Moth, -to be -sure, produced a

slight chill on his arrival, but this was politely

attributed the falling dew.

Mr. Hum introduced the Sphinx party to the,

Dragon-fly, Squire Bombybus having disappeared

from his posi as Steward. Indeed, it was rumoured

among the guests that he had drunk too much nectar,
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and had retired to the shelter of a white water-lily

on the lake, as he had been- seen pullincr on his black

velvqt night-cap very near the ' place -%vhere the lilies

grew. Mr. Chirp thought it wise to exalt"\Ir. Hum

to the digni*ty of.Deputy Steward, in the place of the1!ýx_ "Ï>
departed Squire Bombybusz

As soon as it was dusk a brilliant display of liglit

was provided by four d'zen Fire-flies that had been

hired for-the occasion. Th'e<--e lovely moving lamps

shed a soft refulgeht glory on the scene, those sta-

tioned 'on the lake-shore addinom greatly to the effect

by("the reflection of their bright beams on the surface

of the water. The stars abo,#e and -the çY.Low-worms

on the dewy grass beneath formeýd an illumination,

the brillianev of which could only be realized by those

who were present at the fête.

After supper the dancing was resuiiied with una-

bated enjoyment. In spite of Mr. Tic-s warnincr of

the làteness of the hour, and that evil persons were

about, the nightingale's sonom from, the thicket near

by sounded so sweet and made such an addition to

their band of music that no one cared to break up
the party.

It would have been well for those giddy'insects, if

they had listened - to the warning voice of good Mr.

Tick, the death-watch. Just as, the Draoron-fly wasZn
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j whirling through a waltz with one of General Sphinx's

daughters, a sudden rushing sound was heard. The

music ceased. Terror and dismay inade the heart of

every insect quake, as, attracted by the sound of

revelry, three nightingales and a swarm of bàts'bore*

down upon them. A most dreadful sla'ughter ensued.

Those who-escaped thà-bea;ks of the nightingales fell

an easy prey to the teeth of the bats, who swèpt them

down on every side with their flapping wi**gs.

The glow-worms, betrayed by their own light, were

pouneed upon by the nightingales, who soon made

an end of them despite their cries for mercy.

The great green Dragon-fly was found next morn-

ing, a floating corpse on the. bosom of -the lake, where

he had either thrown himself in a fit of despair or

been swept down by the wings of the bats.
j When the Bees and Butterflies heard the sa'd..tale,

they rejoiced that they had gone home in proper time,

and thus escaped the melancholy fate of the thought-

less, giddy matures, who, in the midst of their

caiety, had fallen a « rey to the bats and the night-

ingales.



Where's the blind child so beautiful and fair,
With -guileless dimples and with flaxen hair,

That waves in every breeze?"

LITTLE WILLY had not always been blind. A severe

attack of scarlet fever, when he was four yea rs old,

had so affected his eyes as to des#oy their sight.

My eyes fell asleep," the child would say when

anyone spoke kindly to him about it, "and never

woke again,"

That was the wa ' he put it and few looking into

the sweet,- happy -face - of the child, could realize that

the light was shut out forever from the blue e'yes.
The had a fixed strange look in them, as if the-y

were gazing on some far-off objeit "hieh never came



any nearer; but, they were open and asý blue as

ever.

Willy was one of the happiest of children : no one

ever saw him cryin-g or fretting. He had a smile for

everyone, and everyone loved and cared for him. -His

little hands seemed to, take the place of his eyes. He

rarely stumbled or fell ; his fingers, spread at the tips,

were his guides, and so fine was his touch that he

knew, the nature of every object, and'éven avoided

obstructions as if he felt their presence before he

touched them wîth the sensitive little fingers. As

he ew older he ran about as fearlessly as any of the

other children., his sense of hearing helping him to

know when anyone was coming towards hîm, and

enabling him thus to prevent running agalinsi ' them.

Besides his elder brothers and sisterg, Willy had

two orreat friends whom he loved very dearly. One,.
and I think the de arer-though Willy never allowed--

that one was any dearer to him than the other-

was a shaggy little Scotch terrier. From under the

long hair which hung over his, eyes, Jack (for that.z
was his name) watched -,his master- with a gre.at

love. Jack never left Willy for long at a time.

He.watched ev-ery movement, and seemed to know

exactly what he- wanted'and where to run before him

and keep him away from rough places. The 'Ôther
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wa,,s -a snow-white pussy cat. Willv called her
OfwnV. An odd- name it was for a cat, but Willy

said she was his Il very own," and there could be no

better nanie for her than II Owny."

Tbese three spent rnany an hour together, and it

Nvas a pretty sight to see the omolden-haired child

v 
k15

sitting on the grass or, among the flowers, his soft,

white pussy clasped in his arms and rubbing her head

lovingly against his face, while the faithful terrier lay

at his feet, keeping watch and ward'to, obey the little

inaster's"slightest wisli.

Willy loved the sunshine; he felt its warmth, and

it seemed. to shine right down into his heart and out

again in his happy smile and joyous laughter. He

knew that 4'God is love," and it kept that love ever

shiniÈ ý«'-bright within.- Thi s was what made them

say that Willy was II the sunbeam in the house."

Willy had been told all about the flowers, and he

loved them dearly,"'touching them tendeïly and weav-

ing many a tiny garland of the daisies'he ggathered

from among the grass.kD
He h-eard the birds singing, and knew ail their

songs one. from another. He asked. a great many

questions about the things * he could not see, -and as
he was a bright, clever little fellow, and remembered

what he was told, his mother and sisters and
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brothers were never wearied b his questions: they

sometimes -vvondered Éow it w'as he remembered so
much. They did not know that he remembered
beeause he wanted to learn al-1 about the birds and

flowers and trees and did not ask the questions merely
from idleness, as many children. do who have their

eyes to answer such questions for them.' Then
Willy thought over 'what he was 1 to'ld, and in that

way impr"ed it so upon his mind that people said

he had a -ood memorv.

Willy had not altogether forgotten what he saw
before the fever sent his ey'es. to sleep. He knew the
sk " was blue and that white fleecy clouds chased each

other across the wide, wide hea-vens. He remembered-

that there -%vas a loving look in his -Imother's eyes, ahd

that they were more beautiful than anything elseîn

the world. He. heard the wind among the tree-tops,

and -new thàt some of these were very tall and high'.
almost touching the blue of the sky. He Iznew that

the roses which grew so thickly over the wall were,
bright red, as well as very sweet to, smell. He -new

that the lily was white as snow, and that his dear

Own'y was white, too that the velvety pansy

growing in the borders was of many lovely colours,

and that faithful Jack's long hair was a yellowy,

browny shade.
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He could- see pictures of them al], lie said, when

they told him about them, and Willy's mind-picturès

were as real to him as the things themselves are to us

as we see them with our eyes.

But it was in his sleep, lie said, that he saw every-*

thing best. - In his dreams the birds and the beasts,

the insects and the flowers, all had vo'ice's for>him and

for each other.. He could understand. what, they said,

and sometimes he thought they were all really alive

like himself.

Tlfe older children often laughed at Willy's _odd

notions, but they were always ready to, listen to -and

be amused by his wonderful dreams. It was like

reading stories of Wonderland or fairy tales, they said.

One day in June, the sun, was shining bri-ghtly as
Willy sat on the grass by the side of 'the house. He

threw his head back that the warm. rays might fall

ôn his upturned face. Hismother passing him laid

her hand on his brow and asked, " Is m'y boy happy

in the sunshine ?
cc Oh, yes, mother," he said, as he caught her fingers,

and pa'tted. them softly; " it is so lovely, just as if it

was kissing me."

"' Tell me what you dreamt last night," said his

sister Nellie, as, tired from, her walk home from

school, she threw herself down on the grass beside
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You look so bright, 1 know vou must bc
thinkinçy oie somethincr nicer than usual.*l

And Willy %ui-ning to her smiling, told Lis dream

I saw a beautiful lake, and the Queen of the lake

was a big white bird. She was a wild swan, and she

lovecf the bright water, and all the- big fishes and the

little fishes, and the wild ducks and the çireese, and

she loved the water-lilies. that grew in thelakeand

said they'were pretty and sweet. She loved the wild

rice, too, for it made good food for hà and for the poor

huni Indians that gather it, and she cared for the

May-flies and the dragon-flies, 'and wàs good to every-

thing that was on the lake, as well as theflowers thât,

grew on the banks of the green grassy meadow, for

she was a cood Queen was the white swan, and all

lier suýjects luýed lier.

Well, you Must kBow, a wicked man came in a

boat. He had a long gun, and lie shot the beautiful

swan land carried her jaway il-i his boat. There was

great sorrow on the lake beeause the 'White swan, the

Queen, was dead *and goile-and they all said, 'Who

will be Queen now»?
"The big bull-frog put u s 1

ýp hi * ucr y head and croaked

out in hisý harsh voice, 'MI be King of the lake'.I'

But the big ý fishes said, No, we will not have you.,
You eat our little ones. You are rude and ugly,
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and have a loud-voice. Go back to your mur]-bank-
again.y

Then the bull-frog, gave a croak and went away,
for though he was very bold in speakincr, he was
afraid some big fish might open his mouth and eat
him.

A beaver came out of his dam, and said he. wanted
to be King of the lake the fish-- all said they
would not have, him either. as he would soon sp-oil the

b eautiful lake with his building. And the musk-rat
and the otter were all bad subjects. They would be
as bad as the beaver, so the fishes would not listen to
them.

Thén a great loon, came swimming along, and he
said, 'Let me have charge of the lake, and -I will ni ot
let any beavers, or musk-rats, or otterscome into th.e
waters ; only such things as are good. for the- geese
and ducks and fish to live Ùpon.' loi

cc But. the fish would not have the loon to rule, as
they said he was a selfish fellow, who'would think
ônlý of himself.

Before anyone could speak there was a great flap-

ping of win s overhèad, and a great osprey flew down
from a tree that hung its branches over the lake. AU
the ducks and the geese, and all the pther birds, ev-en
the kingfisher, flew away, for they were afraid of the



PLIA'D il -ILL 1 -S DREAM.

fish-hawk. The loon, who'is a diver, went tinder the
water like a flash, so that the keen eye of, the tierce

bird could Ù'ot see where he -went., The only one that
was not quick enouarh to, (ret awav was the fish that

had been talkinu. The crreedy fish.-haw, k caught hini
and carried him off in his talon,.ç,..

Presentl -the çrreàt green who had
y t" Il"

throývn off the warm cloak he had,%vorn- while shel-
ter*ed by the roots of the white -%vater-lily at the

bottom of the lake, and now sat sunning himself on
the smooth surface of her IîCrge green leaf, spread his

gauzy w ing§ to dry in the -warm rays of the. sun.
Lookingýabout him with his brigffit eyes, he saw that

all the creatures on the lake were sad and sorrowfut
grieving.- that they had. no Queen to make laws for

the protection of the newly hatched draçron-flies and
May-flies and shad-flies.-

Our good old Queen, the white swan, is dead!.'
they cried, and we have not found anyone to be

Queen of the lake.'
Then I w-ill choose a queen for -you,' said the,

dragon-fly, '-,the pure white water-Ely, who is Wise
as she is fair. She left her etystal palace this morn-

ing at break of day, and came up like a bride to, meet
the glory of the rising sun. He filled her lap with
gold and sweet . perfumes, and wrapped her round
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with ivory whiteness, and decked her with gems ofZ
licrht more rare than rubies or diamonds. Is she

not worthy to be our Queen ? Has she not been a

nur.sinalt mother in her care of us under. the water

when we were weak and helpless?'

All the other water-flowers bowed theïr heads'

and said, Yes -we too will have the s«weet white

water-lil to be the Queen of the, lake.y
Then there was a great clapping of wings among

the. Ma -flies 'the young dragon-flieà, the shad-flies,

and thousands of silvery winged moths and shining

beetles who liad alla laïn at the bottom of the lake,
A shut up in their hard prison-like little cases undèrî.",- a.

the shelter of the r-oots of the water-lily, and werre

now mràitincr for flight into the gay sunbeams on

shore, and they all crieý out, The White Lily'- shall

reign over iis the White Water-lily is our Queen!'

And she loo-ed so lovely and so stately that I

am sure -she would make a very good Queen," added

Willy. It made me very happy, too, to- have such a

nice dream.'

What did blind Willy do when the days were cold

or wet., and he could no longer sit on the grass in the
M lit,

MEÏ li IE; , .sunshine among the flowers? While hi' brothers

were away at school all day, or out with other 'boys.

at play, would Willy lonely and dull and fretfui ?

:M1
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No'; -lie lived'in too bright a world of his own to be.

dull and fretful. He had his faithful Jack and dear

Owny to, talk to; kd he was gôýdeà with his finom rs
1 ,e .

that lie w&s .a great help to 1 his mother. He could.ýý.,

pare the a'pples for pies and puddings, beat the errcrs.

for the cakes she made, and bring in the wood and

water from the shed. When his mother wen't to the

village, Willy carried her bag or basket and made

himself useful in many ways. His mother, when shè

was young,'ý'had seen how the blind people wor-ed

in a great hospital in Englandand. she taught--W-illy

to make baskets and knit Stockings and warm muf-

-fiers for Winter wear for his brothers and hi m'self.

Willy was nev.er idle. He. lovedto plait the sweet-

scented gra''-' that the Indiau women use in some of

their baslià work. The. name of the grass is cc Holy

Grass, and in some countries it is used to strew

over the floors of" the churches. Willfs plaits were

givento his sister Nellie to make into dinner mats.

He was very fond of*'musie, and could whistle a

tune very correctly. One day a gentleman heard him,

and brought him a flageolet, a sort of small flute.
ý Willy soon learned to, play pretty airs and hymn-

tun'es on it-I and it was a great delight to, the blind

boy.

One liope was the brightest thou'mht in wilIv's
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inind, and- it was one tha't made him most content

with his lot. When anyone pitied him for being

blind, he would raise his face with a -bright smile and

say, " Oh, never miud, wlien I die and God takes me

to heaven, He will give ine new eyes and 1 will see

all the beautiful things in His garden, and oh'.- won't

that be glorious.." and a ray from. the truest sunshine

glorified the sweet face and made it very beautiful.

Willy was indeed ---- one of God's own children, a

lamb of the Good Shepherd's fold, and he knew and

loved the Good Shepherd who cared for him.
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BEi-ry HOLT WaSmy mother's old nurse-, She was a

very old woman when I was a child. She had been

nurse to my mother, and to all my uneles and aunts,

and was verY good and kind to all little children.

She *was grand at telling stories and singing old

ballads, chanting rhymes and teaching wise proverbs

-%yhich she" had listened,, to when, she was a child,

There are not many old \ývomen.-like Betty Holt in

these daýs.

Betty was not dressed as wom n folks dress now-

.%days. She wore a great high-crowned cap,.with a-

-výery narrow border which met under her chin.

Round the frclit of the cap she had a broad black

ýîon with a bow tied just over the right ear. Her

large flowered chintz gown was open at the waist to



48 COT AND CRADLE STORIES.

show a spotless white kerchief below the skirt vou

could see a broad stri-ed blue or -green stuff petti-

coat, and above it- an apron of white linen with a

finely plaited borde Î. Her shoes were of black velvet,

pointed at the* toes with bright steel buckles, and had

high red heels. These m,;ére her best shoes, but in the

nursery she wore grey list slippers. The sleeves of

her gownwere short, only just meeting the top of
her long, -grey mittens-not gloves, as she had no

fingers to them, for she used to say, My 'dears,

muffled cats catch nomice.

Betty was not a pretty -voman, but she was

always orderly and neat as a new pin. She never

had a husband, yet was very fond of children, and

having lived so many, many years in our grand-

mother's family, she* loved us all as inuch as if we

had been her o-vn children-aiid we were all very

fond of old Betty
We had heard all her stories Qver and over again,

but woù Id ýýtop crying or quarrelling to listen to

them again. She used to sing- us loýig ballads, such as

Lord Thomas and Fair -.Ellen," or the sad stoýy of

The Babes in the Wood," or Chevy Cha.se-," or the

doleful story of Death aiid the Lady," or Barbara

Allen." But we loved best to listeh to and learn

hymns about God, and hear the old, old storyý the,
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Lord Jesus when He came to die for us. Watts'

beautiful " Cradle Hyinn "- was.a great favourite, and

we dearly loved to listen to it.

Betty made -&Il her birds and beasts and insects,
and f ý%:-en the and týeës, speak in the stories

she told us: so they were more like fables than

stories, but we-children liked them none the less for.',

that. Here is one of our old nurse's stories that she
told to the two- and three-year-old'little. ones. It was
called

"THE TWO WHITE PIGEONS AND THE BROWN COW.

"A long, long time ago it was, My dears, there were

-two pretty white ffigeons that lived in a Meadow by
the side of a - river. It was aAine placie. The gras-s

grew f'esh and green, and the white daisies- -looked
like stars holding up.-their little heads-to the sun-
shine.,and the cowslips smelled so sweet, and the
violets " sweeter still, though ýthey hid their faces
under the green leaves. They were modest and not

so--bold as the buttercups, who held up their yellow
heads and seemed to say, ' IÀookl us and our old9

cups, are we not fine fellows But everyone liked
the violets and,. the 'meadow-sweet,' and the delicate

meadow pinks' better than the butterçups.

One brighý May, morning when the sun haël
4
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armed the 'water in the river, the great green
dra g'n-flies came out and the little water-beetles qà

danced their reels on the top of the water under the
shade of the overhanging willow trees the May-

flies,' too, came up from the -bottom of the river-
where they had lain in their little houses snug and

safe all winter-and sported emselves on the broad
leaves of the water plantaiiis, ahd the little red
spotted Lady-birds found nice resting-places on the
docks and mallow leaves beside them.

The gold-finèhes and thrushes and linnets sang in
the hedges,-;-,,ý and' the nightingales poured out their

ÏF songs all Might long in the grove by the meadow. It
was as if they were all siging songs of praise to
the good God who had made them so happy and
joyful.

The pigeons, too, were very happy and gladsome
as they flew to 'à;nd fro or nestled among the long,
grass and flowers. They had their own way 'of sing-
ing and talking to each other. It was not like the
song of the larkwhen he rises fi-om the ground and
sings so sweetly and clearly as he soars up, up, upý so

high that.-he seems to, be lost to earth- and belcing to
the bl ùe sky or the white clouds.

The note of the pigeon is only just Coo-coo-coo,'
but it is soft and sounds nicely, just as if they were
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o it was

say-inçýr softly,- I love Vou,, I love you
sort of love-sonom they sangir tý,ýaèh other.

ow -pigeon saw thatall the other
the little hen

birds were busy making nests or -itting on the eggs

thev had laid, and she thought she must not be idle.
a ass by way of,

So she made a hollow place in the gr

nest and laid a white egg in it. Shé was so pleased

that she called her mate to see it, and he w-as as

pleased and proud as she was. He admired the

smooth round egg very much-, and did nothin but

coo and coo to, show how happy he was.

1 am sorry to say that their happiness did not

last very long, for a great brown cow came into the

meadow, and as she went over to the river to drink

she chanced to see the pretty white egg as it lay in

the grass. She did.not know what it was-perhaps

she thought it was .only a white stone-so she gave a

stamp with her big heavy foot and smashed it to pieces.

The little pigeons were so vexed when they saw

the egg was broken that they cried out, 'Broon Coo;

Broon Coo why did you tread on our nest and

break our p'retty white egg Coo-coo-coo

"But the hard-hearled brown cow did not care for

the grief of the poor pigeons. She tossed up her

horns and swished her long tail, and wallzed off

inunching the flowers as she went.
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«'The pigeons were -very sorry, but as they could
not put the broken egg together they did not fret
long over it, and were soon happy again. The next
dav the little motter made another nest in the grass,
.and laid another egg and'covered it up safely, but
the spiteful brown cow when she came to the river
to drink, looked about her till she spied the nest, and
gave a stainp, and of course - broke the newly jaid
egg.

" Then the -pigeons flew about in great distress and
said, 'Broon Coo! Broon Cool. why did you come

again and break our nice white egg? Coo-coo-coo!.'
"But the unkind -cow only said, 'Moo-moo.? who

cares for you?' and tossed her head as :ýhe marched
off.

Now, there-was a nice
wise owl who had watehed
it all from the dead branch

of a hollow tree,''ânct she
said, 'My dear friends, why

do you raake your nests on
the ground day»after day?
The wild pigeons build in
the trees, and their 4
are safe from the feet of cows or men, or

any creature that walks the earth. Why
not try that plan?
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"j7hen the pigeons set to, work and gathered sticks

and7straws and other things, and made a nest on.the

flat, branch of a pine tree, and laid two eggs. in it.

When the brown cow came to look for their nest, as'

she had before, to, break their eomg, they put their

heads out of the nest -and cried, ' Broon Coo,? Broon

Coo .! vou can't tread on our nest and break our-

pretty white eggs. -Noo-noo-noo!.'

Ever since that time the pigeons have bu»ilt their

nests, in the trees, where no ill-natured beasts, can

harin them. " ýI 1 1-



AGNEs and Sitra, Jane and-, Katie, and little Susie
came to their father one da-y and -asked for a piece
of ground that was just outside the garden wall. It
was a bit of waste land only a fe'w feet wide, but

they all wanted to havé gardens of their own, because,
they said, ý'the gardener was . very cross to them

when they plucked flowers out of the garden borders
or made litters on the walks," and so they would like
to plant flowers for themselves.

Their father, who was always kind, and wished t&
see thé little ones happy, granted the request. . He
gave directions to the gardener to dig, rake smooth,
and divide the piece of land into so many beds with a

path between them, so that the fi*e,,little gardeners
need not interfere with each other, each having herV

Zbe
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five little (3arbeiiere"6
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own, and to give them such flower se-ds and rcooti; as
they asked for but they were not to help thèmselves
or meddle with his border.s.

The children were verv well satisfied with this
arrangement, and thev all agreed to be prood and not
vex the old gardener.

Agnes, the eldesf of th,e children, wa-s about, ten
vears old. She set to work dilioment1v, and this

was how she laid out lier garden
She first strewed the dividing pàth which lay

-n her plot and Sara's with white sand
betwee rom a

heap in the yard. This was a crood lan, as it-kept
the path neat and nice if it rained evet so hard.
Then she got Peter the gardener to give her a bit

of cord. The ends of the cord slie tied fast to two
sticks, one of which she stuef, upright in the centre
of the bed, and. ' with the other drew a circle about*
four feei across. Then she drew four straight linés
from the centre of the ci r«cle to the outer edge. thus

dividing the round bed into four eqùal parts. An-
other large circle beyond '-the first, with a path

between, gave her four corner beds of equal size, as
the whole plot was a square.

Agnes had used her garden-line and sticks much
in the way she had seen her father' strike circles with
his compasses, fixing one leg of the compass in the



paper and using the other, which. held the pencil, to
mark the exact fýgure on 'the paper - the end of -her

stick:màde,,the same mark in the so'ft earth.
In the very c'entre of the round, Agnes planted a

lovely pink rose. The gardener. brought, it hims'elf
and put it in for her, hé' wa-s so pleased with the neat

way in- W'h*'Ch she had laid out her g'arden ground.
A border of double daisies, red, white and pink, were
next planted round the outer edge. In one quartering

she planted pansies of inany colours, and- in another
phlox; in the, third, the blue nemophila, and in the
fourth were portulaca of all colours. Thus the -middle

bed was filled with very pretty flowers, though as yet
they were no in bloom. In the corner beds she had

other flower' Planted, but I cannot remember their
names, only that later in the summer. there were

China asters and some geraniums. Agnes was,- a
sensible girl, you see; she waited with. patience for
the blooming of many of the plants she put into the-
cTound.

Sards garden was next to, her sister Agnes's, and
Sara. said: Mine is to be a'useful garden, not all
for show."

She laid out her bit of ground in straight beds,

and planted the sweet and fragrant lemon-thyme in
one bed, sweet marjoram in . another, curled parsley
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in a third, and sumraer savory in a fourth . then

she had a sage bush or two and a bush of sweét

lavender, and a row of wallflowers and stalks set

back against the brick wall.

-This w' as Sara's garden, and the old cardener

laughed and said: Well, Miss Sara, you'Il make a

rare good housewife. for soine go husband one of

these days." Then he brought her root of pepper-0 1Mint and a bit of ber 5gopamot, and said: " Now, Miss

y ou have the sýeet'est ga.';rden in'the place.",

Jane's garden. Well, Jane was six years old, and

she thought she would have' something verÊnice. for

her garden; *so shè planted two currant bushes with

the green f Èuit on them in. the middle, then a big

peony and a hollyhock, and some cowslips and ýprim -

roses, and the rest of the bed she filled in with wild

strawberries and a lot of other things, wherever there

was room for anything. She would not take pattern

by Agnes's or Sà-ras crardens, but liked to do things

as she' chose herself.

Katie's garden. Katie Was only four years old,

and she * was not very wlise, as you will find when

you hear how she made her garden. She began by
making a puddle with water from the pump, then

she brought ajap-full of daisies ahd buttercups from

the meàdows, and stuck the flowers in rows over the
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soft ground. Katie thought it looked very pretty

and ran to call her father to see what a lovely flower

garden she had made. But her father only làughed

and said Katie, your flowers have no roots : they

will all be faded to-morrow."
. Katie would not believe thiste but when the sun

caine out next dâýy, by n'oon all t4e flowers. drooped

and hung their heads, 80 she pulled them up and

cot fresh ones':- but they faded, too, and day after

day it was always the same. Then she sa-d: 1 will

sow seeds as Peter does."

Katie went to the cook'and said: Please, Anne, I

want you to -give me some rice, and some pearl barley,

and some coffee.')

Anne thought she wanted these things to play

with e so gave them, without asking any questions.

Katie ran away to her Ègrden, and making some

lines in the soil with a stick, planted the rice and

barley and the few coffee-beans. When. she told

Jane W-11at a -âne thingr she had done in planting

the things Anne- had given her, Jane made great

fun of her, and Agnes and Sara, too, laughed at the

wee Katie's garden. This made the child very angry,

and she said -he would not do anything more to her

garde n- ; so it grew only weeds till Agnes took pity on

it, cleaned it up, and sowed mustard and cress and

Pli
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radish seeds which came up quickly, and then Katie

Nvas very happV'.

Susie, tiie voungest, inust have her garden, too,

well'. as her sisters, but she was, a ver-v, odd child,

and you shall hear what she did with the piece,

of ground next to Katie's agrainst the,. brick wall.

She got an old trowel from the garden-house, and

set to work to dior a c-rreat hole in the Qqlound. When

she was tired and hot, Katie came and took a turn.

at the digging, and helped her'to carry awa the

earth and make a heap -,with it- farther off. The

two little folksý"agreed to plant two ripe cherries

in the hill they had made, and they said: We

shall have two big cherry-trees next ear, with

plenty of, nice red cherries to eat for ourselves and

then they went to work again digging ait the hole

in the ground, making* it bigger and deeper.

What are you making that hole for, children

asked their father as he watched them. at work.

<'We are digginu to find a treasure," said Susie.

What sort of treasure do vou expect to.get out

of that hole ?
Gold and silver and beautiful things," replied

Susie.

But gold and silver do not grow in places like.

yourgarden,. Susie."
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You said they came out of the earth, de-ep, deep1
down, and wé are going to, dig till we find them,",,

was Susie's decided answer as she went on d igging.
f But Susie never found the trea'sure she wor-ed soi

liard for that day, so, Inany years ago. But in the

years that followed she found a better treasure than

.1i elther omold or -silvèr or preclous stones-treasures

whièh never rust nor decay, which the Lord our God

will'give to those-little ones who love Him and their

blessed Saviour.

EDITOR'S NOTE.
j !triýî ý- Fop. older re*ders a knowleded of the future ýof the five little

41,4',
gardeners ma adâ interest to the foregoinor story.

Agnes revealed her character in the methodical plan of her
garden. Authoresa of the Royal biographies,- many poenis, his-

torical tales and several novels, she accomplished an enormous
amount of work writinu her 4'Lives of the Qùéens of Seotland

only a few chapters ahead of the printers, while at the same
time she was f ulffiling numerous social engagements, k eeping up

a large private correspondence', and accomplishing some of the e

finest and most laborious fancy rk. Her systematie way'Of
arranainct her time enabled her to do much more and better
wor- than she otherwise could have done.

The old garde. er's prophecy-'as to Sara's future was a true
one. Of- the five sisters she was the only one who never wrote.
She was the housekeeper of the family, and married the vicar
of a large parish in, t4e north of England, a rich. man, who
entertained a great deal-both his friends and the poor of his

parish-and Sara was i-adeed "a rare good housewife to a good
husband.

,i4
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Jane's garden was also in a curious way an index of her Hfe.
She wrote many things on many subjects, her gamut ranging
all the way from witt' squibs to erudite histories and religious
tracts. Her store of knowledge, apparently inexhaustible, was

_yet a kaleidoscopic -collection of valuable material. Her love of
colour was withoutartistic arrangement, but grand in its almost
barbarie defiance of the rules of art.

Of Katie's rarden we can truly say, th--t in her choice of
the buttercups and daisies of the home meadows, she fore-

shadowed her love for the wild-flowers and ferns, and the valu-
able work she has done in bringing our Canadian flora to the
knowledcre of the'world. All through life she has gathered
M à of her Heavenly Father day by day, and when the hot
noonday sun of sorrow faded them, she has but turned again to

-MJ, the garden of her trust to replace them. She has owed much
to the kindly help and sympathy of others, and has been ever
as grateful as she was to, Agmes whén she sowed the useful
mustard and cress in the garden under the.,wall.

Susie, who was possessed of-the greatest of all gifts, the
priceless gift of true geaius, was ever q'uestioeninûr, the reasbn of

thinus, ever dierffing deep into the well of the kn'owledge of life,
ever seekin2 for the treasure of truth, and finding it mi increas-
ing beauty and wealth in the Book of Life. Generous, enthusi-

astic, a brilliant conversationalist, a true poet, and a graphie
'w-riter, Canadian literature owes much to her influence and

î, her pen.
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DuptiNG the absence of our eldest sister and thelong

confinement of our father to the *house from the gout,

the attention of our*mother was dèvoted to, his sick-

room, consequently we younger ones mrere left a great

deal to ourselves. 'In fact, we ranw'ild, spending the

chief part of our time in play about the old-fashioned

garden and plantation whieh bounded the west side

of the pasture-fields beyond the orchards and gardens.

We had no playmates of our *wn class, a fact whieh

we lamented greatly, for we were sociable young

folks.

We had playmates, though, the 'acquisition of whie . h

led to a scene ludicrous to the onlookers, though

serious enough at the time to the *actors the ' rein.

I was nine and,.Susie seven years old, an age when-

lit
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children are ýarely gifted with much discretion., and

we were certainly no exceptions to the rule . and in

this instance our fam îly pride was in abeyance, for

we forméd a great. frien-dship with a rustie lad and

his sister Anne.

The 'boy's-.name was Jonathan Spilling, but on

account of hisfigure being very short and stout, he

was known in the house by the familiar name of

Punch.

NOW, Punch was not Teally a bad boy. He was a

sort of Gideonite that served them all in turns-.à
cowboy, Sw . neher-d, hewer of wood 'and drawer of

water'. errand-boy, cofflectbr of eggs and 1 feeder of'

poultry, gardener's assistant, and in the -seàson of

sowing of giialin, his daily business from 'ce morning

Idawn to 'evening 'ey " was to run up and down the

fields with a wooden clapper in his hands, and raise

his voice to scare away -the rooks and crows froni

preying upon *the new-sown wheat and other grain.

The sounds that he gave fÔrth on such occasions I

fear I should be unable to convey to the minds or

understanding of my readers. Punch's warning cry

was something between an Inclian war-whoop and

the yell z-of a catamount, and ended in a peculiar

,warble whieh was inimitable by any other throat

than tha.t of an accomplished Suffolk bird-«boy,.
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It was not'. the musical talents of Punch nor the

shrill treble of his sister, Anne that attracted our

'intimacy, but the fà-scinations of the bird-boy's hut.

It was scooped out of a-sand-bank, below the shelter

of the quick-set hedge, and in front of it he had laid

out a miniature garden, edged with red and white

double-daisies and divided by tiny sanded walks. The

walls of the hut were adorned with strings of birds'

eggs,_ disposed in graceful festoons. A fire of dry turf

burned on the mud'floor, in the embers of whichwere

roasted potatoes, appetizingly ready for the guegt and

smelling good. Added to these were crab-apples,

sloes and nuts from the hedge-rows, set out on a

clean piece of board supported on -four pegs to serve

for a table, and two stools of similar construction for

the honored guests.

Was there ever a more charming pienie than this,

got up especially for our entertainment And to

crown all, a somersault executed by the master of the -

ceremonies, Punch himself. 
&The programme was as follows : First performance,

balancing on one foot and one hand alternately;

second, spinning round like à wheel third, standing

head downwardà, heels upward ; and as a grand finale,

a somersault and -leap-frog over Anne's head and

shoulders,



Punch's talents as an acrobat were not unappreciated

by his guests.

In return for such entertainments and hospitality

could we do less than invite our host and hostess to

a feast of plums, apples and eurrants in the garden,

taking good care to keep out of sight of the parlour

-%vindows.

Our stolen friendship with the children of the old

farm bailiff lasted for -many manths, but was termin-

ated suddenly by an act of great imprudence. on our

part.

During the winter and early spring we had been

indebted to Punch for several valuable treasures-

a string of rare birds' éggs, hawks' and kites'; a

tomtit's nest with ten tiny eggs in it, and two night-

,.,-ingale's eggs: and in our abundant sense of the

obligation weï invited hini to a feast of green goose-

berries and currants.

Now> it happened that our father, who was a great

connoisseur in fine fruit, had raised a seedling goose-

berry whieh promised to, exceed in size any in the

garden, and as ill-fôrtune befell us, it was this very

bush we hit upon as the one from whieh to, provide

the feast.

During the progress of the entertainment, my

brother Sam tooL offence at me for some slight, and

GARDE..-%* PARTY.
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ran off with the tale to my father, who had j ust
corne into, the garden, that "Miss Kate and Susan»
were stealing the seeffling gooseberries and giving

them to, Punch to eat.ýý

The next moment we heard our father's angry

voice sternly bidding' us to go instan4-;Iy out of the

garden to, be punished for stealing the fruit-and for
playing with the cow-boy Punch.

1 was so seldom in disgrace that I felt the angry
rebuke dreadfully, and sobbing and trembling, 1
shrank away under the stern looks and reprimand,

not daring to say a word in defence of my conduct.
Susie bore it 'More stoically. Then the delinquent

Punch was summoned from the kitchen, sternly r . e-

proved and this fearful sentence pronouneed -upon

him, thaý he, the green gooseberry stealer and,,

currant robber, should have his skin stripped over

his ears and' be hung, at the mark-et-cross in the

town of Souithwold,as a fearîuI warning to, all bad

boys not to steal green gooseber'es."

N ow, Punch had borne -his master's reproof with

a stolid countenance, but this awful sentence was

more terrible than being sent to jail, and the bucolie

spirit was aroused. Wiping with. the- sleeve of his

fustian jacket* the tears that had started to his

eyes, he burst out: " Ah, yah, Mr, Strickland, sir,

66
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vou darsnt do that.! It would kill I, and then you'd

be hanged for it."

How frightened I felt at his daring to confront my

father with these bold words.I I think it must have

cost my father some effort to keep his countenance

as the boy àtood boldly before him, his grey eyes

fixed unshrinkingly on his face, in defiance of the

dread sentence. As for my mother and elder sisters,
they could hardly keep from laughing at the boy's

expanded eyes and resolute attitude.

Go, sirrah," said my father.ý; " be off with you,

and don't let me see your face for a week.'-'

Punch pulled his forelock and disappeared, while

my mother gently remonstrated with my father for so

terrifying the poor culprit, at which he laughed and

seemed to enj oy the -spirit the boy had shomm in

replying so manfully to the threat.

Not many minutes had elapsed before the old

bailiff craved, to speak a few words to bis m'aster,

having hear-d that his son was not to come back for

some time, as " he did not want him to be corrupting

his children and teaching thém to lie and steal."

The old man stroked down his white hair and said-,

in reply to this, that he "_ thought it was his master's

young ladies thatýýhad been 'krupting his decent-

behaved son.-'
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'70w>this was a more stunning blow to our pride
than could have been inflicted b anything my fàther
could have said, and we went no more to play with

our old friends, Puneh and his sister. We déclined
every invitâtion to the bird-bgy's hut, and resisted
the temptingcoffers of roasted dainties or eurious
specimens of rare birdsý eggs. The old man s words

had eut too deeply tý be forgotten ; we « shrank froni
the thought of having to be answerable for Punch's
delinquencies as well as for our own, and -so played
with him no more.
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KATIEwas only seven years old. She. was a sunny,
happy child, petted by her older brothers and sisters,
and was generally willing to share her pleasures with
the younger ones until the uÉfortunate day when she
had a secret to keep from thenr. How it all happened
I will try to tell you, and it will show you how a
hidden fault may be as bàd. as an untruth, as well
as how easily little girls *may be deceived. by bad
reasoning.

One beautiful spring morning Katie was very
busy weeding and planting in her own garden, when

Johnnie, the gardener's son, came up beside her and
said, in a very low voice:

Miss Katie, look here, what I have got, and,-,it
shall be yours if you like to, -have it."
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What is it Johnnie-a flower for my garden
No, it is much nicer than a flower-just take -a

peep at it, whispered Johnnie, as he opened the front
of his blouse.

Katie peered eagerly to, see what he had hidden
in his vest, and crWd out with delight, What a dear.'
Is it a little harle ?

No, Miss, it is a rabbit."

A dear little grey bunny Where did you find it ?
caughtit just at the mouth of its burrow on the

sand-hill beyond the garden," ans'Wered the boy, and
I will give it to you all for your own self to feed and
play with ifyou will promise to keep ita great secret
and not'let your brother or Miss Susie know of it.

They would soon kill it or let it ru»-away to the hills

9ain.
Katie hesitated, but she wanted the little, bunny for

her own very much, it was such a beauty so when

Johnnie said again, I will not give it to you unless
you promise not to let anybody know you have it
but keep it a secret, and say Honour bright.'
Foolish Katie did as Johnnie told her, and said

Honour bright, which meant she would keep the
secret safe from everybody. She did not quite know

why she should not tell Susie, but, Johnnie said it

would be such fun to keep it aR to herself till the

bunny had grown to be a bi fellow.
J 

9
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Then he told her he wou Id put the little rabbit in
an empty hogshead that was in the coach-house, and

would, keep -the door locked except when he ý let her
in to, see it, and feed it with cabbage-leaves, and
cal-rots, and parslev, and clover, and other eengr
thinoms tha.t it liked.

So it was all settIed between them, and for a little
while tlïe mere thought of possessing the rabbit was

a source of - pleas'ure to Katie, only therè was always

the fear that the secret would, be found out, and she

had to, be very careful lest her stolen visits to the

coach-house should be suspected. She had to make

KATTE AND HER BUNNY.
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faIse excuses when she stole away from her sister and

brothers when they were playing or work-i*ng in their

gardens. That was not the only trouble either.

Jolinnie would come to her often and slvlv ask-her

for grapes and peaches or other1ruit, which she had

to get for him unseen by the old gardener who had

charge of the wall -fruit. She was afraid to refuse.

because Johnnie threatened to take the rabbit away

or to, te'Il she had it. Slie was now so fond of the

pretty creature, and loved to watch its wa so much,
that she could not bear to think of parting w-th it.

Katie called the bunny Gaby," and it seemed to

know its name quite well when she calledit. She

loved to watch it skipping about, or eating the leaves

she gave it out of her hands, or sitting up and Nvash-

ing its face and long soft ear' with its forepaws. She

would have liked very much to, shomr it ýo Tommy

and Susie and share all this pleasure with them, but

she had only Johnnie to talk to about the little pet.

Somý'etimes Johnnie was cross and rude or teasing, and

whén she -wanted to see the rabbit he would say,

Oh don''t bbther me or he would turn the" key in.

the lock of the coach-house door and go away, when

she wanted to, stay a little longer than usual with her

pet. 'This vexed Katie'a great deal, and so you see it

was not all pleasure.

One day Johnnie had-left the key in the door, and
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Katie, spyring it, ran to look at her treasure , 'but no
Gaby--was there to stand up and* lick her fingers and

rub his soft gTey head against her hand. The house
was empty, nor could she see how. the7liitle creature

had managed to escap£--.,-S e forgot that the tiny
rabbit had grown during the time she had had hi-in,

and that hi§'love of liberty had inereased with his
power to skip and'jump and play in his, house, -and
that he w, as now as strong as the wild rabbits on the
grassy hills outside. There was no hole or cranny
in his house through which he eould squeeze his
body, so he must have jumped out over the top of
the walls of his prison. .

When Katie thought of this she huntect, every part
of 'the- building to s'ee if Gàby " was hidden in some
dark corner or empty box, but nowhere could she find
her lost treasure. Then she thought perhaps Johnnie
had taken it away to, punish -her'for not supplying

him with some of the fruit he had asked for, and
she burst'out crying as if her heart would bréak.

While she was still sobbing and crying outside the
coach-house door, she heard her brother calling her

very loudly, "' Katie I Katie.. Come here and see
what I have found in the garden."

Katie ran with speed, for'fhe sudden hope came to
her that it might be her dear little rabb*t.' And it

was the runaway. But alas; he held thepoor dying



74 CO 7' A ND CRA DLE S TORIES.

little creature in his hands just breathing its last.

Tommy had caught sight of the rabbit among the'

cabbages, and thinking he was doing a good deed in

killing a wild rabbit that was doing damage in the

gardén, had struck it across the neck with a stick he
had in' ven it, its death-blow.

his hand and gi

lit

TRE DYING RABBIT.

Katie cried out in her terror and grief at the sight

0 f the dying rabbit, and throwing herself on the

rround, sobbed and cried so passionatel that her9 y
brother was quite bew *Id* red, and asked her why she-

acted in such a strange way.

Oh, Tom, she said, between her sobs, it was -my

own dear bunny, and ou have killed it, you wieked

boy.
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Why, Katie, it was only a wild rabbit that., was

eating the young cabbages."

No, no, it wasn't ; it was my little rabbit that 1
lov so much, )ý she sobbed out, " she took the pool-

dead.thing out of his hands. Then slie told Iiiiii the

whole story, and Toinniy said:

Well, dear, I am sorry j k-illed the r.abbit, but if

you had not hidden the, truth from 'us lit would not-'ý'ý

have happened- and Johnnie m-as a bad boy to deceive

you SO."
Then Tom told Katie she'had better go and tell

their father all about it. This was verv hard for

Katie to do, but Toni said it was right and shoufd be

done, or more trè.uble might come, of it. So Katie

went and confessîd all her fault to her father, and

how she had stolén the fruit out of the vinery and

from, the walls to give to the naughty boy who gave

her the rabbit.

Katie's father was very loving and kind, and talked

to her a- long time., showing her the sin and the evil

she had been led into, and the consequences that

would have followed if she had 'continueà unchecked.

in deceitfùl ways.

Katienever forgot her father's'solemn words as he

laid hishand on her head and asked God to pardon

her sin, and lead her ever in the path of truth.
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MIDGE the field-mouse lived in a pretty orchard

under the moss-covered roots of an old apple-tree.

Her house was a very small one, but she had made it

warm and cosy by lining it with dry moss and soft

hay. A snug little house it ý%xTas, with a granary in

which shestored away acorns and nuts, kernels from

the plum-stones, and pips from the apples she found

in the orchard.

Midge was a very industrious little hoÙsekeeper.

She was always busy jaying in supplies for her

family, and she had no less than five little ones to

-'feed. Her husband was dead. A wicked weasel,
o lived in a bank just outside the orchard, had

pouneed upon poor Mr. Midge as he was picking up
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some peas the gardener at the mill had dropped wh'*l lIî
sowing the spring crop, and so the brave little wife

was-left alone to -orovide for her five helple-ss little

ones.

T4ey were only 1ý%vo dayý old,'and though the tinv

things were blind and very bare-looking' having as î

yet no soft fur onýý,iheir 'bodies, Midge thought theni

real -- beauties. ýShe lovèd them dearly, for ther,

-Nyere her very own, and she did not- love them any

less because they were blind and bare. She euddled
irthem up close* to her to. keep' them warm, and even

pulled the soft white fur froin her own breast to

cover them.

Midge was much prettier than the common grey

house-mouse, aýpd living in the fields and among the

dewy grass instead of in muýsty' holes under boards

and bricks, she was much cleaner in her habits. She

had very round, bright black eyes,, and two pretty

little upright ears that looked like softly lined hollow

shells. Her fur was a silky grey buff, except that on

her brea'st, which was white as snow. Her tail w-a,,s

Ion. and her fore feet flat and in these fore feet shê

could hold a nut or an apple and eat W as the dor-

mice and squirrels do.

An old rat named Sly-boots, a distant relative of

M-idge's, lived in & big hole or burrow in the mill,
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w 'here he was a great nuisance to Bell, the miller, for

-ioles in the floori« g of the granary, andhe gnawed 1 n

-- ight get at the wheat waitingbit the sacks that he m
to be - ound, wasting and spilling more than he ate.gr
The miller's man liad set snares and baited traps, and

laid» poisoned bread and eh eese about in Sly-boots

tracks but the wise old rat took-good care tè keep

his head out'of snares, and his feet out of traps; and

having a very sharp nose for poisoned dainties, he

He was aonly sniffed ait them and passed them by.
selfish old fellow, very boastful and vain, and not ait

all good-naturecL

Sly-boots oftenstopped at Midge's doori, and if she

had a sweet apple or tast nut he would help himself,
without so much as a by your leave." But as he

relation Midge put up with bis want of. goodwas a

manners-, and took as little notice of him as possible.

One day when he called she was ver busy with

her familv and did not attend to him or offer him

anything to eat. 1 This dïd not please him, and look-

he said crosslying in at her children,

«'Dear me, Mrs' ilidge, what a miserable set of

pigmies.you have there! I would not own them if

I were you. One of my"iatlings would make four

of such.

"Are your, little ones well, cousin and are theirïÏ eyes open yet ? asked Midge, meekl y
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" Open' Yes, indeed, 1 should think so. >1

" And have they their coats on, too ? 3 asked Midge.
Of course I wonder at you for asking sulch, a'

question. ôur ratlings are not bare like those niice-

lets of yours," .'and Ný-ith these spiteful - Nvords ' Mr.

Slv-boots walked off. He did not wish to answer

any more questions. He was neither kind nor

truthful.

Poor Midge felt very unhappy about her little

ones she feared all was not right with the mi, and

Sly-boots' rude words made, lier heart ache with

anxiety about lier darlings.

Three days after, While Mido-e was cleaning out her

house-for work must be done no matter-how sad she

might -feel - she heard a rustling noise close by.

Peeping.,,ýout she' saw a funny-looking tiny creature

standing upright among the bushes on a pair of

very long, slender hind legs. Midge knew at once

thàt itmust belong to the Mouse family, and there-

fore be some relation to her.* It had a very small

brown body supported on its slender long legs - its

two fore feet were so shorýt and stuck so close to its

breast that they looked more like hands than feet,
and Midge wondered how ît could walk on them.

When her visitor sawlher, he gave such a jump that

he nearly went over her head,
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Midge was startled, and cried out, " Squee I squee'."
The odd lit tle créature turned round and said

Oh, pray don t be frightened, Cousin Midge. I hope
I did not touch you."

Oh., no!" said Midge, pleasantly.
She thought he had doüe it just in fun; she did not
know that he was a jumping -mouse, and that. he

always moved about in that way.
Then the little stranger told her that he was called

the 'ý'Jumper," beeause he skipped instead of walking-
or". running like other mice. He could elimb trees and

even bare walls with his han'ds and sharp claws, and
.his long tail and flat feet kept him, from falling when
he stood upright like-a man.

.Midge was greatly pleased to see this new cousin,
and thé were soon good friends. Being very hospi-y F
table, she brought her guest a nice sweet apple and
two hazel-nuts, whieh he ate while they talked
about their children and the difficulty of bringing
them up well and providing food for them.

Midge's hittle ones were lying still, covered up with
a warm. mat of i-noss and hay. Remembering what
Sly-boots had said, she was very sIhy of l.etting her
new friend-see' them, and made many apologies for
their being so sleepy a nid -stupid and not opening their
eyes, regretting too that they had no nice gTey coats
like'her own.
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How old are they ?" asked her visitor.
Cc Sèven days," said * little Midgé, sadly, for they

seemed very old to her.
Cc Seývén days! 'Is tha'tý"all'? Well, then, you need

not trouble about it. AU -m-ice and rats and squirrels,

and even s0me of our enemies, the cats and dogs, are

blind when they are very youngý Two days more

and your little ones' eyes will be wide open."

Delighted at being thus relieved of one anxiety,

Mid ge uncovered her treasures that her friend might

have a Èeep at them.
Cc They ar'e nice and fat and healthy-looking," said

her cousin, " and as for their coats, they are growing

-finely. They will soon be as soft and silky as your

o.wn;" and Midge covered up her micelets again, hap-

pier than she had béen for days.

I must skip home' now," said her visitor, -'C and

look after my own household but I will come again'

and pay my respects to you and your family."

And where do you live? " asked Midge.

My dear cousin, my nest is in a very higý place,

-not on the ground under the roots of trees like yours.

We Jumpers build nests of hay, roots and other such

material as the little song-birds use, and we hang

them, between stalks of wheat or Indian corn, tying

them so fast 'to each stalk that they cannot -* fall.
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They are like the cradles the women in the big

bouses put their babies in, but the wind rocks our

baby Jumpers to sleep.

Midge thought it must be very nice for the little

ones, and as her cousin could stand up on his hinde

legs and look in at the nes't or climb up the corn

stalks by his sharp claws, it was all right for him,

but it would never do for her to have sueh a high

bouse. Then she reflected that even if she could

el imb up a corn-stalk, there was none growinig in the

orchard for her either to climb up or to tie a nest to.

Midge told her friend of the cross speech made by

Sly-boots, and asked if.. ratlings were bare when they

were very young.
Of course they are,', and blind, too," replied the

Jumper, " and théy are not nearly as nice-looking as

éither yours or mine. Now, good-bye, Cousin Midge,"

and with a hop, skip -and 'Jump he 'was off and out

of sight in a minute.~

It had been a very pleasant -visit, and Midge was

happy and lively thinking of the merry little mouse

and his funny ways. How cleverly he managed to

jump about on his long legs, and elimb with his tiny

hànds!

Two days afterwards Midge had the joy of seeing

five pairs of bright black eyes shining on her, and

very soon the furry eoats began to show and feel a,,;;



83MIDGE, THE FIELD-MOUSE.

soft as the most -exacting of * mothers could desire
the white breasts looked just like babies' pinafores,
and Midge was as proud and happy as a field-mouse
could be.

Whénever Midge went in search of food she covered
her nest with thistledown and grass, bidding' her

little ones lie still and not leave tIieýnest, lest tÉe'y
should come to harm. She had noticed a big white

owl, who lived at the mill, hovering about"and looking
from- under the thick feathers that shaded her great
eyes in daylight, and was afraid if she spied one of
the little mice she would swoop down. and seize it;

so Mide-me Lyave a strict charge to, her children not to,
go out to, play in the'moonlight, as owls see far better
by night than they can by day.

Now, it is a great pity that mice, as well a"-ehildren,
do not always obey thei parents, for often as' soon as
the little mother-mouse was out of sight, these silly
little creaturés would scamper out and play at hideý-
and-seek in.the grass.

But I have not yet told you their names. Midglet,
the eldest, was the best of the lot.- Although she was
rather greedy and tried to get the begt of the food
her mother brought, she -was industn«ous and took

great care of the house, kzeephig ever'ythinom in it in
good order.

Dandy was a smart little fellow. He did not eare
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to soil his coat or his - hands digging roots in the

orchard, and spent in brushing his coat a good deal

of the time in whieh he -'Uçrht to have been at -ý'orl,,.

He said he meant to go out and pay -visits where he

would be courted and admired, and altogether he was

a vain, silly-little mouse. r
Grim, the, third, was quite different-: he did not

care enough about how he- looked or how dirt he

was. He would even kick Midglet when she tried to

wash his dirty handsor brush his coat, and had Ueen

known to biteand -scratch his mother when he was in

a bad temper.

Frisky was a gâod-natured, carcless little mouse.

She loved to play, and was fonder of sitting and

sunning herself among the daisies and buttercups

than of helping her mother to find nuts or to dig

the pips out of the apples- the wind blew down in

the orchard; and instead of carrying the nuts home,

she -ould amuse' herself rollino- them about in the

crass. Frisky ate far more than she earned, and

was often scolderl for her idle *aVs.

Dick was the voun est and smallest of the fainily,
a ilièrry'little fellow, fond of mischief and fun. in-

deed, he was a great plague to his mother and sisters,

always, up to some imp*.s-h tricks-pulling théir

whiskers, bitino- their ears or tails, or jumping ô-ý,,er

ýheir backs. He would not'take his turn at digging



MIDGE, THE FIELD-,,lfOt7SE. 85

for roots, but spent most of his time in chasinçy the

bicr beetles and etra.fers, runnincy after the crickets, or

tryinom to jurnp like the grasshoppers, and even pokincr

his inquisitive little nose under the. leaves to wake

up poor sleeping moths. '-ýNlidçré would say to him,
i(Dick' Dick 1. you are so idle 1 fear you will come to,

no crood. And saucy Dick would reply, " All work

and no play, you k-now, mother, makes Dick- a dull
boy.y>

«'Very true, iny son, but all play and no work is

worse., and ends in want." And his careful mother

warned him again not to be out too late.. Oh) I'm not afraid of old Madçre, the owl,'stupid

old thing 1. 1 can take care- of 'm'self; she shan't get
me.ý> And he fr-isked away.

But the old owl was not so sýtupid as' Dick thought,.

or his self-confidence made 'him'care for one nigg
not long after his mother had warned him he was out
playing in the moonlight. The owl saw him from her
perch on the dead branch of an oak tree, and before

Dick could hide himself she pouneed down and
carried him off and ate him up, bones and skin and

all. Poor wilful little Dick?.

One day Midge missed Dandy. When dinner-time
came he was not to be found, and as his, mother was
going out to work with Midglet and Frisky, she put

away his dinner so that he might find -it ready for
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him when lie came in. But alas Dand never came

back to eat it. He had carried out his intention and

set out to pay some visits, and beincr more thoughtful

of tlie admiration lie was going to excite in die mind-s
,si

of his friends than of the dangers by the way, lie was

caught and devoured' by the great grey cat belonging

to the farm. No doubt slie admired him bu-t not in

the way the vain little fellow would have desired.

Not loncr after this sad end of poor 'Dandy, Midge

announced lier intention of taking a journey.
iym going away for two days to -visit my ý,uncle

and aunt, the Dormice, for I hear they have come

lately to settle in the -beech-woods. At the same

time I shall, look out for beéch-nûts, and by and by,,
when the nuts are ripe and begin to fall, we will PIO

and gather in a good store for- our winters food. Pray

be eareful to -keep near home in the day-time, and

do not go out after sunset lest 'ou be caught by the

owl or the cat, or the cunnin weasel; an d with this

parting injunetion Midge set out on her travels.

The first day Grim and' Frisky w'ere very good

and minded what their mother had said to them; but

the next day, when Midglet told them. they were toVI
stay in the house and keep quiet, they ran out and

would nôt heed what she said. Grim went.,ýaway by

himself and never came back. I cannot tell what

bemme of him. Frisky, after running about for
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awhile, spýw a round hole in the ground, and being a

very inquisitive little mouse, poked her nose in to see
what was tliere. Finding nothing at first, she crept
in farther, and ipresently saw two bright red eyes

looking at her. Frightened, she turnea to, fly, but
too late; the weasel sprang upon her and caught her
under the ear. A sharp bite, and in a few moments
Frisky was dead.

It was a sad home-coming for the mother when,
after'her long journey, she came in to find only

M.Lidglet to greet'her and tell her of the fate of her
'two undutiful children.

Well, Midglet dear,," she said, 'I we cannot bring
theîn back, and as7 my good aunt and uncle were very

kind and invited us ail to come and live near them
in the beech-wood. where we shall never want for
good food nor suffer from the neighbourhood of 'such

ravenous enemies as owls, cats and weasels, I think'
we had better leave the old home and try our
fortunes in the new."

Midglet was very willing'to bid good-bye to the
home under the old apple-tree, and tb 'settle down

near their relatives, the Dorml*céi, of Beech-wood,
where, -they lived very happily, and 1 dare say may

be seen any finie October day hardat work laying up1 -
a goodly store of ripe beech-nuts'in. a new granary
under the trees.
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i'NEvER too late 1 Nevér too. late toi mend!" words
u-s'ical voice

shouted in a loud-, unm'- arrested the st-eps

of many a passer-by in the street of,. a populous old

English town in one of the eastern couinties. Many a

head wcý§ turned to see the speaker of- these remark-

able words especially--as they forined the title of a no

less r arkable book which was attracting thé notice--- -

of tâèreading publie at the time.

These words, Never too latel repeated over and

over again, were the first greeting I received upon

le entering, my old friend's sitting-room in Bunýgaye. I

turned to see where the harsh words -ë-âïàè--f-r-om, ùýùîd--

found a great grey- parrotwith scarlet, legs and a red.î
collar about its neck occupying a fine large cage near

the window.
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Settincr it-s head to one side with a knowing look-,
it eyed me with so comical an expùession that I fairly

burst into a fit of laughter. This seenied rather to

ruffle the temper of the queer bird, and she r,iiç,ý.ed a

fresh sereech, repeating her former words in a shriller

key, " Never too late to niend'. " which. seemed in-

tended for a hint to me to mend my manners.

Polly, was a recent acquisition in my- friend's house,

and it -was a new and, amusing experience to me to

study the odd ways and listen, to 'the 'sayinçr.s of the

bird.

Polly is a n educated bird," was the remark of her

m.aster- -a_ grey-headed old gé'ntleman whom this odd,

bird- seemed to'take a délight in imitating-not his

words only, but the peculiar manner in whieh he

spoke. This had a very droll effect, for Polly wa"S

really an actor and mimie. Her master had. a, pecu-

liar-w-ay of grumbling and muttering to himself when

annoyed, and Polly would fidget about her cage

muttering th herself, sometimes calling out, " Shut that

that door and ruffling up the feathers

of her neck as if she felt a cold draught of -air. As

the door was often left open or ajar, 11---may' be it

annoyedher as much as it did the rheumatie old

o,éntlema* she was imitating.

There is a cieat love of mischief in some birds.
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TI-ic rnagpie, the jay, jack-daw and- others w * Il hide
;111y article they can manage to secrete-things that
they ean li-la-e no possible use of for food or cornfort.
Is it a thievish propensity in their nature., or is it
really from* the saiiie love of fun we often see in some
children

1 believe this grey pal-rot hid things just for fun,
as she seemed to enjoy ývatching the result of her
mischievous pranks.

One day'-I was sitting alone in the dining-room
writing a letter. Polly "s éage-door was open. I think,

she had learned to unlateh it herself. Out she
hopped and on to the table she came, making sundry
polite bows of her head and announeing her arrival
by repeating several times, Poor Polly .1 Poor Pollyl.

A pen (it was in the days of goose-quills) lay beside
a penknife a little beyond the paper on whieh I was
writing- Poll quietly took possession of the pen and

flew o With it. Sticking itbetween thebars of her
cage and eyeing me with a cunning look, she came
back again. Making. her bows, she repeated in more
decided tones, Poor Polly Poor Polly Never too
late Never too late to mend then picked up the
penknife in her handy claws, weighed it carefully,
and transférring it to, her bill, balanced it with a
nie, ety and precision that a reasonm*g -'be*ng t
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have used.- Satisfied there was no fecir ol droppinfr
it,« she carried it off to her cacr

? ,e
1 let her atone to see what s ' he would do.next, but

this time I had to put a, stop to her proceedinps.
Polly had obtained'pen and penknife, but she liad no
ink, so She walked to, and fro on the table eveinct the

inkstand and repeating her address, Poor Polly I
Poor Poll ' y '; )ý as usuall, but when she made an attempt
to abstract the glass with the ink in iffrom the stand,
I trembled for the result, and laid my hand on the
stand, decidedly, <c No, Polly that W- 1 not do:

' sýW9
the ink you must leave alone.15

I believe the sagmelious creature understood, but
unwilling to let an opportunity pass, she deliberately

seized. my envelope by a corner and marched away
mit% * iL

B ing deprived ' of the ink, however, she could
make no attempt at W-riting, so wisely turned her
attention to, something els7e.

The house-maià hàd eome ' in to, lay the cloth for
dinner, and'having set the voider in order, she depos-

ited the kni tray on the floor beside it and left é
room.

Nirs. Poll ost not à minute in taking a, antage of
her absence. rged either by mi chiefý-ôr acquisitive-

ness, she flew own. and set to'Work.
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She took every knife and fork out of the tray, and

laid them side by side on the floor, and then pro- d
ceeded to, conceal'them by po-ing them under the

edge of the carpet-hïding the knives and forks so

completely that not even a handle was -vÏsible. The

carver gave her the most trouble. She could -no

manage to, hide it under the ciarpet, so took it in hiez

bill, but found she could not balance it-it was

large,-too heavy in the handle, and too long, -in t e

blade-so she shoved it under the stand of-ýihe voi er

as far as she could reach.

It wu amusing to wateh the manner in whieh she

prance about when -her tuk was done-how she

eyed the hidden things, and inspected the spot to

make s ire nothing of them. was visible. Then re-
"ii ýn) resumed her'perch on

e tî g her usuàl formula, she

h\'to, of the cage to, see what would-follow.

1 do not know if Polly- did, but 1 most certainly

enjoyed the state of perplexity the poor maid çývas

in. First she looked into the empty tray and said,

Weil, sure, and L thought 1 had brought 'in them

knives ail right. Why, what a fool I must be and

went out again. But they were not in her pantry, so

back she came.

If you please, Miss, did you do anything with my J
knives ? The question was asked h1m bly and

doubtingly.
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No, Mary, I 'ever touched them."
I coülcl'jîot -fnd it in my heart to betray the parrot

and spoil the fun.

Sure, the things must be bewitched, Miss, for

they are. not in my pantry, and.--the'y-; are not hère

either."

AU this time the bird wa*s hopping about, first on

one leg and then on the other, bowing her head and

repeating, «c Poor Polly!: Poor PoRy

But Mary soon jound out the trick- the bird had

played her. Her foot struck against the hidden

knives, and then thè'secret was out. Mary finished

setting the table, muttering to, herself, "' Well, Ldo

bélieve that the old one is in that. wicked bird; it's

up to everything, it is I'f

One fine spring morning the window had 'been left

open -in front of the stand on whieh Polly's cage

always stood. The warm fresh air inspired the bird

with the desi ' re to be abroad enjoying the delights of

freedom, so she managed to open the door of her,

cýlded prison, and flew away over the Common to

revel in the sweet scents of gorse and heather then

in bloom on the turfy waste whieh lay on one side

of the town.

There wàs a great fuss in the house when Polly's

cage was discovered to be, empty. Search was made



94 COT AND CRADLE STORIES.

everywhere in the house without success. ' She must

have gone forth through the window, but in which
direction no one could . decide. Men and maids, boys
and 'girls started up and down the street, into the
by-ways and even down to the market-place." The
hue and cry was raised that the precious--5-ý' foreign
bird w*as lost, and liberal offers of reward were
made for its recovery.

Meanwhile- Mistress Poll- had naturally preferred a
wider range for her liberty than a dusty street, and
was out among the gay golden-flowered furze bushes

of Bungaye Cornmon.'
About noon a small mob of ragged boys and girls

rushed up to, Mrs. S-'s front door with the news
that they had noticed a lot of small birds; sparrows

and chaffinches and robins, gathered together and
flying about a hawthorn bush, and scolding at -a
great rate at a big grey bird with scarlet legs and
a red mark -on its neck.

One of the boys said the little birds might have
pecked at the grey bird and made its neek bleed, but
they all wondered to hear the big one talking to, the
little ones.

And oh, Missis1 that queer bird did preach a real
sermon to, the little fellows, and told them to mend
their ways; and she told them, her name was Polly,
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-and we cpt right feared on her, for we,,,never did
hear a bird talk like a human afore. We ra-n awav
as fast as w_é could, and we met a, man who told us

it was your talking bird, an' he said vou would give
us a lot if -we zot her safe, maybe as much as six-
pence-."'

This hint being respondéà to, and an additional
donation - of cake and raisins being gratefully ac-
cepted by the boys, the spot Polly had retired to, was.
soon reached. j

The parrot was easily recaptured, the cage being
set within sight of the fugitive, furnished with a
lump of sugar and a biscuit. Polly, knowing that no
such dainties grew on furze bushes, respouded to
the bait and flew down -from her wanderings. -She
hopped in at the open door repeating her old words

very emphatically,: " Never too laité! Never too late'
to mend and was boi-ne home in'triumph, attended

by all the iirchins that had gathered round to look
at and listen to the -wonderful -talking bird.

One thing delighted the household -in Broad Street.
Polly had learned a new word, had added to her stock
of vocables, and now shouted, '-'Cuckoo'ý Cuckoo."
imitating the mellow note of that mysterious spring

visitor ýsû perfectly that you might have fancied you
heard the cuckoo calling as she flew above your head.
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Polly had heard it while she was sitting in the

hawthorn bush on the Common, and was evidently

pleased with her new aecomplishment. She lived to

be quite old, but I never heard that she paid another

visit to, the Common, or whether the little birds she

saw there profited by the sermon she preached to

them.

w0ý



Zat anb Zit Zbe Orounb %quirreis

of Minnewaw-a.

T.&Tand Tit began thei' life together on one of the
large islands in Stony Lake. They were pretty little
matures. -Their fur was a light brown, with stripes
of black and white along the back; their tails were
fiat and furred., -but not as long and'flaffy as the red

squirrels' tails, are.
The Indiam 1 call the ground. squirrels "' chipmunks,"

because when they are angry or frightened they cry,
CWP-chip-chip as they run up the -treés to Èet out

'ýf dangei. 'They are the smallest kind ohsquirrel,
not very much bigger than dormice. Their cousins,

the black, the grey, the red and the flying squii-rels,
are all much bigger than the ground squirrel. They
make their houses in themund- under roeks and mots,
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npt up in the forked branches of big trees nor in the
hollow trunks of dead ones, as the larger squirrels do.

Tat was rathe-iý-bigÉWthan his little wife Tit, and
being the stronger, he could do more work in getting

seeds out of the pine cones and bringing home acorns;
but Tit was very clever..in finding where the ripe
strawberries and huckleberries Nvhat bil-

berries were sweetek and earliest to ripen.
The island was a fine place for squirrels to live on.

There were oak trees to give them plentyý of acorns, and
tall pine trees that had cones full of nice seeds, besides

plenty of plants and bushes mrith sweet berries on'
them.; so there was no lack of food for Tat and Tit
to eat during the summer, or to lay up in the little

granary dug deep.down under the root of the big
tree, where they kept nuts, seeds and acorns in store
for winter use.

The good God, when He created them à ild many
other of the wild animals, gave them wisd'm t-
provide for the cold season of 1rost and snow, by
laying up for themselves food for the time when they

can get nothing to eat from the frozen ground. As
squirrels and field-mice, and bears and raccoons, and
many other wild matures sleep during most of the
winter, months, they do not require a great deal of food,

but they know just exactly how mueh to provide, and
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never'seem to lay up too much or too little for their
needs. 11

The squirrels have no hands to carry what they
gather, but they have little pouches, or pockets, in
their cheeks that they fill with. se éds or nuts or what-

ever they wish to carry, and thé se they can empty
when they reach their storiýpg-place. You cannot see

them at work filling these pouches, but t4ey can stuff
a great deal into -tliem--and are buiy running to and

fro all dae filling and emptying thèm.
Our little squîrrels were nice and cleanly in their

habits, and kept everything tidy in their little house.
They were very lively, and liked a good game of play

TAT A,-i,;DTrr.
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when the sun shone brightly, racing and chasing,
skipping and leaping about and over one anothers
back like children in a play-ground. You would laugh
to see the merry little matures so full of frolic and
fun.

Yet Tat and Tit had their troubles, too, and now I
am goi ng to, tell you of how they had to, leave the big
island and seek another home.

One fine day a gang of rude lumbermen came in
boats to the island. They had axes and ropes, and
they eut down the fine pine trees and- sawed them up
into big logs; then they chopped down the beautiful

oak trees, and hewed off the branches, and eut the
trunks into lengths. The other trees they eut into
firewood, and altogether made such havoc of all the
pretty bushes and green things on the island, that it
looked bare and ugly.

After rolling aR -the logs into the water and
making a boom to keep them friom. floating ofF, the

men went away. But they forgot to, see that the
fires they had made on the island to cook their food

by were quite out, and some days after they left, the
wind fanned the smoulderi»ng ashes into a blaze, and

the dead leaves and trampled -gr-qss being very dry,
the fire quickly spread. Soon there was nothing on
the island but black burnt ground and bare rocks-
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Our little squirrels Iwere so frightened that they

jumped into the water and swam away from the

heat and smoke of their burning island. It was a-

good thing that they, like all these little matures

were good swimmers.

It - was a beautiful moonlight night and- the water

of the lake was warm, but Tat said he thought it

was better to be on dry land or up ý in a green tree on

an island than in the water., Thçy swam a long %vaýy

and Tat began to be very tired then they - had -come

away in such a hurry they had brought no -food with

themand he was very hungry.

Let us land on this island close by,»- said Tit,

and go to our cousins, the red squirrels, and ask

them to giye us somle supper and abed."

"Well, I am pot --fond of begging,"" replied Tat,

but 1 am very hungry and tired, and do not mind

for once asking Dot and Dit, the red squirrels, for a

nut or an acorn."

So they,- landed on the shore -ýof, the island, and

after waiting about a Ettle to, dry-Aheir we't tails,

they went to the foot of a big tree--whére they heard

the welcome sound of cracking nuts and nibbling,

acorns going on.

Tat seratched i ovfuR at the bark of the tree

by -way-- of asking . adm littance. Now Dot.% the rtid
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squirrel,'was not'a very kind-hearted fellow, ând did
hot like being disturbed at his supper.' Hé poked
his head out of the warrn' nest up in the t.ree. where
he and his wife ànd family lived, and said- curtly,

Who is seratching at my. door at Ithis time of
night ?

It is only Tat and Tit- ygur cousins, Mr. Dot,ý'.
replied, Tat.

said Dot, very gmEy. and what do you
want you two chipmunks, disturbing folks in this

way
If you please, cousin Dot,'-.said Tit, in a soft

pleading voice, "we have been burnt out of house
and home on our ownisland, and,-we are very tired
and cold and hungry."

Dit, whoý w'as much kinder than Dot, seeing
how tired and misérable the two poor little 'chip-

munks looked, shivering at the foot -of the tree,
threwlthem down a nut and some berries, and told
them- they would find a hole aàd some moss among
the roots below, where they could rest for the
night.

This was but a cold w'elcome for - Tat and 'Tit, and
though they accepted the privilege, they did not feel

very grateful to theïr niggardly relations. They
heard Dot scolding Dit for throwing them the nut



TA TA ND TIT. 103

and giving them leave, to sleep in the hole at the foot
of théir tree.

As for cousins," they heard him sayI& I, for one,
do -not hold chipmun-s as any relation of the red
squn Y., and I hope they will go away soon

and not- trouble us Nvith their company."
This uiigracious speech annoyed Tat and Tit very

much, and they wîshed they had gone to some kinder
family in their need.

Never mind, Tat." said Titi ci we will get up very
early in the morning before Dot and Dit are awake,
and go away to the other side of . the island, where

we may find some berries for breakfast."
Tat had forgotten one thing when he craved the

red squirrels' hospitality, and that was the well-
known fact that the red squarréls are never friendly

with the grgund squirrels, but will chase them away,
bite, scratch, aùd ill-treat them if the- fmd them

among the acorns or pine cones; just as if the oak
trees and pines were- their property and the ground

squirrels were robbing them. Sometimes they will
run after and take away from them the acor's they
are carrying, and will even -kill the ' littlé things, so

-that it was a good thing that-Tat and Tit escaped
before surly old Dot got up that day.

Tat and Tit euddled, down for the night, his soft



little* nose over her warm back) and they -soon et dry

and'slept well. They were awake again just, as the

first rays of the Morning sun fell across the island,

making the dew-drops shine like diamonds on the

wild grasses and flowers.

1 do not, -know whether our two little friends stayèd

to, wash their faces in the dew, or to brush their

brown coatis, or trim their---whiskers and tails, for

they were in a huýTy to, go away and seek foi food or

find some ' more hospitable friends than the red

squirrels.

It is a bad thing that the big and strong often

attac-k the small and weak, even leaving the sick and

wounded to die without caring for them. God has

taught us to be tender and kind to the wéak and

suffering, the aged and infirm.

Tat, and Tit, soon found plenty of berries-and roots,

but while they were eating them they were startled

by the sight, of a' broad-wiged, hawk that was

hovering above the trees. They ran as fast &s they

could, never stopping till ý they found r themselves at

the lake-shore.

There was a canoe lying on the bank just above

the water's edge. Into it the chipmuýiks leaped, and-

hid themselves under a bundle that lay at the bottom,

where they felt they were quite'safe from the keen

eyes of the hawk.

104 COT AND iCRADLE -STORIES.
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After awhile they ventured to look out from under
the bundle, whieh was indeed nothing but a coat

whieh the owner of the canoe had left there. Pres-
ently they found a piece of bread, some cake and

some cheese in the pocket. This was a great fmd for.
the little chipmunks, who had often picked up the
crumbs and crusts left by the lumbermen, and they
wer6 glad to get such a treat. They nibbled the

cheese and thought it very good. When, they had
eaten all they wanted théyfilled the little pockets in

their chee-9,for thev thought, from' past experience
that it would be wisé--to lay by some of the nice food
against the time they might, be hungry again.

They thought the canoe was a fine big shell, s
determined to make themselves happy and comfort-
able no.w.that they had plenty to, eat and nothing to
trouble them. The skipped about and enjoyed
themselves greatly. When they were tired they'

crept into, one of the pockets of 'the coàt, and found it
soft and warm, very pleasant to sleep mi. Now and
then they took a nibble at, the cheèse,--;ýLthese little
creatures did - not know any law'against taking what
did not belong to them, but thought they were very
lucky in finding suýh nice things provided, for them

without having the trouble of seeking the food
for themselves. It is wrong for children to. steal,
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but, it was' no sin in.- these -little wild squirrels.

Alas?

114 The best laid schemes o' mice an' men

Gang aft agley."

About noon-time the- canoe-man came back, and

taking up his coat, gave it a shake. Out came Tat

and Tit in a hurry..and away they scampered to hide

themselves, clinging in a terrible fright to the side

of the canoe.

Ugh 1 you little thieves1 umbled thé -an, when

.he'noticed the marks of their teeth- On his bread and

the big hole made in his cheese; but he thought it

was field-mice or " a musk-rat, perhaps.that hazd found

out his store, and did not see the_ý, poor trembling

chipmunks clinging to the canQe. --
They lay quite still until the man, having finished

his dinner, lay down and went to, sleep.

After a while he wakened up, and taking the

paddle in his hand pushed off from the shore, and the

next thing the chipmunks knew was that he had

landed on the shore of a little cove, between two

irocks, and jumpi'g ashore dragged the canoe ùp;
then turning it over bottom upwards went away. -

Our little travellers skipped away as soon as the

man was out of sight, and soon came to the conclu-
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Lhat they had arrived at an excellent place in

which to settle.

It was indeed a fine place for them, plenty -of lofty

oak and pine trees, lots of bushes full of fruit, rasp-

berries and bilberries, huckleberries and strawber"es.

This is a grand placel. " cried Tat, glèefully, "' and

if there are no red squirrels or other disagreeable

als on it, we will call this 0'ur island and live-here

always."

There are a great number of islands -in Stony Lake

-some large and some small - so'e only bare rocks

without trees upon them, nothing but tufts of grass

and round cushions of zrev moss or lichens others

rise high in huge rugged, rocky banks that are hard

to climb, and are clothed with lofty trees, such as

tall pines with dark fé atherSr tops, -fine large oaks and

poplars, and ihany otherkinds.

The people who like to come to cool, quiet places in

hot weather have' built houses on many of these

wooded rocky islands, and spend a pleasant time

there during the summer. -'They have boating' and

bathing, and some plant little gardens -and care for

the wild-flowers,,of which there are many kinds grow-

ing on all the islands, even in the most barren-look-

ing spots among or on the rocks.

.Names are given to the islands by the people who
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live on them, and'8ome have wisely chosen an Indian
name which is more or less descriptiîve of the sort of

island.
The wildj rocky, but tree-elad island on which Tat

and Tit had "Ianded, and which they meant to call
their own, was called Minnewawa by the Indians. It

means Lake, or Water of the Wild Goose, and was
called so because the wild geese came early in the
spring and made their nests in the rushes of the little

«h- re the water
coves or inlets between the rocks' w e
lay calm and sheltered from the cold winds. There
the good motherly geese coul'd sit and hatch their

little .. dow-y broods and teach them how to swim,
without danger of their being hurt or killed by bull
frogs or fish-hà'wks. You see how all mothers take
care for the safety and good of their children, even
wild geese and ducks and hens, fierce eagles, and lions

and tigers love their little ones. The great God who
made them has given them this love for their young.

Well, Minnewawa was just the place for the little
chipmunks and for birds. The only neighbours Tat
and Tit had were a family of, flying-squirrels, who

were notmuch bigger than th' mselves, and a pair of

Minnewawa has also been translated, Murmur of the wind in
tree-tops," but that gïven in the text is correct-Minn,É; -water,
wawa, wild geese-in the Otchipte or Chippewa language. -ED.
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wood phSbes-dear busy littlê birds with black
heads and some white about their breasts, who build
a nest of mud and moss -and live by catching mos-

quitoes, and all kinds of sraall flies and midges.
The flying-sýquirrel is a very pretty. creature.- His

fur is a grey colour, and soft as silk;. his eyes are
round, 'black and very bright, and he has a lovely tail
which he sets up when he takes a jump, and it looks

like a fine grey feather. He. too, like the chipmunk,
lives on nuts and berries, and sleeps during the mrinter

mont.hs in a soft nest, where he lies 8Uug and warm
beside his little grey wife and wé/e ýnes while the
cold weather lasts.

Tat and Tit were always good friends with the
fly *g-squirrels, so they were not sorry to find a
family of them living on the island; they knew

they would not chasé them away, but would let
them feed among the oak and pine trees, and be

friendly enough to'show them where the best food
was to, be found.

The first thing Tat did was to look out for a nice
secure spot in which to make a house. He was not
long in finding a suitable place, although there were
so many holes and hollows among the rocks that lay

piled on the shore, and on the lanà'higher up on the

island, that it was a little hard to decide which would

be the best.
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Tit was well pleased, with Tat's choice of a deepq
round hole at the foot of an aged oak tree, from
which the acorns would drop to the -ground close by.

The little 'pair set to work, and with their hands
smoothed all the'rough places, and dug and scooped

out the hole till it was large enough for them to,
sleep in, with a little feeding-room and storehouse
béside; theh they made it warm and soft with moss
and dried hay, and any very nice thing thaf they

found in. the way of down or féathers that hàd been
dropped by the wild duéks or geese.

The chipmunks were'very busy aDd- very -happy.
Little people who have plenty to do are always much
happier than thoseý who are idle or lazy.

The summer passed away very merrily for our
friend,s and when the days began to shorten, they

k.new they- must bestir themselves to lay up storesi1."..
for the long cold winter that was sure to come.

Tat remembered where the w'Id rice gre*, with its
long bright green grassy leavesýa-nd its -lovely trem-

-Oowers waving with every breath of wind, and
-Lhat now the tall spikes of grainmust be ripe. Hè
knew, too, that if any of the Indian women chanced

to land near the rice-bed, they would gather it all
for food for themselves and their children, and leave
very little for the squirrels. So he and Tit made
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haMe to visit the swamp where they had seen the
v-ild rice, and in a little while they had carried «an

ample store to the.house under the tree.
The high inds, of October brought down showers

of ripe acorns from ' the oa- -tree, so they had not far
to go for them. Pine cones full of seeds also, strewed
the ground. Then there w ere hazel nuts on the
bush es that had -at first been hidden by the long
leafy hoods that covered them. but the frost with-

ered these, and then the nuts, brown as berries, were
seen.

I am not sure, if our squirrels, cared for the hard,
crude juniper berries, although they looked so bright
on the green branches of the low bushes; but if they

did not, there were other w-*ld matures who mig4t
take them. Some of the birds that stay -with us

'during the winter season are glad of the junip'ër
berries, so you see there is something for all God's

creatures, however small.
Shorter and colder grew the days. The frost had

already set in, the lake no longer ffiwed fresh and
blue, or reflected the island shore',-the\,tall -trees, the
elouds and the sunshine, or the moon and ý stars upon
its surface. It was white and still as death-silent
under a covering of thic- iee and snow, where once

-had been sound and motion.
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Our chipmunks bad retir (el - to, their well-lined nest,
and were fast asleep eurled up like balls of soft fur.

They heeded not the cold. winds sweeping through
the trees, or the deep snowdrifts that lay heaped
upon the ground.

We will leave them th, eré till the winds grow soft
and warm sunbeams melt the snow -wreaths and
loosen the ice that binds' up the water of the lakes
and streams.

Good-night, little Tat, and Tit good-night, and
pleasant dreams



KATIEwas only ten years old. Her mother was a
widow who lived in a town where ber two' boy§

could be within reach of -a good school, but Katie
lived with ber grandmother in the country.

Sometimes the boys spent their holidays in the
country with their grandmother, and when they were
together Kat'e and ber brothers had always a happy
time.

It was Katie's birthday, and as she could not g, 0 to
spend it with ber mother, ber elder brother Charlie
came to see---,heýr,-and to-,bring ber the accustomed

birthéldý presénît -from ber mother.
Katie always enj ' ed surprises, and this timeý aftér

Charlie had goiven ber a new doll and some eandies,
he showed ber a basket with a cover tied down on

it, and asked ber to guess what was in it. He hacl'

Zbe pet _16antams.



brought the basket all the way from K--=,.in the

cars, and it had something alive in it.

Katie guessed-,anreat many-Çmes. She lifted the

basket and felt it was heavy, and she heard a scratch-

ing noise in it then she peeped through the cracks.

It is a rabbit, a white o üe, I know it is> " she cried,
for I see something white inside."

No, gues-s'again," said Charlie, it is not a
rabbit."

It is a lovely white -kitten, then, and I am so

glad, beeause I do love pussiies."

<cNo, not right yet ; guess again," laughed Charlie,

who was a little lit of a tease.

Then, is it guinea-pigs ? I'm sure it is, two nice

little gui*nea-pigs.>.l

No, wrong again.'>

cc Oh, you tiresome boy! cried Katie, getting im-

patient, " I wont love you a bit if you do not let me

open the basket."

Charlie laughed and held the lid -for a -M'inute

longer, then he untied it and lifted out-->ýa beautiful

pair of bantams.

Katie was so surprised and delighted that she
could only say, cc Oh. what darlings 1 jý

Charlie eut the strings that tièd the feet of the,

little matures together, and put them down on the0

114 COT AND CRADLE STORIES.
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ground. The hen was as white as -snow and soft as
silk, but the rooster was indeed a beautiful bird. His
feathers were black and red and gold-coloured, bright,
and glos,,,sy: he had lovely droopincr feathers in his

tail of a shining greenish black. Ah m.a- y a ,cnrl
would have liked'to rob the bantam of thýM to stick-

in her hat. The red comb on his head was so bright
it looked scarlet - when the -light. shone on it, and lie

had handsome black stockings of fine feathers dom-n
io his toes.

As soon as he found himself *free lie stepped out,-
clapped his wings to shake off the dust of travel, and
gave a loud sharp crow that almost startIed -Katie.

She said it sounded like "' ]Elow do you dol how -do
you do, Katie?-" but Charlie said it was bird lan-

guage, and sounded more like <Erka-rerka--erka-
kroo-kroo-oo 1 .? I and all he could make of the little

hen's voice. wa-s Kra-kra-kra 1.
Katie and Charlie both tried to, imitate the ban-

tams, but they , could not make much of it.
The next thing was to- get bread crumbs and crrain,'

and a saucer of water to, refresh them after their,
journey, and to, stand by and watch the little pair

enjoying iti all the while preening their feathers,
before they nestIed dowm, elose together after -theïr
wants had been satisfied.
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Then came the question of what they should be

called. -Kâtie suggested " Beauty " and 'l' Belle," but

Cliarlie, who was deep in the study of Roman history,
îï çsaid -that was too common a name why not call

V them "' Mark Antony " and- Cleopatra Katie was

not at all sure she liked -sueà urànd names-in faef -she

thought them very odd nanies'to giveto anything so

pretty as the bantams-but. as she had a very high'

opinion of Charlie's learning, she gave up her.wish and

nsented to -have her pets called àlark Antony"

;ýând Cleopatra."
I don't suppose the darlings will mind what they

are called if weg-ive them plenty of food and find a

nice hýouse for them.

After strutting about the preÈaises for a while the

bantams found a high place in the wood-shed-a loft

where there was a lot of rubbish-and they settled

themselves for a roos on a beam that just suited

theni, and made theniselves quite comfortable for the

night.

At the first dawn of day Kdtie was awakened from

her sleep, by the crowing of Mark Antony, and by
the time she -and Charlie were dressed, the bantains

were marchino- about the yard and seratching to find

worms and seeds amon» the crass and chips; and9
when Katie scattered some 'grain and prunibs they
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came and took them, as tame as if thev had -nown

her ail their lives.

Charlie said'there would be no need for ' a coop or a

house for them , as thev would not ran' awav, they

,-,,eemed so well eontenteci.

, After a few days had passed the little white hen

fotind her way to the kitchen. Under the dresser

there chanced to be, an épen basket in which Maggie,

the maid, had put the clean clothes ready folded for

ironing, and into the midst of the nicely rolled-up
linen Cleopatra settled hèrself down very quietly, and

in about half an hour or so out she flew, making

such a cackling, which was answered by M-ark Antony

calling and clapping his wings to let all the house

know the news that his wife had laid a béautiful

white egg.

The egg _wàs a very small one to, make such a fuss
,about, but Katie was as much delighted at, ýhe sight,

of it as if it had been twice as big-
Ma ' *e said she would not, put up- with the little99,

hen making a nest among her clean clothes, and the

next time Cleopatra came into the kitchen to lay

her egg Maggie drove her out into the shed. Katie

thought ý Maggie was very ill-natùred, but the bantýy
soon found a nest, for herself in the loft. Every day

she laid an egg, while Mark -Antony sat on the end
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of 'the board ready to call with her when she flew
down from her nest.

At the end of a week, however, Cleopatra refused
to come off the nest. It was to no Purpose that her
little husband urcred her to leave it ; she resolutely

refused, and as Mark Aýiton could not prevail u-non
her to do what he wished, he got S'Ulky and angry
With her.

Whether she told him that she'was sitting on the
eggs and could not leave them to gej cold while she
went. about taking her pleasure with him, I do not

know, but Katie was quite sure she had explained
all about the work she had to, do hatching the'eggs.
Still the selfish fellow would not understand her., and
sulked and scolded the poor little thing, but she kept
very quiet on the nest and took no notice.

At last he lost all patience, and flew down in a
great rage, giving her a bit of his mind very decid-
edly; but Cleopatra knew what was her duty to, her

eggs, and only nodded her wise little head without
giving the least sign that she meant to y.i*eld to his
wishes. Then he stalked away, and did not come
back again. till late in the afternoon.

And how do you think the S" illy fellow -tried to
punish Cleopatra? He made his appearanèe in the

wood-shed with two ugly, big black hens beside him,
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and he str'tted to, and fro, seratched up the ground
just below where Cleopatra sat, and clapped his

wings, and niade a great crowing, as if he woulçl
say, "' There, madam, you may go on sitting there as
long as you like. 1 have got two large wives to tace
your place. Who cares for you ? Not P

The pretty white hen looked down on her livals,
and if you could have heard'her speak she would'
have said, " What a couple of great coarse-looking olid
frights they both'arel Much good may they do you,
my dear husband."

Mark Antony certainly had not chosen these com-
mon barn-yard hens for their youth or beauty, and
the comparison between them and his pretty dainty

little bantam wife when he saw them together made
him feel rather, mean, so hé' sulked and walked off
acrain.

It was only a day after this that Katie, when she
went out to feed her bantams, noticed that Cleopatra

did not as usual, come down for her breakfast. Look-
inom closer she saw a soft fluffy little chick peeping-
out from beneath the carefùI mother's breast feathers,
and presently an ' other and another popped its, tiny
head out, so she knew that the white hen had hatched
her eggs.

Full of joy she ran to call Charlie, who soon



scrambled up into the loft and handed dow n seven

little chicks ýDýis cap. Then in agreat hurry, down

flew the little mother to look after her broo'd.

While Katie was crumbling some bread for -the

chicks, Charlie laid down an empty flour-barrel, and

Cuttiùg some sticks with sharp points to them, stuck

them in the ground in front of the open end of the

barrel, with space enougli between to let the little

hen' go in and out if she wished. It made a nice

coop, and the bantam and her brood were well housed

and as happy as they could be.

When Mark Antony came into the yard he was

surprised at the sight of Cleopatra and her family.

She had not, quite forgotten his behaviour, and how

he had tried to vex her by bringing the twor black

hens into the shed; so when he drew near she took

very little notice of him, and -when he looked cross

she advised him to, go back to his larger friends-

she had her chicks to attend to and could not be

bothered with him.

A brave little guardian she proved to her brood.

No cat or rat or any other hurtful thing could come

near them', and whe 1 n one day the two, black he'ns

came to, inspect them she fairly drove them before

her out of the yard. They never dared venture in

sight of the little vixen again.

qj
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It was late ib the hot month of July before Cleo-

patra made friends again with iark Antony, but by<'-

deggrees she lèt him come near her and look at his

fine, now full-fledged, family, and to, take notice of

their beauty and to praise them. and express his pride

in being father to, such a flock of handsome chicks.

Before long they were quite reconciled and lived

verv happily together, and though they are both

growing old they are still the dearest and' most

Prized of Katie's pets.
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O-x a pleasant flowery plain grew a mighty oak tree
and at its mots tender grass, beautiful, graceful ferns,
and sweet blue violets.

The same sunbeams glistened on the shining leaves
of the great'oak. as brightèned the lowly grass and
ferns and -flowers- The same génial showers of

spring and dews of summer fed them. The same
breezes -that stirred the spreading branches of the

sturd oak softly waved the leaflets of the ferns and
kissed the blossâms of the violets, shedding àbroad''
their fragrance On the air. The same rich mou- Id
that fed the strong roots of the tree had -nourished
the fibres of the grasses, the ferns and the violets.

All had received thé gifts of theïr great Creator in
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equal shares for',the good 'of all allike. The plants

gave back to- the earth for the use of the oak all

their old leaves, adding richness to the soil and also.

givinom something- to the air that was needed for the

good of men and animals. What the plants did not

need , they gave 'back, keeping only a little for, future

use stored in their living roots.

If the oak had taken more during lits long life, it

also had yielded more. For two hundred years it

had grown and thriven through wintry blasts and

summeÉ tempests. Bravely it had held up its leafy

head agaînst the crashing thunder-bolts, and bravely

il had faced the fierce lightning that passed it-ý by
without blightingr a leaf or withering a branch.

Year after year in the autumn the fallen leaves of

the oak were spread over its lowly dépendants, a

deep warm covering to, keep them safe from bitter

winds and biting frosts thus had they lived and

helped each other.

The squirrels played among- the topmost branches

of the giant tree, and -feasted on the brown acorns,

not néglecting to lay up stores of the latter for the

winter in their hidden granaries.
.The bees gathered honey from its blossoms, and

in the spring thé' birds-built their nests and hatched

their young unseen among- its sheltering leaves, or2D C
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filled the air with. songs of gladness. All was peace

and joy- and harmony - each lived for the other, and

high and low were both coûtent.

One summer day it chanced tliat two travellers,_

tired from their long journey, sat down to, rest

beneath the grýtefu1 shade of the oak.

What a contrast this grand tree presents when

compared with these triflin* plants at it roots ?.." said9
one as he leaned his back against, the grey-barked,

massive t.iiink of the tree. Of what use are they ?
he went on, as he carelessly plucked a handful- of thé

pretty ferns and violets and cast them aside, givinrcZ,
no thought to, their' beau'ty, for he was. no lover of

God's work in nature.

It is a fine piece of timber, my friend," said the

other., as he looked up with admiration at the size of

the great tree if -felled, this oak would eut into

planks and beams stout and strong enough for a--

man-of-war-"

" If it were mine," said the first speaker, " it would

soon be eut up and turned into mone'y instead -of

standing here useless."
"' Yet it would be a pity after all, for the tree lis -a

great ornament and someone might, m -iss it,?' said his

friend.

Not much more than these weeds * ai its foot
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would, and no one cares for weeds," was the answer:
and the men rose up and went on their way.

But the little plants had heard,- and were very
angry at the slight that had been shown them in

being called weed&
Weeds, inrýéd nothing but weeds exclaimed

the graceful lady-fern, as she tried to raise her
crushed stem.'

Useless tWmcrs! N.o one cares, for us! " sobbed
the poor torn violets the unféeling man had pluck-ed
and trampled upon, while the tender blades of grass
were too crushed to, express their indignation at the

way they had been treàted.'
These graceless men* made a ggTeat fuss about this

big oak, and never listened to, one, of my songs 11
cried a mocking-bird from a bough above.

ceAnd never noticed theàe pretty little onês of mine
playing at hide-and-seek on the branch over their
ugly hëads chattered a red squirrel, with a morti-
-fied air.

'c I am sure they were quite blind to, my beautiful
colýU*S," êomplained a swallow-tail butterfly as he
rested on an oak leaf close by.

cc Ohy my dear friends." saîd a bee, "' butterflies ànd
bees ar' e of no value w, e cannot be made use of as

beams and boards!
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They were all hurt because the oak was said to be
of more value-than they were.

The grand old tree sighed through all its branches,
and was grieved by the.envious spirit roused by the
words they had heard. Still more did' its great
heart ache when it heaid one of itsde'endants
exclaim:

" Let them come and eut down the oak. we shall
not mind there will _béeýaII the more room left "for

our roots!
Not many days after there came a party of lumber-

mený a' rmed with sharp axes. They crossed the plain,
and 'when they reached the oak .they stopped and

looked at it. Then taking the shining axes' from
their shoulders, they struck the, trunk of the tree

till the'air re-echoed with the sound of the blows.
Yes, it is a noble tree," said one of the men, " -but

it will take many a stroke to bring it down and saw
ît into logs for the saw-mill. Be that as it may,
though, there is money in it."

Then the men smote thè'tree many more blows
with their axes. The birds flew awa in terror; the

squirrels fled, leaping. from branch to branch, and
hardly got away safe- from the dogs that had come

with the men.
Hour after hour the woods rang with the sound of
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the strokes of the âxe-men. - At last, with a crash

that made the- earth fairly quak, down. came the

micrhty tree prostrate on the ground it had so 'long

adorned, a thing of- grandeur and of beauty.

Alas!" the'poor ferns and the violets and grasses

were so trodden down, crushed and shapeless beneath

the heels of the axe-men they had little life left in

them. The winter came, but the ground .. was bare

and there were no sheltering leavès to éover them..

The frosts nipped the roots, the summer heat

withered them, an d thus uncared for- they perished.

Too late they repented of their envy and ingratitude,

and learned that the *ak had been their best friend

for all time and seasons.

The downfall of the lofty ý had been the destruc-

tion of the lowly.
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evening piders met by chance'0-N'E fine summer * Y two sý

on the top of a brick wall that surrounded a pleasant

garden. These Épidei-s"-were of-, different species and

very unlike in their habits and -dispositions. One,

whom I shalf call Daddy Longlegs, was of that wander-

ing and harmless tribe country-folk èall har'estmen,

because they aré often seen during harvest season

galloping over the fields and gardens, and even ven'

turing înside people's houses. There, is a saý-ing

among old wives, A great many harvestmen, a

bar-nful of corn."

The harvestman is a most ainiàle spider, never

being known to, pinch or bite the, rýýapers in the corn-

fields, or the poor gleaners when they gro to, sleep

under the hedges,-though he'will run over their faces

.or hands if -they chance to obstruët his proggTess, yet

flDm flytrap alib E)abbý



so lightly that this does not even cause the sleepers to
start. The lives of these spiders, Iý too, > are protected

by the same.kindly prejudice th'at preserves the robin
and the- swallow.' Country people consider it a bar-
barous act to kill the harmless harvestman.

They are not so voracious as the garden or house
spiders, contenting themselves with the very - small

insects, such as the little grey gnats and tiny flies,
which they find trapped in the old--webs of the

garden spiders.

Perhaps I had better give a slight account of Mr.
Longlegs' appearance, as he may not be aI-read'--ý
known to my young friends.

Mr. Longlegs had a very light grey bod ôunted
upon eight slender legs of a most ama r length-ZIP9
so long that by their help he covere-d.-ab-out six times
the ground occupied by a commoni spider. Among
his tribe lie was always looked upon as a very accom-

plished- person, the most expert dancer and -swiftest
of foot of all the family of Longlegs. He was also
reinarkable for his evenness of temper, never putting
himself in a passion on any provocation.

It 'is better," he would s-ay, "to take matters
coolly and fairly tliose who do so are sure to
best off in the end."

Mrs. Flytrap, the garden spider, was a creature of
a very different order. She was of a watchful, cun-

fi

fi
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-ning týmper, very greedy and avaricions. She worked
hard, and was never happy unle'ss she had half-a-

dozen webs hung out to catch .unwary insects, and a
larder well stockéd with legs and wings of the fattest

anctenderest description. Her body was of a dusky
brown colour, with as many eyes as she had legs,

and though you would have supposed eight eyes were
quite, as'many as>one spider could need, she said they

were not enough,'for let her be ever so watchful
some good morsel was sure to escape her notice or be

stolen from, her by one of her neighbours. She WaS
on foot from sunrise till sunset, seldom taking any

rest or pleasure, and was so sour and unsociable that
she was not only ugly but looked ever so much older
than the gay, good-humoured harvestman.

But to my story. Mrs. Flytrap was running along
the -wall at full. speed to look at a web she had made

that very morning, and in whieh she, exp'ected to,
find entangled some fat fly or juicy young gnat when.

a stop was put to, her progress by the unwelcome
presence of Mr. Longlegs. He was standing quietly

looking down at the leaves of a currant bush which
grew against the wallbelow, his long legs taking up
the whole path and effectually blocking the way.

Mrs. Flytrap was in a great hurry, and felt angry
at seeing the whole width of the road taken up by
one person, so she ver uncourteously commanded
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Mr. Longlegs to move on that she might pass, saying,
I wonder what you mean by taking up ao much

room with your long spindle legs."'
cc Corne now, friend Flytrap, you had better be

civiV, - observed Longlegs, coolly, and without moving
an inch, for I must tell you I am -rather inclined to
have a will of my own, especially when I am treated
with any degree of rudeness."

Mrs. Flytrap looked spiteful on hearinoe this speech,
but Longlegs took no notice- of" lier, as he did not
wish to change his place.for a few minutes. He had

his eye on a gnat slightly caught in an old web
amonom the leaves of the curr*ant bush, and was-afraid
if he moved he might frighten it away and so lose a
good supper: so he candidly told Mrs. Flytrap that
when he had secured the gnat he was watching he

would allow her to pass.
Indeed," said Mrs. Flytrap, "' 1 am not going to

wait your leisure. I mig'ht stay here all night if I
did and 'Jose all chance of prey, and that would be a
pretty joke truly.

Then replied Longlegs, who was as obligiug and
polite. as a spider could be, " as I do not like to put

you out I' will let you walk under me. There is
plenty"of room and to spare," lie added pleasantlv,,ý--ts

lie raisedlimself to his full heïamht on his lonom legs.
lnstead of accepting this friendly offer, Mrs. Flytrap
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declared she would not lower herself by doing any-

thincr of the kind. LongrIegs took no further -notice

of lier, but continued quietly watching his prey,

which by this time had beeome ' pretty securély

entangled. Stretching down one of his Ion feelers

lie fished the gnat out of the net and -prepared to

enjoy his supper.

Mrs. Flytrap, who could never see eating going on

without wanting -'lier pickingers, began to dispute the

possession of the- gmat with Mr. Longlegs, claiming it

as her rightful property and saying shé had woven

the web, and ended by darting out one of lier, claws

to seize it from, its rightful owner.

Gently, gently, my friend,". said Longlegs. How

comes it you did not claini this gnat w'hile lit was yet
in your web?-if, indeed, it was your own web it was
in) a statement I am ' much- inclined to do'ubt."

At these words Flytrap -flew -'into a great ragre and

ran to and fro on the wall, tryingg to annoy lier enemy

as much as possible, but though she was the stronger

and fiercer, Longglegs was the more agile; lie ke- t

his legs-- stretched out all round him, so that Flytrap

could not approach neaýer to him, than within half

an- inch or more on either sidé; and being as nimble

as a French daýcing-maàter, he was always ready for

lier -,at every turn. Flytrap soon realized that she

was likely to come off the worst in the encounter.
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Still she did her best to dislodge her adversary, and

while they were yet eyeing each other with hostile
Ïe. 1 intention, a light breeze swept away the gnat which

had been the bone of contention between them.

At the same moment Flytrap heard a great buz

zir whieh seemed to come-from one of her nets

close by, and a panic seized her lest her enemy should

also hear it and gallop off on his long legs, and

find and gobble up the prey before she could reach

it herself.

Now, thought this -cunning spider, "if I could

manage to, put him, off his guard I might take the

P portunity and throw Mm over the wall." So she

turned about to Longlegs and said in a deceitful

voice, Well, my friend, your gnatis gone and you

fil, are none the better of keeping me waiting; still, to

p rove to you that I do not bear malice for the little

ifference between us, I shall be ve ','leased if you

will do me the favour of accompanying me home to ï

supper. I dare esay I can fmd some titbit in the

î:ý larder that will serve to satisfy our hunger till morn-

ing. But stay," she added, as if suddenly recollecting

herseIL I will first step home and see that every-

thing is prepared with all due decorum, for I am
ýMP

very particular in that respect when I have friends

at my table."!jý:
There was something so sly and hypocritical in the
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expression of Mrs. Flytrap as she said this, and the

change of manner was so sudden and unexpected,

that the harvestman, -who had his wits about Ilim,
suspected there was some trick and that she meant

no good by her polite invitation to supper, so -'.,.-h-e

resolved to watch and, if possible, to defeat Iher

.project.

Feigningm compliance, therefore, he stood a little to

one side to let Mrs. Flytrap"pa ' ss.

Now or never," sàid Mrs. Flytrap to herself, giv-

ing a sidelong jump, hoping _týý ---- to 9verset, her

lighter adversary from thewa'l«l ; but, as often ha-P .ýPeý.7
the crafty are taken in their own mare, and the trap

they, set for others proves their own ruin. Longregs,

suspecting treachery, was on his guard, and moved so

nimbly out of the way that Mrs. Flytrap lost her

balance and fell off the wall herself. 'Shé began at

once to spin a thread to descend by, but unfortunately

was not aware of a toad who had scrambled out of

his hiding*place, and with open mouth was ready to

receive her., and who devoured her in an instant.

Thus did avarice and treachery meet with due reward.

Longlegs had the satisfaction of finding an excel-

lent supper ready trapped, and several new webs well

stocked with the choicest provisions, which, as they

no longer were required by their riomhtful possessor,

he had no Jiesitation in enjoying.



T.HE sunbeams have grown-strong and warm, and the

îee in the lake is beginning to break up into great
masses, showing here and thereý pools of fresh blue

water, on the brink of which flocks of wild ducks are

to be seen pluming their feathers. At night the clang

of the Wawas* is heard coming from. the south and

the west, where under warmer climes they have passed

the month of winter Nature, true to her seasons,' has

called all her wild wanderers home again to their old

haunts among the lakes and streams of Canada.

All the little animals, and some big ones, too, that

have been asleép in their dens and holes and warm.

Wild Geese.

ot
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nestb all winter, arc waking up and look-ing ai--)out

them.

Tat and Tit, too, are stirring and stretchincr think-

ing it is high time to wake up and' s'ee what the

world outside is like. They are soon frolic-inçr about

in the. sunshine, C:ý runninom alon the fallen trees that are

clear of snow, andscratching aside the dead leaves in

search of a stray pine cone or two -that may have been

left from last year. They do not find many, and as

there are no berries or nuts ripe, it would go hard

with them if they had ilot stored up enough to eat in

theïr little granary under the root of the oak tree.

But they have plenty there, and are growing quite

fat and hearty, Man a half-hour they spend sitting

basking in the sunshine on the rocks, dressing their

fur coats and brushing away the dust from their tails

and paws, makinc themselves clean and presentàble.,,

Very prettythey look, this bright April mornin'-g-

There is a sweet scent in the air from the pines 'and

the cedars; the sunbeams have set the sap flowing

through the branches and sprays of the everoTeens,

and alftheir spiny leaves are getting greener every

day. There is a sound of rushing m-ings, and splash-

ing water, bre a*king the silence of the lonely lake, as

flight after flight of wild ducks arrive, returning to

their old haunts among the rushes and flags, where
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they will soon be making nests and hatching their

"brooà of little brow-n ducklings.

We hear the'piping'of the little birds, the chicka'

dees and tree--creepers, the wood phSbes and cross-

bills, and soon the hollow.sound made by the wood-

grouse that we call the Canadian partridge, calling

to his mate to leave the shelter of the dull cedar

swamp and join him in the more chaïarful open glades

of the forest. Standing on the t ;Ink of some big

fallen tree he beats his breast with his wings, the

rapid strokes making a hollow-drumming sound that

can be heard for a lon(y distance. Like a good obedi-

ent wife,, the hen leaves the close covert of the cedar

trees and comes at his call, not again hiding from

him till she has made her -n ëst and hatched her brood

'of little chicks.
I must not -stop to tell of the spring flowers and

al 1 the pretty fèathery ferns that are rearing their

heads from, the ground and -unfurling their fronds to

the warm_ spring air, or you will think I have for-

,gotten our chipmunks Tat and Tit.

As the spring, days lengthened, Tat notièed that

his little wife kept away from. him. She seemed too

busy to attend to him or to play as much as usual,
but spent thé time making their house bigger inside

and bringing in small bundles of soft fine hay, to, the
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inner nest where they slept. When he asked her

what need there wa-s for a warm bed in Jun e. she

gave him no answer, and he thought she was cross

and sule ; so -he stayed away from the house all' day,

and Tit -" " d she was galad, to, have a little time' to

herself to, work. This made Tat sulky, and he went

off in a pèt &and sat on thébough of a tree near by.

Presently he heard Tit calling to him to come down'.
for she wanted him- very particularly. ' When he got

down into the house he was very much surprised t-6

seè that she bad four tiny chipmunks all. closely

cuddled together in the new nest that she had been

so busy making for the little family.

Tatwas delighted. He skipped about joyously, up

and &6*n the trees and over the rocks. Then he

*ént off to look for some nice food for the little ones

to eat, but the young'üîother told him -not to, trouble

himself, for'she had good food herself to give them;

they were too youngr yet to eat acorns and nuts.

Tat was very eurious, and wanted to see if the

little ones were like their mother and hïmself, but

when he tried to, get a peep at them Tit covered them

up so that he only saw one funny little head. He

could not see itseyes, for squirrels, like à'-ý-great many
other small animals, cannot open their eyes for some

days after they are born.
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Tàt did * ot Admire the little one he saw, and: said
he thought it was 4a fright, and a stupid thing."

" Stupid yourself, sirl' cried Tit, " she's a reai
beauty 1. " and for many days she revenged herself on

him by keeping the little ones covered so, that he
could not see them. Tat was discontented enough at

this, but the crosser he got the more she teased him.
It was not very kind of 'the little mother, but'she

meânt to, surprise him when the eyes.of the chip-
munks were open, and she could show him how

pretty they were with their yellow coats and bright
shining eyes.

Soon they began to frisk about, and Tat was very
proucl of his family. _Z*

As they grew older' they would pop' out of the- nest
and skip over the rocks -and fallen logs, racing and

ehasing each other, and scampering after their father
and mother, jumping over their backs and catching

them by their tails, making great fun of them.
Sometimes Tat was so vexed with thei- behaviour

that he wàs obliged t- give the boldest of them a
sharÉ cuff, or a nip with his teeth, but Tit never even

scolded them. I am afraid she rather enjoyed their
pranks.

Tiny was the ' biggest and the boldest, Trotty was
the most nimble, Tots was the gentlest, and Tri'eksy,
the sly one, was the most mischievous.
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A great many peoýIe came to Minnewawa that,

summer to gather the wild fruit--'-whieh grew in

plenty all over the island. Several Indi;in women

and children came for the huckleberries and rasp-

berries, cutting poies and long sticks to, build the

-sort,,..of house the Indians call- a." wigwam." The

Indian boys are good hunters and frappers. They

carry bows and arrows to shoot the sinall birds and

animals, and learn to, use these with great skill.

They quickly find out, too, wliere the squirrels have

their holes or nests in the trees, and where the wild

birds lay their eggs. The India«n women cook and

use all- sorts of herbs and roots, and make stews and

soups of * many things we would,;not care to eat.

They cook all kinds of wild anim'als, musk-rats.

ground-hogs, raccoons and squirrels, bears, and many

kinds of fish and birds.

Tat and Tit were very much afraid of the Indians,

and kept close to their hole with their- little ones

while they were about. Yet in,--..spit-é of all their

watchfulness, a sad fate happened to one of -theni,
One day Tit had gone out to get some food, when she

saw " White Cap," a big Indian lad cominom -- along

over the rocks. He, had on a blanket coat with a

red sash around his waist, and his bow slunom over

his shoulder. Tit was terribly frightened and hid
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herself as well as she could behind a rock, from
which she could peep out to see whieh way he went

When he drew near, she noticed that he had a
squirrel drîwn through his sash, and saw by its

pretty striped eoat that it was Tricksy, the brightest
and most playful of her own little ones.

White Càp had spied it sitting on the branch of a
tree near its home and had killed it. Poor Tit was

in great grief, and it was not long -before she had
another sorrow, for Tots, too, fell a victim. to White

.Cap's arrow, and was probably made into soup by
the Indian women.

At first Tiny <ýnd Trotty weiZe dull and sad, but
the soon forgot all about their loss, and -plaved and
frisked as lively as if nothing had happened to their
little brother and sister.

The Indians remained some time.longer on the
island, engaged in fishing, but our chipmunks wen* t
away to another part of it and took care they were

not seen by their, eniý, the Ihdian boy. They
kept ve quiet, never g'ol*ng out except in the dusk
of the evening or on moonlight nights, or when they

knew'the Indians were out fishing, by torchlight.
It is a pretty sight on a dark night . to see the
Indian canoe with flaming torch at the bow shoot

out from the shadow of the forest tree-clad shore the
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figure of its occupant, spear inhand, standing in the
canoe ready to strike the fîsh as it rises to the light.
So alert and quick are the- Indian's eye and hand that

he seldom fâils to brinom up a big bass or maskinon-"é'
on the point of his spear. Wlien he'has taken several
fine ones he paddles his canoe ashoremakes a fire,
and laying the fish*on the hot ashes, coo-s it for his'
supper. After eating heartily he rolls hinisèlf up in
his blanket, stretches himself on the ground, his feet
to the fire, and is soon sound asleep.

Tat and Tit were not sorry en the Indians
-moved away- to another island. They loved the

stillness and qjýiet of Minnewawa., 'but this. they
were not long to enjoy.

One day a party of men with materials for build-
ing a house arrived, and soon the noise of axes and

hammers.'the clatter of piling the newly sawn timber,
and the voices of men at work were heard.

The spot chosen for the site of 'the house was just
above the rock where the oak tree stood, at the foot
of whîch Tat and Tit had mâde their home. At first
our squirrels feared that the men- wpuld eut the oak
tree down, but the gentleman who,.ý..'Ihad bought

island said that it must stay-he -ývoùld-'not have the
fine tree destroyed. It stands there*-- still with its
spreadiDo- bouchs shading- the roof of ý the house, aýD ZD ýD
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little, cottage with a wide veranda all around it, and
steps leading down to the rocks and beyond to the
water s edge.

Tat and Tit were rather fearful at first when they
heard the joyo'us voices of the children who came

with their father anid mother to live in the house-
afraid lest they should have -bows and arrows such as
White Cap had, and would kill them for their motheÉ

to, make soup of, or to, have their skins to use for
trimming. For some time they would hardly ventu.re
from theîr bouse under the rock, onl ' y stealing out for

a run when they knew the owners of the bouse and

the little girls were out in the canoe or paying visits
to, their friends on the other islands.

After awhilé', as they saw no sign -of danger, they
grew bolder and soon felt no fear, but would s'camper
out to pick up the crumbs that Ruth and Aray threw

down for them, or sit upon the rock close by and
eat a piece of apple or cake, holding it in their tiny

hands. It was great fun for the children to watch

the squirrels at play. Sometimes they would clap
their hands just to see how fast the little creatures
would scamper away, bounding at full speed over the

rocks and up the trees, and to hear them cry, " Chip-
chip-chip.. which the children said sounded like

Catch me if you can 1
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When they hid themselves in'the hole under the
oak tree, Ruth would call out,

Tit, Tit, come out of your hole,
Or else well beat you as black m a coal

and Aray would say,

You dear little mouse,
Come out of your house."

But Trotty and Tiny only crept closer, till thechil-
dren got tired waiting for them and went away. Yet.:
I think it was almost as much fun to, the chipmunks
-as it was to the children, for they always camé back
and seemed to- like playing hide-and-seek with the

little girls.
One day towards the end of summer, Tat and Tit
told Tiny they were going away for some time and

might not return till near winter, but they would
help Trotty and her to get in the stores before they
went. 

I

So they all set to work and soon had everything
settled nicely for the young oneà, and -were very
pleased to add to their store the good things that.
Ruth and Amy threw out for them.

It was not very long after Tat and Tït left them
that their little friends Ruth and Amy went away

with their father and mother,
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They said many good-byes to the chipmunks, and
though 1 am not very sure that they understood al]
the kind thinors *the children said, they took the good
things they crave them. as a farewell feast.

«'Good-bye, Trotty; good-bye, Tiny," they said, ý'-we
are sorry to leave you, but we are coming back next

year, and we hope you'will be here too."
I think the squirrels were sorry when the steam.-

boat came and..took the children away, but they were
so busy getting- ready for the winter themselves that
they had not time to miss them very much.
Time passed'q*uickly, and when the snow and frost
came, Trotty and Tiny were snug and warm in their

nest, euddlinçr down for the long winter's sleep.
When Ruth and Amy come again next July, they

will probably find their,ýpets grown much bi,,crger and
as ready to pick.up the bits of bread and sweet cake.
as they were when they bade thera good-bye.



Dame partlett anb Mrc., Morking.

GOOD DAYto you, neighbour Dorking," said a black
and white speckled ýhen, as she poked her head out

P;
througgh the partition which divided her nest froni
her friends, the pretty white English-bred hen, who
-.,vas sittin very steadily upon a nest of thirteen9

ý q,4, fine egggs.
Good morning, ma am' replied the little white

hen to, Mrs. Partlett.
The weather seems to me to be getting véy9V

warm » continued the latter: I am sure I must have
sat twenty-one full days on my eggs, and yet not a
cheep do Lhear nor a sign of a crack can 1 see on
any one of them.'

Well, my friend, I was just making the same
remark to, mvself said- the- -Dorking. <, What- the
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reason can be t>W my chicks are so, lazy, I do not
know, for 1 am gure it is fuR time for them tobè out."

I really thi à you must have made a mis-t'ake
about the day Dame Darby made up our nests and
put those eggors under us. It is three weeks past, I
am sure.

Yes," said Mrs. Dorking, '4 for I know she said if
we had luck these chickens would be out on thefix.st

day of June, and I am a good oné for counting."
Oh, my dear, I know it has been s'al*d, 'that little

English hen is good at counting her chickens before
they. are hatched,' hal. hal hal. " laughed Mrs. Partlett.

-ow do not ruffle up your feathers and take offenee
at an pl, Id friend. Your comb has got quite r'ed, I

declare. You see I am a regmlar old wife, and like
to have my joke sometimes."

But Mrs. Dorking rather stood on her dignity
among the native-bred poultry, and said curtly:

c' I dislike jokes, as I never can see any wit in
-ýmIgar sayings," then buried her head in the white

feathers of her -breast and took no further notice of
Xlrs. Partlett.

Both hens turned over their eggs, counting them,
and fuiding none broken or addled, settled themselves

down comfortably to, attend to their duty.
Several days "' went by, and at last Mrs. Dorking
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called out, --My eggs are chipping, and 1 can hear
such a bustle among the chicks. I am sure they will
be large ones and strong, too."

I wish you luc-, neighbour, with your brood,"
answered Mrs. Partlett, heartily. Mine are all out."

Big ones ?
I ç-mess they are

So there was great calling and cackling* in the hen-
house that day over the new broods. The old rooster,

hearing all the, fuss, strutted in and stood on the
threshold staring in rather a disdainful way at the

two motherly hens - but when he caught sight of the
newly hatehed families, he raised his winus,'stretched
out his neck, uttered a shrill crow, loud enough to be

heard all over the farm-yard, end then stalked away

without so much as a kind word to Mrs. Partlett or
her frie-d.

Mrs. Dorking wa-s disgusted at his rudeness and
said "Well indeed! Did ou ever! She could noty
utter another word, she felt so angry.

.1P "Well my dear," said Mrs. Partlett, I really do

not know what to màke of my old husband to-day
He just gave one look at one bf iiýy chicks, and if you

could have seen the face he made, you would have
been surprised. Poor little innocents! I do believe,"

she whispered, '&the old fellow is j ealous.
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Then the two mothers -gathered their chickens
under their breasts and euddled them to, sleep; they

at any rate, felt ý-%-ery proud of them.
The next morninc Mrs. Darby came, and filling her

apron with the fledglings, she carried them and the
hens into a nice green yard, where she put them'into

latticed coops-<r-one at either end of the enclosure which
was fenced round with,ý,boards about a foot high. ' In

the middle she, placed two large shallow pans, one
with water in it and the other with milk, curds and'

bran. Then she scattere(f some grain outside of the
coops for the hens and left them.'

The two mothers were very glad to find themselves

and lheir broods so well cared for, yet they could not
feel quite happy. There was someth«g very odd
about these chicks that puzzled the mothers à good

deal, and also gave them some trouble.
In the first place, the old rooster and two young

ones; with all'*the-hens in the farm-yard, would come

and crane their necks over the low board fence, stare

at the little flock of yellow downy things, and make

remarks4;ý such as:

Did you ever see such odd-looki.ng matures ?

--- Such big splay-feet 1
cc Yes, and see how awkward they are -waddling

about and tumbling over every tiny stoneor gettincf

tangled anâ overset by the long aprass."
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"" Mat heavy long bodies, and just look at their
heads, and the little squinting eyes?.

"And the broad yellow beaks. Oh, my! what a
set of frights 1

"Well, I pity their mothers," said ' another amiable
old hen; 4'they will have any amount of trouble in

managing those queer children. They are not a bit
like miné, and I have brought up half a dozen broods
in my day that have don - e me crédit."

And look there at the dïrty créatures, all'dabbling
at once in the water and throwing the nice food about
in such way as 1 never saw before," said another.

It was in vain that Mrs. Dorking and Mrs. Paitlett
clucked and called to the broods to come to them.
They only cried out "'Eedle,! eedle! eedle!" and went
on dabbling in the dirty water or gobbling in the pan
of food till they wère not fit to be- seen.

What shall we do with these unruly créatures ?
asked Mrs. Dorkiùg in despair.

I'm sure I don't know," replied Mrs. Partlett, '4 it
beats all I ever saw, and I really think they must be

idiots."
" Do you think that we sat too long on the eggs

before they were hatched? I am not sure, but I think,
it must have been four weeks instead of three, and
perhaps that may have turned their bral«n

îÈ
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Just then old Mrs.- Gray, the wisest goose in the
yard, came by with her family of - half-grown gos-
lings. She nodded good-naturedly,,,to the two hens

as they.,Istood sorrowîully discussing the odd be-
haviour of their famili . Indeed, not the least of
their trouble was that neither knew which. belonged

to, her, and the chicks never seemed to know their
own mother.

What is the matter, my friends ? a-sked Mrs..,
Gray you both look rather put out."

Mrs. Partlett, who was, the readier speaker, made
haste to tell the whole story of theýr trouble and

anxiety. Mrs. Gray listened very patiently, and turn-
ing her head espied the unruly subjects of the com-

plaint.
Why, mv friends,-" she exclaimed surely you

ought to know that those are not chickens, but duck-
li n- gs.

c' Ducklings 1 >' Duck-lings1. -" screamed the two hens
in a breath you do not say so, Mrs. Gray."

Well, ladies, they are nothing inore nor less, and I
ought to ýknow my own relations, for the geese'and

the' ducks are cousins replied Mrs. Gray, as she
stretched out her long neck to take a nearer view of
them as the 'rushed into a pool of rain-water and

began dabbling and swimming about in it.
4
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""Abd a very fine set of little duckies they are,"
added Mrs. Gray as she walked off, leaviii*g the poor
hen-s to make the--best of their bad barpain. Poor
things, they did not know what to do with them or
how they should be brouprht up, all their past experi-
ence and knowledge having been oif the education of
ehickens, not ducks.

hý
However they did not like to, forsake them with-

out a trial, and would have been good nurses- but the
ungrateful things never would come when they were

called, or eat the hard grain or other dainties the hens

e7i! scratched up for them; and instead of all gathering
V; under the wings and warm breasts of their mothers,

-they just huddled together in a heap among the wet
grass. Indeed, they soon grew so big that not more
than one or t*o could have found room under the
feathers of their anxious nurses.

One day the stronger of the flock contrived to get
over the low fence and set off as fast as they could to
a pond in the near n;àighbourhood. There they
splashed about, diving and swimming and: enjoying

themselves in spite of the great distress of the twô
foster-mothers, who called and clucked and screaÉàed

to warn them of the danger they were in-;-- I am sorr y
to sa these ducklings» only answered: Old ladies

mind our own business and teach your own chickens
to keep out of water. Quaelc Quack Quýcwk



fDre. Margery Pie or, Pratïng
Punisbeb.

GoOD EVENIN G to you, neighbours," said a pert
Magpie, as shetopped on the projecting arm of an
old oak tree. whose boughs overhung the ruined wa-l1-
of the church-yard. Below her perch a Crow and a

Raven were holding friendly while they
picked the flesh from a shee'p bone by way of supper.

Týey were too busily engaged to notice Ma-g-'s
familiar salutation until she repeated it -- in a louder

key, adding as she cast her eye with rather a scorn-
ful expression on their homely fare, " You seem to
have a good appetite for your suppér, my friends. 1

inust say, for my own part, that my stomach is
rather too de licate to relish such coarse food as seem-s
to satisfy you. 1 have just made my evening -repast
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from the bmut and wings of a voung duckling. She
had strayed rather late from her mother when
searching for slugs and worms among the grass by
yonder pond. 1 soon put a stop to her frolics, and

swallowed two partridge eggs by way of sauce."
Cc How I dislike the company of that vain and

foolish bird," said Mrs. Corby, the crow, aside to her
companion.

Her affectation and ridiculous boasting rather
amuse than annoy me," replied Mr. Croaker, the
raven, in an undertone. Raising his head as he
finished speaking, he returned the magpie's remark

by a slight nod, and she being in a gossipy humour
needed no further encouragement to continue prating.

Really,.my dear friends," she said, Cc although I
have but recently partaken of greater dainties, I fear

I must appear very unsociable sitting up here on this
wall by myself while you are enjoying your supper.
together. I dislike formality, so by your leave -I
will step down and pick a morsel with you, just for

ýompany's sake.

.The cr'w begged she would use no ceremony, and
withoüt waiting for a second invitation Mrs. Mag

hopped down and placed hérself by Mrs. Corby, who
very politely made way for her better accommodation.

I hope you will find our meat good, Mrs. Ma;rgéry



Pie," observed Croaker, slyly casting a sidelong
glance at his companion." "' To be sure, it cannot

boast of the delicate flavouring of vour young duck-
ling, nor the richness of partridge eggors, but toi such
as it is you are heartily welcome."

Pleasant society often sweetens the driest of
meat," replied Mn. Margery, condescendingly, but ït

was quite evident to the crow and the raven from
the way she pecked at the sheep bone that she had

carcely broken her fast since noon, and that the
4ckling and eopgs were but an imaginary repast.

Hàving satisfied their hunger, and sla-ed their
thirst at a nèighbouring brook, they repaired to the.

hollow ash tree, where they chatted for som> e time
upon various interesting subjects, such as the bac--

wardness of the season, the prospects of a wet
harvest, and the probability of carrion becoming
plentiful in consequence of a disease which had

recently broken out in Farmer Haylock's flock.
Mag, who loved talking too well to be long a

patient listener, soon grew tired of hearing Mr.
Croaker holding forth on such grave topics. Seizing
the first opportunity of a pause in the, conversation,

she changed the subject by inquiring with much
apparent interest after his infant family of ravens.

Being duly satisfied that they'were in excellent,

.JIRS. AfARGER Y PIE. 1 .5 4"
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health,,.she turned to her neighbour Crow and -said
pertly:

As for your young folks, Mrs. Corby, I hardly
need ask how they are,- for - they wère -_ very noisy

about an hour ago."
"Indeed, Mrs. Pie," retirned -the crow, "'I hope

they were not quarrelling with one another."
cc Oh, dear, no, I dare say not," replied Mag.

suppose it was only their violent spirits. I passed
your nest this afternoon,- and, as I like to big'. neizh-

bourly, I just looked in to give you and your partner
-a call. You were abréâd somewhere, and I was
quite grieved to see the'disorderly behaviour of your

crowlets. They were all cawlng at once; it was
impossible to push in - ' a -single word. Not an
answer could I get, and, the rude things made such

a din with their cawing and flapping that in pit tole y
my ears I was fain to fly off."'

Really, Mrs. Mag," replied the old crow, as she
tried to look concerned, "I must apologize for my
yonng folks. They have seen very little of the world,
and the silly little things have such an"ýaversion to

strangers that they will never answer any questions
that are put to them by anyonë they do not know

well. I hope, Mrs. Pie, you will excuse them on'
account of their vouth."

ire,
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"Say no -more, my good friend, say no more
freely forgive thém," answered Mag, with"a grand air

of conclescension., I dare say they will learn better
manners in time. 'I merely mention the matter

thinking it may . suggest some useful hints for the
education of your family. I must'-eonfess, though, I
felt rather surprised that a bird of 'Your well-known
sagacity should not have been more,, particular in the
early training of your .crowlets. You sÈýýId have
visited me a year ago, and have seen how I managed
my little pielets. They were, -in,, deed, very clever
birds."

The crow was about to, assure Mrs. Mao- that she
knew how- to bring up a family without* coming to,
her for instruction, but the prating bird gave her'Éo
chance, allowing her no time to speak.

Now we are on the suýject of improvenient," she
went on, "let me ask > you, my dear Mrs. .Corby, to

take a little more pains in the building of your nest*.
It gives me great uneasiness to observe the slovenly

manner in whiéh you and your relations build your
dwellings-a few dried sticks just carelessly heaped

together, with hardly a feather or a piece of wool to
make them soft and comfortable. I would strongly

advise you to'take pattern from mine.yy
C' Friend Mag," replied the old crow, with , quiet
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dignity5 (c you are extremely ki nid to take so, much
i nterest in me and my affairs. Rough and rude as

my nest may appear to- you, it possesses every con-
venience and comfort necessary for the crowlets.

More 1 do- not desire. Ilis is the third brood I have

broughtup, in that very nest, and not an accident has,

happened to any of them; nor have I addled one egg

this season, wet and cold as it has been."

cc Ah, my good neighbour, all * this may be ve.,ry

true," replied Maom, with a significant nod, " but surely

there is no reason why you should disdain to alter

the style of your building for the* better. If you

could but hear the spiteful remarks that are made by

your neighbours, you would feel so mortified that y ou

would not leave one stick lying across another."

ec There you are quite mistakee, Y> replied the crow,
ci for -I never pay the slightest attention to the idle

tittle-tattle and gossipi of - country place like

this. It is only a pity that my neighbours do not

stay at home and mind their own business instead of

troubling themselves with mine."

Of all things in the world I hate gossiping and

gossipers the most," observed Mr.' Croaker, and I

do believe- that half the weak and sickly families- one

meets with among the macrpies and daws is due to

their beino- neglected in the nest b their mothers,
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who leave thém too long at a -time while they are
abroad collecting the news and scandal of the neigh-
bouring nests."

This speech was so pointedly aimed at 31ag that
she felt somewhat fluttered, but deeming it unwise
to, fit the cap to herself, she affected unconcern by
pretending to dress her breast feathers, then resumed
the conversation. by inviting Mr. Croaker and Mrs.

Corby to, come home and speid the evening with her
in a friendly way.

"My nest," said she, "' is pattern of neatness,
strength and comfort, and I may say without vanity
it is the best built, the warmest, the softest and most

agreeably situated of any nest'in the country, far or
near, let the next be where it may."

(CYou seem to have a very good opinion of your
own abilities, Mrs. Pie," observed Croaker, " but 1

have h'eard that self-praise is no recommendation."
'« I am sure, when you ýee my home," replied Mag,

nothing abashed, " you will be obliged to own I have
not said half enough of its merits. It is built in a

warm niche, just under the arch of a ruined window
in yonder ivied tower, and in it there are -two of the

<most beautifül ëggs you have ever seen. Do fly over
with me and peep in at them. I assure you it will

be quite a treat.
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Mr. Croaker excused himself saying he had to go
and chant a funeral elegy over the body of a y'oung

Master Jacky -"Ià-w
friend, D who had fallen from the
nest and broken his neck. His death had been a

great shock to his parents, who had been à ý Ë Ï Î- "à t
the time'attencLiiýg the weddin of Mr. and Mrs. Jay..9
The funeral'waetô take place in about an hour, coný-

sequently he could not posâïbly accept hei invitation.
Mrs. Corby also declined on the plea that she had
already been away from her nest long enough, and

without waiting for any further farewell, flew away
in great haste.

Well, I must be going too; said Mag, slowly, «'or
Mr. Pie will make a fine chattering at* me for staYM9
out so late, and I dare say my eggs will ýe getting
cold.'-'

That is ast a doubt, I should imagine," said Mr.
Croaker; "they must be as chill as yonder tombstones

by this ý'time, and ràost likely will be all addled and
come to, nothing.

"Absurd! Yo'u ravens were always reckoned birds
of il.1-oln' n. cried Mag, "and you are enough to, make
anyone melancholy by your gloomy forebodings.

Why, the church clock has not struck seven yet; at
leàst, I have'nýot heard it."

That is not-much to be wondered at," said Croaker,
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cc since you have prated so incessantly that you could
not have'heard it if it had struck týventy times over.

,But let me tell you, it mustbe late, for 1 have heard

the beetle'V M-ding his hornAhis hour or more, an d the

nightingales are singing in the hedge over there. You

know they never begin till the other birds are abed.

It must be eight o'clock or more."

Bless me, friend Croaker, you don-t say so . ex-

claimed Mag in a fright, now thoroughly roused to, a

knowledge of the late.ness of the hour. 4'Well, I

must be gone, that is certain," and away she flew,

chattering to herself as she went for want of a better

listener.

Just as Mag came within a short distance of her

nest she was accosted by Mrs. Leatherwings, the bat.

Mrs. Leatherwings was a near neighbour, dwelling in

the same old tower as the magpies..
Oh, Mistress Pie she cried out as sh e met li er on

the wing, " I am so glad to find you. 1 have been

flitting about for the, last half-lour in search of you,
but I am sorry to, be the bearer of unpleasant tidings.

«'No accident happened to Mr. Pie, I hope ? " said

Mag, ý anxiously, as she paused in her flight. ý
"' Not that I - know of," replied Mrs. Leatherwings,

tc but he has been home several times to look for you,

and I warrant will be cross enough when he find.1,;
YOM31
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c'As for that I can always out-chatter him," answered
Marf scornfully but pray, neighbour Leatherwings
tell me what is the mattèr."

Matter enough at least, I should think so if it
were my case, " answered the bat, shaking her head.,
You must know then, Mistress Pie, that as 1 was

clinging to the wall waiting for the twilight, I heard
the waving of heavy wings close to meý. Turning My
head I saw la strange bird of monstrous size coming
into the-tower. He flew round and rôund thé walls,
and. once passed so near to me that 1 was forced to,
stick my claws into- the'ivy and hold on with all my
strèngth, or I must have been swept down., by his
great wings. At last he darted through the window

straight into your nest. The first mischief he did, Was to kick out your two beautiful eggs. I saw them

withl, my own eyes shiver to pieces on the ground
below'-ý\so, says I to Myself, 'Mistress Margery Pie,

this comès of keeping such unreasonable hours as

you do."' 
\d'cI do not un, erstand what you mean Mrs. Lèather-

wings, retorted Ma\g
Are you not on the wing from four in the morn-

ing till nearly nine at Üight? Oh, Mistress Margery!
Mistress Margery Piel. Why will you not follow our
-example and keep better hours, stay at home more,
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and then such misfortune as this would not befall-
you.

Prythee, neighbour Leatherw*ngs, spare your
counsel said Mag, who, though fond of giving it,

never liked to be offered advice. "Have I not trouble
enough, but you must make matters worse by your
ill-natured remarks. 1 dare'. say after all this is only
some doleful tale you have hatched u to alarm. me.

I will hurry home and learn how much truth there is
in it," and turning abruptly she nearly brushed do'M

Mrs. Leatherwings in her haste.
The bat's tidings wexe only too true. The first

object that met Mag's sight as she reached the tower
was the wreck A her two beautiful eggs. They were
lying broken in a hundred pieces on the cold stones.

Alas Alas she cried, '"MY eggs, my dear.
unhatched eggs They have ýèen murdered by some
wicked bird! W'Ould that I had been wise and

returned to my nest while it was yet daylight..'
In good truth,--'. Mistress Margery Pie, you would

have shown you' wisdom, by so doing," sereeched a
harsh voice from, among the ivy. Looking- up, Mag
saw a great long-eared, tawny-breasted. owl regarding
her with a pair of piercing black eyes. Mag smoothed

her ruffled feathers and meekly requested the intruder
to leave her nest as she wished to retire for the night,

Il
MRS. MARGERY PIE.
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adding. that shIeýýexpected her husband would le home
at any moment and éross if he, found all was not.
ready for his reception.

The ôwl 4eclared that he made a point of never
changing his lodgings when he found them to his'
liking.

"' And really, Mrs. Margery," he went. on, «'I never
in my life..-mêt with so nice a place as this. I did not
expect to find it nearly so pleasant, for 1 kno-w how
apt most people are to overrate their own handiwork.

Positively you only did yourself justice when you
extolled your nest to your neighbours Corby and

Croaker. I heard your conversation on the subject
as I sat on the church 'steeple, and being in want of a
new house I thought from the account vou gave of
yours that it would just suit me. -. I flew off directly
to look at it, and I assure you, Mrs. Pie, I am quite

charmed with it in every. way. The situation you
have chosen is romantic and agrees with my tastes ; I
am delighted with the way you have lined the inside
of the nest, and admire the skill displayed in its con-
struction. It has but one fault, and that is scarcely

worth -mentioning. It is not quite so large as I co ùld
wish, but in all other respects it suits me almost a's
well as though it had been made for me. Sô albeit I

may feel a little crowded I am willing to, put up with

Se
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that inconvenience. - In this world,. Mrs. Pie, we can-
not expect to liave things perféct in every particular,
and I am alway's ready to'make the best of them and
take the bitter with the sweet."

The coolness with whieh the owl made this long
speech so enraged Mag that, losing all patience, she

hopped about in a great passion, feeling ready to,
choke with anger.

" Let me tell you, sir," she said, as soon asshe could
speak, " that it is a very unjust and dishonest pro-
ceeding on your part, and I thought you -were a bird
of better princîple than to murder my eggs, take
possession of my house, and then refuse me, the right-
ful owner, admittance."

For the matter of that, Mrs. Margery Pie," replied
the owl, setting up his Ion g» ears, -'c let me tell you I
am the rightful owner of this nest it is my lawful

property. It is well known that birds of the higher
order have a claim. on all old towers, ruined castles,

churches, barns, outhouses or' any other deserted
dwellings, not to mention hollow trees, holes in rocks,

and such sort of places. And now I remember this
very tower was left me by my grandfather when I
was but an owlet.- and as I fmd the situation promises

to be healthy and pleasant I shall spend most of My
time here.



However," he went on before poor Mag 'could find

words to express her indignation, " as I do nôt like
to be ill-natured I will allow you to build another
nest for yourself on my manor, if you élo not place it
too close to, mine. Your vain chattering miglit dis-
turb my thoughts if we were to become very near-

neighbours. There is a nook in the broken , archway
that might suit you, and should your new house prove_

more commodious than this I could remove to it and

g.ve up this, as you seem to, have an afFection for it.
If you were orderly ten-ants I should call upon you
once in a while- as an encouragement."

You hateful bird shrieked Mag, us the owl
finished his insolept speech. Who do you suppose

would waste their time building houses for you to live
in? For my part, 1 would not soil a feather by enter-
ing my nest after you had set your foot in it, and as

for your company, pray make no favour of that, for I
think those are best off who are farthest from -you,

you disagreeable creature!"

Come, come. good Mrs. Margeryl " cried the owl
sharply, showing his claws over the side of the. nest,

it would be "ell for you to, keep a .civil tongue in
your head or you may chance to receive a little who'le-

some correction that will teach you to',mend your

manners. Go, foolish-bird," he added in a more solemn
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voice) " and let this lesson teach you wisdom for the

time to come. Had you stayed at home and minded

your own business, instead of flying from place to

place gossiping about vour neighbours, prating and

boasting qf your own merits, your eggs would have

remained unbroken and yourself still in quiet e-njoy-

ment of your house, as I should not have kliown that

it was built in my domain.' Let me tell you, Mrs.

Mag, that a lowly cot, though ever so meanl3f built,

where the mistress is wise and prudent, is far better

than a lofty -palace that is badly governect"

With these words the bird of wisdom withdrew into

the magpie's nest, and burying his sharp beak among

the downy feathers of his breast, settled himself for a

comfortable nap.

Poor Mag turned away, humbled and môrtified, to

seek a new home and lament, over the misfortunes

she had brought upon herself and her family by her

foolish vanity and idle, gossiping habits.



Cbe Mre»a of ý"Mestove

IT was about the middle of the month of May, on

a fine, sunny., breezy morning, that a pair of little

brown birds looking- somewhat weary and travel-

worn from their flight over the big Lake Ontario,

crossed the rapid Otonabee river near the'viRage of

Lakefield, and flew to the veranda of a small cottage

not far from, -its shores, surrounded by a 'shady grove

of maple and beech- trees.

The travellers settled themselves at, once in a snug

corner under the overhanging roof. They were

quite at home. In this spot they had nested and

hatched their young families of wrens for several

preceding summers and though the little pair were

growing old they did not forget their summer *home,

but duly came back to it every year.
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What led these little birds back year after year to
the same plaée ? No man, however wise, can tell
you. -N,.either can I, otherwise than that.-the great
and wise.ýtGod had so ordered it, and the wild birds
Qbey the law of nature that He has ô-iven''to them.

CO ».

Our little pair of wrens did not begin to, build at
once. N o doubt they were very tired and must
rest and look for food the fint thing. They flew

down through the grove to the river, and soon found
some worms and newly hatched water"flies; then
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back to, the bough of the white-barked bÎLreh tree

that grew on the grass plot close to the house, there

to pour out their joy. in song. Clear, sweet and

cheering the notes' sounded as they sat on the light

swaying sprays among the dancing catkins and new

leaves of the bireh tree. It was holiday time with

the little pair, and for several days they courted and

caressed each other, chatting away in their birid

language, no doubt making plans for the future.

The robins had arrived, and were waiting for the

coming of their wives from the other side of the

water, having'ýall in readiness to, receive them. The

dear little*'yellow-hammers, too, were beginning to,

build in the' shrubbery, and the wrens, being sensible

birds, thought it was time they shol,;Lld get to work

also. They were tired of their frolic, and it would

never do for them to Ie idle while all the others

were so busy.

The first thin' Jenny Wren did was to* clear out9 çý
the rubbish 'and cobwebs that had accumulated, in

the old ý-ý nesting 'corner. To her o-reat disgust 'she

found that a phcebe had taken possession of it, and

as she had alw'ays considered she had a vested right

in that particular corner, Jenny.-Was very angry at

being thus supplanted by Mrs. PhSbe, the fly-catcher.

c'.Such a poor, miserable, untidy housekeeper as she
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is, too cried Jenny. Just look at the sort of nest

she is buildinu'. 1 declare, it is mdde of all kinds of

rubbish-straws and sticks, mixed up with dead

leaves, moss and mud-the dirty thing'. 1 hope the

mistress will sweep it all down with the broom.

N'ow wifie"', chi - ed the good husband, trying to

soothe and cheer his angry little mate, never mind

old PhSbe- no one expects anything tidy or neat in

what she builds. She knows, I expect, what suits

her and her partner and the- young Phcebes.

But Jenny would notý lis-ten to a word of excuse

f or her untidy neighbour. Just see what a waste

of time and materials! Here are two, or three nests,

such as they are, that she has begun, and not one

finished or fit to be looked at."

Jenny did not see the sly glance of her partner's

"bright eye as he said:-

Now, Jenny dear, look to home. You see our

nests are by no means models contrasted with the

yello-w-bird's and black-cap"s and the little hummincr-

birdsý."

cc Oh, yes, indeed, retorted Jenny, with a flirt of

her. fan-like tail, "the humming-birds.' .A tiny

mite of a nest-you can seldom even see it-and the

eo-a-s not bi&ger than peas. She forgot how sm*all

her-,own egggs were but Jenny was a pettish little
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mature when she ,was crossed and out of humour,
as she was that day with PhSbe. She was very like
little people who, w:hen they are angry, are apt to,
lay cross things to anything or anybody.

After grumbling awhile she calmed down and ap-
peared to, heed her husband's advice to look out
another corner, and presently.sent him off to, get a

May-fly or sorae other dainty of the like kind for

their sup'per.

Away hé flew, gladly leavin her hard at work9
under the roof of the.veranda at the opposite corner

t o their old abode. The change was not all for the
worse either, £or Mrs. Jenny found a good store of

food in the new place, a lot of eggs in a white

silken bag which some spider had laid up, as he

thought, safely; but hungIry birds are not altogether
honest, and our little wren made a good meal on

what she discovered, yet was ready to share the

body of a shad-fly her thrifty partner brought from

the river.

Their hunger satisfied, and the question of the spot

for their nest being settled, *our little wrens nestled
down side bv side, tucked their wee brown heads

under their win'gs, and slept as soundly as wrenÈ do

Sleep -till they are roused by the crowing of the cocks
in the village over the river.,
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Up at the earliest dawn, they were soon at work
gathering tiny bireh twigs and other small matters
to lay the foundation of their nest. They wei-e,--iiot
very long housebuilding: the work went on bravelv,
and the nest was finished ready for Jenny to take
possession of it the following day.

Blithe and joyful were the songs of the pair when
the first wee white egg was seen in the nest. Aq
to, Mrs. Jennyshe was altogether too proud of he'r

treasure, and when the phSbe, her- neighýour, came
to finish one -of her ill-made nests, -she was called
upon to-admire Jenny's lovely white egg.

Dear me! " said Phcebe,. as she whisked her long
tail feathers to one side and peered into the nest, 4'is

that all you are making such a bray about? I do
not see any such wonderful thing in that mite of an

egg.. I will show you five or six of mine, larger and.
with nice little lines and spots on them.

Jennv felt dreadfully hurt at this spéech, and
never spoke of her eggs again to the rudephcebe.

For about two weeks our motherly little bird sat
over her eggs. I do not think, unless at night, that
,the father-bird did ânythinop in the way of tending
the eggs, but he took good care of his wife. He
brought her food all day long.W'hile she»was brood-

ing over the nest, and, sitting on the trée' close
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beside her he sang his s,%ýveetest' so n«gs of Io heer
her.

"ZI Great was his pride and deli ht when one by one9
Jennv showed him, the four little fledglings in the

nest. No doubt both father and molffier thought
their young birds were beauties, although they were
not like downy chickens,,or ducklings, or'allloslings,
and it-was beautiful to see.the loving care they took
of them.

All day long -the old birds were on the wing seek-
ing the sort of food the youngones needed. This
they had no difficulty in finding. There was no lack
of insect food, for the three-oared May-flies and shad-

flies'- ' ere plentiful. The slender -,.blue dragon-flies,
too, had risen from their water-beds at the bottom

of the lake and the river, and leaving their worn-out
gauzy dresses on bush or flower would rise and dance
reels and waltzes in the sunshine until they were
caught by the birds who fed upon them. A short
and happy life, while it lasts, have these beautiful

creatures. Such is His will who has thus made them
to enjoy the brief time He has given them here.

The wreng were a most happy familyJuIl of life
and gaiety. The parent birds were loving and kind

to their little ones, and taught them to be kind to
one another. They coaxed them out of the nest on
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.,,the branches, and taught them to fly, taking them
'longer 'distances each day until their wings wére1
strong and they were able to take care of. -themselves:

and before long they would be able t-O sing- their

b1-ighýtjoyous songes a . nd help to fill the woods with

music.ý They had plenty to eat, and they spent the

days very happily flitting about among the flowers

in the garden round the cottage, or in the leafyshade

of the maple and bireh trees in the orrove beyond.

One day, late in August, the old birds went away.

They gave no warning of their intended departure

not even sayincr good-bye'to their children, Brownie,

Flossie and Flutter, but silently and sè*é,retly left their

old nest in the veranda at Westove." Whether they

died or flew away over the great lake or the rapid

River Niagara, in search of a warmer, sunnier climate

tospend the winter'in, I do not know, but I never

saw theni again, and the young birds were left to

take care of themselves.

The family had been redueed to three. The yoüng-

est, Fan, was not quic- enough tb fly out of the reach

of a wicked old tabby cat, wh.o pounced upon her

and carried lier off to ma-e -a dainty titbït for her

hungry kittens, as well as providincr a lesson in cat'

education, her plan bei-ng to cultivate in her young a

taste for the finer delicacies of life- in order to en-
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courage an ability to possess themselves of thelm The

others missed Fan very'much at fir-st, but were so

busy and full of life that they soon grew used to be*ng'

witliout her.

For awhile theymanaged to get on, but soon the

sources of food became less pientifÙl. The'Maý,y-flies

had been gone a long time, and spiders were gettingý

scaree. A change was going on everywhere and in
j

erything, around them: the swallows of Il kinds,
the swifts.- the white-breasted martins, 1 the. bank and

the chimney swallows, had been gathering in,..-large

flocks as if preparing for flight, and strengthening

their wings by practice for a long qurney. Tiîè;,*

robins, too, were now more seldom seen prancing about

boldly near, the houses and gardens. The blackbirds

were going off in numbers, and there were only the

bluejays still coming to the orchards and cÈatterin.9The olden-
over the fruit left on the trees. 9 winged

flickers, who belong to the Woodpecker family, were

still to be seen, but our vounz wrens felt thèy must

be guided by the exampré of the dearlittle canaries

and the tiny warblers, wËo had come like their fatheï

and mother, and were now preparing to seek a warm er

climate before the dreary days and cold winds ap-

peared.

September is a busy month with all the migratory



I
THE, WRENS OF Ill-WESTOVE.I*

birds, as well as with some of the mrild' animals. The

birds must ma-e ready to fly, and be strong a 1 nd well

for their long hours on the ýwing whe'n they have no

place to light and rest upon. The wild creatures, foxes,

muskrats, woodchucks, and the black, red, grey and

ground squirrels, are all hard at -work gathering and

storing their winter supplies of nuts, acorns, corn,-

seeds and mots, or burrowing their holes and making

them comfortable lodgings for the long da's of frost

and snow.

Our little wrens found themselv--s'ý, as busy as any

of the other birds, especially now that- they were

thrown entirely upon their own resources, and had to,

rely upon their own j1ýdgment and follow in perfect-

obedience the laws set -down for them. by their great

All-wise Creator, and by which He'- governs His

children and guides them safely to the, haven where

they would be.

So it was not very long after their parents' depart-

ure that Brownie, Flutter and Plossie ma«de up theïr

minds to go away from Canada' and pay a visit to

theîr relations' in the United States, on the othe'r side

of L-ke Ontario, just as.their fatherýand mother had--

done year after year.,
Flutter was in a state of o-reat,éxcitement at the

prospect of such a fine holiday, with its opportunity
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oý seeing the world. He said he meant to go first to

See his rich cousins, the Golderests, but Flossie and

Brownie were undecided whether it mi ht not be

better to, cro south at once to their o-rand Carolina

relàtiôns.

Tliey- parted one fine September day and never met
te - apýain. I cannot tell you anything more about Flutter,

but if you will turn over to the next paggre you may

read what happeiled to Brownie and Flossie during

their travels.
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HOW CUR CANADIAN WRENS FARED AMONG THEIR

COUS.YS.'

-BROWNIE AND FLOSSIE had heard, suéh 'good reports

of the hospitality, of their cousins, the .gold-crested

wrens., and of "thé grandeur of the wrens of Carolùia,
that they mad-é 1 ÈÔ longrèr tarrying, than they could

help in crossing the Niagara River over to the'neigh-

bouring Stateof New York, and thence to the génial

State of Pennsylvania. There they fell in, with a

party of 'bluebirds with W hèm they had been intimate

durinom the summer. These were ve ad -to sec

them, and invited them to stay awhile and rest after

their long fli*ght over thé"country. The weathei- ýwas

soft and pleasant, and our little travellers enjoyed

the society of their old friends, Who said they would
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sure to receive a warm welcome from 'Squire

Regulus and-- the rest of their rich cousins.

This was very cheering, and after getting some

directions from the -ind bluebirds, they again started

on their travels.

Plossie wanted to, learn why their cousin was called

by such a fine name and title.l.,

Some call him 'King of the Wrens,' and you see

he carries a Id cro' n on his little head to show90
î his title anddignity."

Oh, does wearing a crown màke a kinc 2 asked

simple Flossie. I wislî -Brow fiié had a gold crest on

his head."

But 'Brownie only remarked, Handsome is that
does.' -I do net think that a ell'

Iandktne y ow cap

would 1ecome a plain brown suit s*uch as mine is.

Flossie however had her own notions. She likëd

gay feathérs and flowers, but she said no more.
j Brownie had notý the -ieast fear of not. meeting with

respect, though he did not wear a gold plume on

his little. brownhead.

It wa' not long before he and- Flossie présented.-
themselves-. at the bower of - Rosed,-ale wher'e the

family of Squire Golderesi had a -'eharmiincr home.

Situated ünder'the shade of a magnolia in full

bloom, it was.indeed a lovely bowery spot, full of
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sweet scents from the blüssoms of the trees, and

fflorious with colour froin the flowers in the garden

that su"rrounded it.

A burst of song from a party of youncr golderests

had attracted Brownie to the spot. He iiitroduced

himself and Flossie as Canadian cousins, who had

come from the north side of Lake Ontario to, paý

their respects to Squire Golderest and his family.

Brown -ie was. not ashamed of, his birthplace and

breeding. - Indeéd . he was proud of having been.
liatelied underý_ the British. flag. He- kneý_w--itsýèo1ours

well, as it had often wavéd--- over the nest on the

veranda of " Westove.>'

Thé Golderests are well.-bred and courteous, al-

though perhaps a little, too proud of the family

istinction, the crest theY carry on theirsmall heads.

Thi family expressed their pleasure at seei:ýg,,, their

small ousins, and invited them to, help, themselves

to whatever insect food was in season.

Mrs. Golderest pointed out an apple-tree near by,

and bade Flossie make herself at home.

-This was all very pleasant, and you may %e sure

the weary little birds were greatly delighted at their

reception.

The orange gW -re seemed ver'y much better than
1)0 and théy fêlt they were

their old home in ntario,
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fortunate in having falien into such good quarters,
so gave themselv'es up to enjoy the pleasures that

surrounded them.

Flossie greatly admired the elegance of her rela-

tives' dress and manners, the beautiful silky olive

tints were so much prettier than the coffee-brown

shade of her own plain dress, and she soon began to

feel unhappy because she had no fine ornaments- or

bright-tinted feathers.

It was not lonW either, before she heard sundry

remarks about the shabbiness of her and Brownie's

brow-n coats, and their -want of stylish manners and

musical taste.

When she whispered her grievances to Brownie he

only replied, Never mind, Flossie, our brown suits

are good enough for us. What do elothes matter,

anyway?.

But when Flossie tôld him that they spoke of

them as poor beggarly Cana grants," he got

very indignant, and a coolness was soon evident

between them and their hosts.

Our little birds were not at all happy, and as time

passed on it became e-ý-ident to, them that they had

out-staid their welcome, so they resolved to make
t4 their farewells and go off to Carolina to see their big

cousins there.

1 aaa lu
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This resolution wu received with approval by the
Goldcml;t q; who were indeed getting a little tired of
theïr company and quite ready to speed their parting.
'When bidding Squire Golderest good-bye, he Nvished

cethem a s-afé journev, and added haughtilv that he
hoped thev -%vould meet with a warmer welcome and-,

better treaibnient than the Golderests had given thèm
'but the Carolina-s were a proud set, alw'avs assertina-

their claïms to being superior to the Golderests
because Lley were so much bigger, and their country

richer ,md hotter than the one we live in. Thev%0
wlsh every wren to, bow down to, them, but we Gold-
crests will do nothïng of the kind. Possibly you

Poor Canadians may..
This speech made Flossie ratâer nervous at the

thought of encounterincr the grand Carolinas; but
Bro-%vnie thoucrht thére might be a little jealousy

to, prompt the Golderest's remar-, and that after alt
though bigger, the Carolina cousins might be really

kinder thar. the purse-proud gold-crested wrens.
Nevert'heless, after such a character given them of

the Carolina cousins, they felt more or less timid and
shy about introducing themselves to such grand

folks, and were really surprised at the hearty weï-
thev received at' their handsý.

The ,oTcmd héad of the family was so gracious and
kind that he soon put l.,hem at their ease. He only

1 1 1 m 1 OR q 1 1 q m 1 11 1 1 m i
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joked them in a good-natured way about their size,
d called them wee fellows, perfect pickaninnies."

Little and good I hope you W»ïll find us, my great
cousin," replied Brownie, merrily and in happy con-
tent. Indeed, Brownie did not- think size was of
Much importance, or that his being little and brown
matter 'd much he wasi. happy and wen had plenty
to t, and was grateful for all the kindness they

: rt

w4re receiving from the big cousins who made no
41-natured remarks about their brown coats.

The little wrens were certainI having a very cood
time; the weather was warm and sunny, flies and
spiders were plentiful; there were the tenderest of
Worms for the findino many insects hidden in the
fruit and flowers, and they were at libei-ty to help

themselves. It was little wonder that thev zrew fat
and thriving.

The only drawback to, perfect happiness was the
Je -of strange birds, snak's and prowling animals.

The paroquets, tq« often séared them. with their loud
discordant cries and chattering voices, caJIing out,

Who are you ? Who -are you?" a question whieh
appeared very rude to, our Canadian' birds.

However, they seldom ventured very Iar from
their nest, or away from, their hospitable southern
friends the Carolinas.

Althou,h it was winter there, it was not eold as
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the,-w"i-nter rnonth,-z, in Canada: but as time went on

the heat began to be too oppressive, and a longingZn
came over the wrens for cooler shades and fresher

air. The home feeling at last got so stronom that it

inade them restless, and they felt that they must

hasten back to their old home in Ontario. Nothing

now was so sweet to them as a nest under the trees

in the grove near the place where they had first seen

the light, and where they had been fed and brooded

over by the old birds.

'They knew there were kind hearts ready to wel-

, ome them, and bright eyes that would be watching

for their return, so they bade farewell to, their kind

Carolina cousins, who had treated them so well, and

were told they would be glad to see them again

another year if they cared to travel south. The.

Carolinas themselves were going west for change of

air, and would also be away for some months.

Our Canadians did not go back through Pennsyl-

vania, so saw nothing more', of the Goldtrests. They

were in haste to, reach the yeranda at ".Westove

before any intruding phcebe, and once more ta-e

possession of their own corner under the roof.

They arrived aboùt the middle of May, and my

young readers may find thein there in the summer,

busy, no doubt, and fillinop the air with their eheerful

songs.
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1T, was a soft, sweet summer evening. The wild bees

had gone to their nests, the Éowers haà closed their'

petals, and the butterflies had folded their beautiful

wings and gone to, rest. The mot-hs, who love shade

better than sunshine, were flitting about enjoyinom

the cool air in the twifight. The white water-lilies,

tooý had retired to their crystal halls under the

w a t e rs, a " nd as twilight deepened the fire-flies rose on

wing, lizhtinz up the gloom of the darkening for'e,;;ti

iwith their ti'y sparks of light, now seen like falling

stars, now hidden from sight, as they appeared and.

disappeared among the thick covert of the pines and

cedars.

The fire-flyls often seen hicrh in the air among the

loftiest of -the forest trees, unlike the lowly English

Zbe '%ittie isuilbere,
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rlow-worm. whieh is found among the -dewy-grass- in

mossy dells and lonelv wooded lanes, revealed to the
eye by its emerald-tinted licrht, softer and less

brilliant than' that of the fire-fly of our Canadian
woods.

On the slight leafy branch of a wild red cherry-
tree, close beside the cottaame on the island of Minne-

wawa, sat a pair of pretty wood phSbes, very
lovingly nestled side by side.

The settlers call this bird " Peewee,-" from, the soft
syllýables, slowly repeated, which they utter, like

Pee-wee ! 'Pee-wee ! but Phcebe is the name usually
mven to the little birds.

Their note can hardly be called a song, though
doubtless the birds 'know what it means. If we

knew the bird language, we might understand what
the phSbes are savingr to each other this- summer

night as they sit so lovingly euddled together.
It may be only some such word as " -darling or

dearie, but I think I can. guess what it is all about,
what the wee wifie is saying to her mate.

",It is time for us, dearie, to- be thinkincr about
making a nest,"-to which he replies with a bright
twinkle of his black eye: d.

The niÛts are dry and warm, my darling wifie.
We need not trouble ourselves about building a house.
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If you are cold, just lay your head against my warm
breast or under your own wMig.

But the wee wifie was not thinking about cold
that warm June night, or indeed about herself at the
time. She whispered a few words in her- companion's

ear. It was a secret, you see, but he soon guessed it
and said ily:

All right, Phcebe, my darling, Fll be up in the
morning -before sunnse and set to work. You shall

find what a smart husband you have-not like some
of those selfish birds I could name who leave their
poor little partners all the work to do, building the

nest, and hatching and feeding their broods."
Phcebe was glad to know what a good active

partner shé had, and I am quite sure that Mr. PhSbe
wàs as good as his word.

Before the dew-drops had dried on the long grass
and herbage of the island, our brave little pheebe was

hard at work collecting tiny sticks, and hay, and fine
dry fibres from the roots of the old plants of former
seasons that lay rotting in the soil. Tufts of lovely
Mossi green and fresh, he picked from the rocks and
bark of the trees. Here and there he found a feather
that had been dropped by some bird in its fli ht.9
Altogether he brought a fine heap of odd materials

.-for his wife to choose from.

ffluffl 0 Ulm



'THE LITTLE BUILDERS. 191

At first Mistress Phcebe did not appear tobe satis-
fied with the place chosen by her partner for laying
the foundation of the nest. It waà- rather . too publie,
facing as it- did the front door of the house, 'but' as

phSbes aré knom-n -to have a fancy for building in
sheds and under the shelter of verandas, and even
old -- bridcres and such out-of-the-way places, .on

second thoughts she did not find fault. Slie looked
with great approval at the heap of stuff he haýd

collectedand with hearty o-oý-will the pretty pair
t tô wor-.
The only tools they had to build with were their

tiny bills and the sharp c1ýws of their little feet. With
these they managed to ý,weave and twist and twine
the twigs and sticks and fibre together. The bills,
took the place of scissors or knives, and- with their

brea-sts they contrived to mould, shape and smooth
the whole into the proper form for a phcebe's nest.

All the time the' little wife was busy making the
nest her husband was flying to and fro supplying her

with just'the very- bit she . was ready for. Now a
twïg. then a bit of root-fibre- like hair, or -strips of

basswood to lace the coarser materials together.
Again it was a bit of soft moss or grey lichen, or the

cast-off cocoon of a caterpillar*, which. she entwined
so cleverly with her deft little bill. Re nev«er kept
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her waiting a moment, but flew to and frô all the
day long, never seeming to weary of helping the

busy little weaver.
VvThen- night came the work was done, and judging
from the appearance of the outside you would have
thought it a large house, and that -Mrs. Phcebe was

making room for six or seven lodgers: but the
phSbes seldom lay more than three or four eggs,

white, with a few pencil marks at one end, and the
deep cup-shaped hollow in the nest, moulded by the
little mother's breast, was just the size fitted for the
young birds when the eggs were hatched.

For about ten days the mother-bird sat over the
eggs, seldom leaving them and only for a few

minutes at a time. At night the faithful partner
of her cares sat beside his wife, and no doubt the
pair had sweet whisperings toa-ether about the
strange unhatched eggs and the young birds hidilen
under the delicate shells,'for the future comfort and
safety of which, though unseen, they had so éarefully
provided.

Now, there was one other thing thesé little bi.rds
did that I must tell you about. The young birds of

their family have no warm down upon lu-hem like
ehickzens, nor any feathers at all at first, so the

inother and father bird made a lovely silk mat to

covèr the wee birdie-s.,
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ne careful father-bird had found the dried stem
of the red-flowered swamp milkweed, lying # withered
on .the ground. He stripped away the bark and tore
off the fine long silken fibres from the plant, and the-se
lie carried to his wife, bit by bit. Miany journeys it
cost him before he had collected enough, then tocether
they heckled and pounded the threads until they

became as fine and soft as silk, after which they
felted all into a lovely mat.' It really was a beau-
tiful piece of work, and I wish my young friends
could see it.

But I must hurry on with my story, and tell -how
the dear phSbes fed and cared for the tiny family
when they came out of the shell.

There were but three of them, and they did not
look very pretty at first. They were very bare, and
seemed to be all mouths as they sat huddled together
with their heads just visitle over the edge of the

nest, and gaping when they-saw the old birds coming
with a fly.

Mm PhSbe was very proud of her fledglings. "Are
they not dear beauties? " 'he would say.

cc All right, mammie dear," said her husband, "Only
their mouths are too large, and are always gaping

when they hear me coming."
cc Their mouths are no different from those of other
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birds. All little birds have big mouths. Ours are not
ugiier than the sparrows and the yellow-birds, and as

to young robins and catbirds; Oh, my 1. 1 am sure
Our wee birdies are perfeet beauties compared with
those young frights. ý5

So Mr. Phcebe said nothing more about the big
mouths of the three little ones, but only whispered

slyly, ('I suppose all geese think their young ones
swans.»

It was about the middle of July when Gracie and
Rosie, with their little brother Georgie, arrived for
their annual visit to the island.

The first thing the little girls noticed was the
phSbes' nest just over the upper sill of the front

entrance to the veranda.
'i Those foolish little birds .ý" cried Gracie. "If they

have not built their nest just opposite the glass door .?
Why, we must pass. under it every time we go in

or out."
They must be very sociable and fond of com-

pany," laughed Rosie. You know, they built above
the north door last year, and you remember how
anxious the poor birds looked whenever we pasàed
under the nest then.'-'

I think the dear little thicrs must have forgotten
all about that," said Gracieý solemnly.
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The children watched the birds with much interest,
noting the ways of the wood phSbes and their little
ones. The parent bi ds were very shy, and oftena n
would wait patient with a worm, ready to drop into

et 
n

the open gapin mouths, till they saw a chtince to
tlldart into the veranda and off again like a flash.

One day y seemed to go much more frequently,
0)1Uheedless of e presence of anyone. It was evident

that their rapid flights to and from the nest in so
unusual a way had some special cause. Rosie thought

-they had some secret to, tell the little birds. Gracie,
said they must be angry with them and were seofding
them, but their mother said, " No, the old birds are
teaching the young ones to fly, and you will find the
nest empty,ýto--rrow."

And mamma was right; the nest was empty, the
birds were flown, and the wood phSbe's <'Pee-wee..
Pee-wee.!"' was not heard again that summer from
under the veranda at Minnewawa.
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RiCHARD, did you ever tell the boys of your first

voyage and shipwreck-? asked Mr. Warren, as he,

laid down the book he had been reading and looked

at his brother, a plain middle-aged seaman, whose

sunburnt complexion told of years passed under

foreign skies.

No, brother, 1 have not; there,11has always been,

so much else to tell them that I have nevpr thought

of it, but I will tell ihem now if they care to hear it.

It""'may serve as a lesson to the lads."

Captain Warren, turning his co -fortably lined

chair to the' fire, looked around at the family circle

of boys and girls whose attention h7ad been attracted

Prom an -incident that occurred during a gale on the east coast of England
in the year 1824.
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by their fa-ther"s question. A story from Uncle

Richard was always delightful, ana" one of sea-

faring and adventure, as this ýro-'m-i*sed to 'be, excited,

additional interest.

Well, you know, boys, that your grandmother

was left a widow when your father and I wereýsînall

children. I was very little more than six years, old,

and your father about five.

Your grandmother was left m-ithouta'nything to

live on, so she was glad to collect a few things in her

house and move to a small cottage whieh stood on

'the borders of a wide common, distant about two

miles from, the fishing village of Southwold, in one

of the eastern counties, and a short distanee from

the sea beach.

The little cottage was o1výmed by Unele Philipi
our mother's brother. Unéle Philip was captain and

part owner of the William and Mary, a smalil

trading vessel whieh made short voyages to and

from Leith and London-sometimes she went as far

as the Baltic and other ports as distant.

" Our uncle let mother have the codage, rent free,

staying with us for a tew days at * a time when his

vessel was in the harbour or undergoing repairs. He

was a good-naturçd, careless sort of -- a man, acting for

the most part rather on the impulse of the moment



Pli 1 0 m"Mu m 0 lMýý f rp

top

lois
ÏCI,

cassa

gisic,
CAC

tous

'lit

pipi

198 COT AND CR.DLE STORIES.

than from due reflection yet he was kind- and
generous, very good to our dear mother, and fond of
us boys. He -vvas always ready to contribute to our
enjoyment, and we hailed the season of his visiting
the cottage as a time of unrestrained pleasure.

" It was to -no purpose that our mother reproved us
when Unele Philip was at home; he lauýhed at all

our pranks and justified all our acts of disobedience
as faults which reason and time-would cure, and in
fact, our wildest tricks wer-e no faults in his êyes.

" One of our favourite amusements was going to,
the great pond on the heath to, sail our ' fleet,- as

we caHed a collection of little boats which we had
ca-rved for ourselves. Once we carried off the wash-

ing tub, whieh caused mother some trouble and
delay, and we got a good rating for it. The depth
of the'pond. made mother very uneasy lest any
accident should happen to us when we were playing
on its slippery banks, and when we went out to
play her last words from the open door were. often,

Be sure, boys, you do not go to, the pond.'
1 am sorry to, say that we did not always give

heed to, the warning, but whenever we could elude
her watchful, eye we were sure to, take the path to,

.the scene of this forbidden pleasure.
I well reraember a quarrel. that took place be-
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tween niv Imr, inother and Unele Philip on this very
subject, She had detected us sailing our boats on
the po'd-we had soiled and wetted our clothes, and
vour father had only just recovered from, the measles-
and had a sore throat. My mother was very an'gry

-%vÏ4,li us both and particularly with me, being the
eldees, for leading your father into mischief and
danger. She was proceeding to punish me when

une.le interfered to prevent it, saying we were but
shoNving our love for the sea betimes.

As tâ-the lads, sister,' he said, in his off-hand
waýw> they are bi-ave lads, and as soon as they are

old enough. shall. go to sea with me, and depend upon
it I wïll make good seamen of them-'

At this poor mother fell a-crying, for she did not
wïsh 'us to be sailors; she said it was a hard life and

few sailors were God-fearing men.
This angrered her brother, and he swore that we

shoulti go to, sea if he li-ed, and be none the wors(à
men ïf we did.

AhN Philip, brother Pliilip,' said my mother, 'when
did x-ou- ever see the blessing oî God fall upon un-

dutiful children? How can you encourage these
boys in acts of wilful disobedience to their widowed
mother ?

U nele Philip said nothing, but he looked hurt
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and thoughtful all the rest of the day. He Went
away the following morning, and my inother never

aw him again. I do not think there was any

angry feeling between them when they parted.

Tincle Philip felt that he had been wrong, and

mother saw it, so they parted V'ery affectionatelv.

Some months after on a*' fine'ý-afternoon in the

latter end of Oétober, vour grandmother sent us out

with a basket to gather mushrooms on the hea-h.

Having wearied ourselves in gathering the mush-

rooms for whieh we had strolled near to the edge of

the heath, where it terminated in the high bank or

cliff, below which lay the shingly beach and ever

sounding sea, we sat down on a heathy knoll under

the shelter of a clump of holly trees. This was one

of our favourite retreats at all seasons of the year.

The holly trees'grew close to the ground and being-

very thick, _made a fine shelter from either sun or

wind.

We sat down on the dr ferns and moss and,y
enjoyed the scene before us. We liked watching the

flights of silvery-winged, sea-gulls and other sea-birds

that flitted over our heads or dropped one by one -on

the, quiet waters of the Broad,' a sheet of salt water

which extended for some distance infand and was a

great breeding-place for-sea-birds of all kinds.
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Ic c That looks very much like uncle's ship, the
William and 31aty,' said he.

Unele Philip had taught us to distinguish, one sort

of vessel from another, and to know many a one by
the trim of its sails, and we knew his old craft as well

as if we had seen the figure-head or the painted name

below it.

I wonder said your father, 'if unele can see us?

Let us tie this handkerchief to a stick and wave

it, and perhaps he will answer,' I s"aie.

There was a stick slung through the handle of our

balàket, and we proceeded at once to carry out the

plan. We knew unele would be on deck lookiiýg, out

for the old cottage on the heath; and sure enough he

was, for in a few minutes after the elevation of our

flag, a boat was lowered from the ship's side, 'and

full of glee we watched her steering straight for the

beach in a line with the steep path that wound up le
the side of the cliff. With a shout of delight we ran

down to meet her.

Our loud huzzas were,.- answered b uncles

familiar Aye, aye,' as the keel of the boat grated on

the shingle.

Well, boys,' said Unele Philip, 'I have just run

the boat ashore for five minutes to shake hands with

you and say good-bye before the'brig sails for New-
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castle. W e are out for coals this trip. - I cauglit

sight _' of your bit of bunting from the hill, and if you

have a mind for a bit of a cruise, why, as you have

never been aboard the William and Mary, and as it

is a promise of lonop standing, 1 don't mind if I take

you out now. The tide will serve for an hour to come,
and that leaxý7ýes us time enough to get back before we

heave anchor.'

You may suppose we were pleased at.thi ' s. We

had long wanted to, see the ship, and joyfully hailed

the opportunity. Your father was already in the

boat, and I was preparing to follow him when unele

called out:

Avast a bit there, you Richard Warren step

home and ask your mother-s -leave, or maybe, boys,

we shall get into hot water for sailing without orders

from the co'mmander-in-chief. And hark 'ee, lad, be

back in the shaking out of a tops'le reeL'

"Off I set, scampering up the steep cliff like a

frightened hare in a direct line for the cottage door.

Panting and breathless I presented myself before my

mother, who, without listening to a word of my pas-

sionate ý entreaties to be allowed to go with my uncle,

gave a positive denial to, my petition, and asked me

angrily why I had not brought -home the basket of

mushrooms, bidding me begone and fetch them home

without any further delay.
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With, a dogged look and sullen step I turned

slowly toward the beach, my brow clouding as 1 went
with ill-suppressed resentment and disappointment:

but when -my eye caught once more the little boat
rocking on the édge of the smooth water, my unele at
the helm and your fathers face full of joyful expecta-
tion, a sudden thought flashed across my mind, that
I would conceal my mothers refusal and no one would
suspect me of faIsehood. I even said to myself, 1 am
sure she would have let us go if unele had been there
to ask her, and only she was cross about the mush-

rooms she might have said yes. Yet to go in direct
disobedience to her command,-well, 1 shall get a
scolding and a few blows, and maybe no supper to-
night, but then Arthur will not be blamed. So I
set the pleasure a*gainst the punishment, and said to

myself, ' Well, I don't care, III go.'
î'ýkaùkened my pace to-deliberate, for something

just then seemed to say in my own heart,'It is not
the punishment only. You are doing wrong, and

God will mark it against you.'
The next moment I heard Lncle Philip's shrill

whistle urging me to quicken my steps, and my
brother's eager question, 'May we go?' decided me,
and in an unlucky moment I replied:
. 49 C Yes, yes, we may go,-' and giving my hand to
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Powell, the saîlor who occupied the rower's bench, I

leaped intoi the boat. Unele cried out, e Give way.'

and off we flew over the smooth water as swift as a

bird through the air. All my scruples of conscience

were forgotten as I gav' e myself up to the delight of
the moment.

I think unele had either forgotten his promise to
take us to the brig, or perhaps the delay in sending

me to ask our mother's leave made him think he had

not time to do so.
cc We had coasted along for a short time, when he

proposed putting us ashore, but wie eh'treated him. in

the most vehement manner to, keep his promise and

take us aboard the brig.

For some moments he remained firm. in his re-

fusal, but we persisted, him not to break his

promise, till, overcome by our entreaties, he bade

Powell pull off into deep water. Half an hour's

rowing brought us alongside the William and Mary,

and in another minute we stood on her deck full of

wonder at everything we saw. The -masts, sails,

compass, rudder, éapstan, the boom, each rope and bit

of canvas in turn attra;cted our attention-we wanted

to be told the names and uses of everything ontî
board.

Now it happened that during unele's absence the

;ç Ui';i.
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mate had neglected to execute some order, or had
done it amiss. M unele, though a good-humoured
man when he was ashore, was very strict and hasty
on board the brig, and he got into a violent passion,
swearing at the sailors most. dreadfully, at whieh

your father and I were so terrified: that we retreated
down the companion-way into the little cabin below

to be out of hearing of his angry words.
suppose our poor unele quite forgot he had his

nephews on board, and we, terrified by his blustering
voice and the hoarse bawling of the men, dared not
venture into his presence.

We heard, the noise of the anchorbeing weighed,
and could not understand what the bustle and hé'avy

trampling overhead could be about. The gradual
decline of daylight and the deepening'gloom, around
us made us think of home, and wish we were once
more within it.

We began to perceive an unusual motion in the
Vessel, and could hear the waters dashing against her

sides. The brig was under way, and fast pursuing
her northern voyage. It was evident that our uncle

had forgottýn us.
'(-Urged by feelings of anxiety that could no longer

be controlled we crept up to, the deck and ventured
to, look about in the hope of catching Powell's eve,
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-but he was up in the r»gg*ng. Unele was pacing the
deck in a very ill-humour, Iis eyes Èxed on the

shrouds, and too, much engaged in scolding the men
who were shifting the sails' to notice us.

Richard what shall we do.?' whispered vour
father, as he looked unéasily towards the fast-reced-
ing shore. 'What mrill poor mother say? stie. will

be so frightened at our not coming home.'
"' These words dyed my cheeks with blushes, and

then the thouglit of my faIsehood and disobedience
rushed info my mind. 1 felt like a condemned and

.a-uilty criminal, and was dumb with shame and
remorse. I dared not confess to my innocent brother-

the wicked part I had acted, but stood a guilty
wretch with eyes bent on the deck, unable to say

a word.
"I would have given the world, had all- its riches

been at my command, to have been quietly seated
beside my poor mother's cottage fire.
"Meanwhile your father had ventured to approach

his'unele, and watching a favourable mome'nt"asked
him when the boat was, going to put us'ashore.
" The sound of his tremulous, anxious voice -seem ed

to recall' Unele Philip to himself. He had quitý",,,-Or-
gotten us. Reomarding him with an expression of
vexation and perplexity, he turned to Powell.
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"" A pretty go, this,' he said, I forgot the lads.
Whaes to be done now? 1

"' Captain, there7s no help for it,' said the sailor,
casting his eye along the line of coast; & there's a

heavy sea, and a lee shore, the bnig's under wa'
and night's coming on. Timé and tide stay for no
man, nor boysý either; the lads must take their
chances with the brip'

"'There'ïs no question about the matter,' grum-
bled out Har dy, the mate. 'There11 be dirty weather
before morninom and no mistake, and we're too far
out to stop now.'

"My unele was in a thorough ill-humour with
himself, with us and the whole ship's crew. I heard

him say to Powell that in case we fell in with a
vessel bound to the'p'ort he would put us aboard

with orders to mak, our way home as best we could,
as he was uneasy at the trouble that ouïr absence
would occasion our mother.

The thought of my unhappy mother and her night
of anxious watching made my heart sink within me.
I felt as if I were sufficiently punished for my fault,
but heavier things were in store.

"' Your father, who, was by nature more delicate
thanI. began to, feel all the deadly sensations of sea-
sickness, and was soon too ill to, remain on deck,

or sri 0 lui M MI or 1 le 01 a 1 m 1 1
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My uncle carried him down below, and putting him
into a spare berth in the cabin, left me to watch,
beside him.

We passed a most miserable night. The pitching
and rolling of the vessel, the thunderinor of the waves
and the creaki-ng and rattling of the sails and ropes,
together with the horrible sickness, made my head

ache and completely bewildered my brain.. At last
I fell asleep on the cabin floorand remembered no
more of what passed until uncle came down at day-
light and told us there had been a heavy gale of
wind during thenight, and that it was still blowing
hard. He gave us some salt beef and biscuit for

breakfast, and a tin mug or 'pannikin,' as sailors call
it of tea, and bade us keep quiet, as there was a
heavy sea and the rain was falling in torrents.

'c We were cold and miserable, and the sight of food
only made us worse. We could not help noticing

that poor old uncle looked anxious. Several tini -es
he said earnestly, 'Lads., I would give a great deal if

I could see you both safe ashore.!.'

I think that day was the worst and most comfort-
less I ever experienced. The brig'rolled and pitched
so much that we could not keep our feet. If we

ventured to move we were thrown down, and soon
were sorelv battered and bruised by beingg, thrown

Mai Mali 1 a MINI à a 1 m m 0 coura
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against the sides of the bertli and other fixtures in
the cabin.

Uncle Philip only visited us for a few minutes at
a time, to gl*ve us food and try to cheer our spirits,
but there was a harassed and painfulïý-- anxious
expression on his face which did not escape US.

Toward evening the heavy rain, ceased, but with
the stormy sunset - the wind, which had lulled a little,
rose and by dégrees increased till it blew a perfect
hurricane.' The sailors had put up the dead lights to
keep the waves from breaking in the cabin lights,
and lit a lamp to supply the place of the daylight.

As night wore on the gale increased. About the
mid-watch my unele came down, looking worn and
weary. He broke a morsel of biscuit and drank some

brandy, of whieh he gave us both a mouthful, forcing
us totake it, as he said we should grow weak unless
we did so.

I asked him if he could not turn in for an hour
and --try to sleep, but he shook his o-mrev head. His

eyes were full of tears as he bade me get into the
be rth.

" 'Be sure, Dick,' he said, <do not forget to say
--your prayers. We neýd all the help of Almighty

God this night more than we ever did in our lives
before.'

14
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I knelt down by the side of the berth, and unele
on a sea chest. I heard him say, 0 Lord, have
inercy have mercy upon our souls, and save these

children, for Christ's sake.'

He rose sayinu to himself, "A fearful night indeed,
but the will of the Lord be done.'

While he"was yet speaking a dreadful crash was
Jheard on deck, follomred by a cry that struck terror Z

to our hearts. Poor uncle hurried up on deck and we- CLV
,,,'saw him no-more.

Therçýe*ks a roaring, rushing sound above our
heads as of the sweep of a flood of water.

"'Richard,' cried your father, starting up in the
berth,'the vessel is going down! My niother!,,.,- Oh,
My poor mother!'

"His words wrung my heart with agony, and throw-
ing myself down beside him, in a voicei hardly audible

from grief and terror, I confessed what I had done,
and begged him. to forgive - me for bringing him into

this fearfulperil, and besought him to pray to God
to ýorgîve my great sin.

Boys, he never reproached me, nor through theý
long hours of misery and danger that Ilowed did

-he say one word to, add to my grief and remorse.
,Yoùng as I then was, for I had not .completed 'iùy

eleventh year, I w&s deeply touched by this proof of
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his brotherly kindness and forbearance. 1 never for-

got it, and I never shall."

As he said these'words, Captain Warren extended

his hand toward his brother. There was silent but

ý,1oquent affèètion in the warm pressure'with which.

Arthur- Warren returned the grasp of brotherly love.

It spoke the feelings of his heart more eloquently

than a thousand words could have done.

Well, -boys,"' continued Captain Warren, we passed

that awful night in prayer and Nvatching. At times

we strained our ears to listen for the sound of uncle à

voice, -or the hoarse bawlina of the sailors, whieh we

had caught at intervals all through the storm, but all

was silent, we heard only the thundering of the waves

ahd the roar of the blast. 'We were, in fact the only

matures left alive on that devoted ship.

As soon as the first gleam of day reached the cabin

we ascended the ladder, where an awful scene met

our eyes.

The ship lay a complete wree- on the water, her

masts gone, her rudder unshi ped, her riggina- rent

away, her bulwarks torn. The waves had swept the

deck clean of everything.

How can I describe the terror of your father and

myself when we found ourselves alone in the desolate

sape"
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ship as it lay tossed hither and thither, by the white

waves, a mere spot on that vast expanse 0f water

It was no use crying out. in our despair, th ere was

no one to, hear, our unele and his men were fathoms

deep in the sea. We strained our eyes through the

streaming tears., in the hope of descry-ing some friendly

sail, but there was none in sight, and' our mastless

hulk continued to drive before the merciless fury of
3', the gale.

From the wet and slippery deck we were driven

by th lashing fury of the spray an&the down-pour-

ing rain, which began once more to fall in torrents,

and we retreated sad and miserable to the shelter of

the cabin, where we passed another most miserable

day.

We climbed into our berths, havin( ecured some

biscuits, for grief rarely destroys the sense of hunger

in children, and there Nve remained, sometimes losing

consciousness of our dreaiýy situation in sleep. When

aNvake, we twined our arms together and looked into

each ot,-Iier's faces as if to ask that counsel which

neither could give, or m7-e watelied the stream of light

as it gradually faded into the dim, uncértain grey

of twilight.

Often during that melancholy day did we kneel

m7-ith clasped hands and lift up ourîýoices crying to the
Zn

quoi'
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Almighty to presei-ve us, and then, weary with grief,
would lie cloNvii sleep. Tlius wore away the

longest day I ever remember to, have spent.

Weepinçr mav endure L'or a night, but joy
coineth in the niôrninc' The day dawned brilliantly.

The storin had subsided, and our vessel now merely

rolled like a locr on the surfare of the wa'ier.

The. sun liad risen crloriously when we went up on

dec-, and it. was with a wild cry of delight that we

a schooner bearing down upon us. Presently'a

boat canie dancing over the waves, and in- a few

mmutes one of her crew stood upon our deck. Then

we felt that help liàd indeed come, and throwing our

arms around each other we wept and laughed for joy.

" The hearts of the rough seamen were. moved when

they beaixi the tale we had to tell. We were soon on

board the schooner, and the -výreck was taken posses-

sion of and towed into Yarmouth, to whieh port their

vessel %v,ts bound.

Capt,,-dn Holly and his crew were most kind to us.

On our reaching Yarmouth he took us to his own

home, and despatched a trusty me-ssenger to acquaint

our mother with the fact, and to, bring her back to

Yaxmouth that he might have the satisfaction of

beincr present at our meeting, and to smooth away all

the anger toward me, if any such should remain.
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JAt the sight of her lost ones all feelings of anger

and grief were alike forgotten. Her eyes overflowed
with tears of thankfulness, and she lifted. up her voice
in crrateful acknowledgment to Him who had looked

upon the fatherless and redeemed them from the
perils of tËe mighty deep.

And now, my dear children, letthese thingý teach
you never under any temptation to, conceal the truth,

77-or in order to gratify yourselves disobey your parents,
and above all things, to be thankful to God for all
His mercies."
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alpine mouse.

HERMAN AND BERTA SWITZERwere the children of
a poor soldier's widow -who lived in a small cabin,
called a châlet, in one of the lovely valleys among
the Alps of Switzerland.

The spot was very rugged, full of jutting rocks and
deep gorges worn the wintrýy torrents, and spring
was always late «'n- v*slting* it, the sun having but

little access to the earth to warm it and bring
forth buds and blossoms.

Many persons would have left it for some'more
favoured locality, but the Swiss peasantry love their
wild mountaînous country and their Alpine homes,

rude and bleak, though they may seem to, strangers.
They make the most of the blessings they possess and

munir
1 1 1 1
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thank the Giver of all good for them, and think theîr

Switzerland the best country in the world. If it

were not, they say, foreigners from all parts of the

clobe, would not come to visit it as they do every

year.

The Swiss are remarkable for industry, increnuity

and frugality. The men are brave, hardy and ener-

getic; nor are the women less so man the men. Much

of the field work is done by the women, while the

husbands and sons follow the more difficult and peril

ous life of the. hunter or guide -in the wild passes of

the mountains. The wives and daughters patiently

cultivate the garden, carrying manure and earth on

their backs in baskets to enrich some small field or

flat on the side of the mountain where they will raise

a few bushels of oats and barley.

Such a field, of about half an acre in extent, had

thus been made to yield a scanty supply of grain and

roots by the widow Switzer and her children. This

with the milk of a small flock of goats, a little honey

from. the hives of the wild rock bees some hard cheese

made from the goats' milk, and such small supplies of

meat as they procured from snaring the mountain

conies and hares, the family contrived to live, if not

luxuriously, yet with comfort.

But hard times sometimes came, The cold late
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sprilrIrrs ke t back the crrain froni ripenhirr, floods

swept the newly sown seed out of the ground or the

wild goats, the ibex and chamois, browsed upon the

tender blade when it.showed promise of a-fair crop.

To prevent this last misfortune it was Herman's

and Berta's task to, rise at earliest dawn and watch the

field and chase away the wild animals. Besides the

larger animals they had tQwatch for, there were the

rock conies and the Alpine inoùse or marmot.

The children knew all the ways ancKhabits of

these wild matures. They _knew where the cautious

chamois and the wary ibex hid their tender -idli*ngs

in the mountain gorges, spots where the foot of man,

liowever venturous, had never dared to, approaéli.

Herman could point out to his sister the tall pine tree.

that had twisted its roots so deeply in the rifted rock

that no storm could move it, and where the lordly

eagle had its eyry and had built its nest and reared

its -vounc--r ones year after year unmolested by -the

hunter. He knew wher.e the bright-eyed, sharp-

win ed falcon that soared so high above their heads,9
had its.,nest.

The simple loving nature of the boy took pleasure

in watching and studving the habits of the birds and

animals he met with in their native haunts. He

could imitate the songs of the birds and the cries of

1 1
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the wild beasts, and was so great an, adep't at this
ilatural music that he could lure the female from. her
perch to seek her mate. He could imitate the whist-
ling cry of the marmot, the bark of the hill-fox, the
bleat of the kid, or the call -of the dam to, her young,
and by the last-ý.-many & one was brought within the
range of his cross-bow or sling.

Brave and hearty, Herman was- also gentle and
kind. Like David he would have killed the lion àr

the Iear in defence of his flocks, and would have
carried. the lame and'the helpless lambs in his arms.

Among the herd-boys who frequented the mountain
pasture he was friendly and kind, but if nèed required

he could hold his own with the stoutest of them. Yet
he was no brawler., and while he firmly defended his

rights he quarrelled with no one, going his own way
eacefully, ever ready- to le'nd a helping hand to a
companion in danger or distress.

Berta, a gentle, dutifui little girl, was younger than
her brother, and like him. in many ways. They were

a ureat comfort to eïr mother, and cheered her
lonely life and widowed heart.

During the pasturing season, Herman, now -a fine
healthy lad of twelve years of' age, earned a seanty

living for his mother and sister-by keeping. the -flocks
and herds of a'farmer who lived in the neighbouring-
valley.
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During the. long cold inonths of winter, when the

inhabitants of the Alpine valleys are shut up as in a

prison. Herman and Berta were not idle. The little

flock of goats that were housed under the roof of the

chàlet, as the cottacres are called in that country, have

to be tended and fed. Stores of dried herbage and

roots from the garden had been carefuRy. garnered

during the, warm seawn fortheir sustenance.

Herman had been taught by his unele, an aged

man who, sometimes --,-isited the châlet, to carve

wooden toys, to make cups, bowls and platters, and

to ornament some of the better sort with such simple

devices as ears Qf__whéàT71ýàrley or oats eut in the

wood as a boràer. For such work he, found occasional

purchasers among the better class of farmers' wiv'es,

or at the fairs held in the neighbouring towns.

Herman m I said before, was well versed in the

minor arts of the hunter and trapper. He had dis-

covered the hôles and burrows of the marmots in the

rocks, and often drew them from their winter retreats.

The flesh served for food and the skins brought

a small sum, or he made Lhem up into caps and

mittens for himself and Berta.

He took a great fancy to, one of these little animals.

It was very young when- e caught it, and he soon

contrived to attach it to him and to teach it many

0 1 1 1
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little tricks. In the course of its training it became
very obedient, and would do many things at his

biddi ng.

Mouzelle, for so he named the marmot, would sit

up on its haunches with a small reed stick balanced

across its nose or would hold it in its fore paws, which

were flexible and almost lik-e hands, and dance on its

hind legs to, the sound of that inspiriting air, the

Raus des vaches," or ý"Herd-boy's Call to his Cows,"

Aeeping good time to the notes breathed through a

little pipe that his master had made and was accus-

tomed to play upon when keeping the flocks and,

herds on the mountains.

The herdsmen as they sauntered home at sunset

would often stop to, listen to Herman's music and

watch with oTeat delight the movements of the

marmot, who seemed to, imitate the step of its young

master as he danced and played.

If I were you, Herman, I would go to, thé great

fair at Altdorf, said, on:è of the neighbours as he leant

on the top of the ironshod staff calle'd an alpenstock,

and gazed with admiring eyes at the little mature.

And what should 1 go to Altdorf for, Carl Graaf ?

I have no toys to sell, not even a bowl or platter for

the salesman at the fair ; I have had no time for

that work since the flood came.

1 1
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You should take your Mouzelle toi the £air," said
Carl.

" What Mouzelle, my darling petl. I shoulà luse
him in -the fair amonor the crowd. No, no, Carl, I

have no business at the great fair thi ' s year, and no

money to, spend withal," said Herman, sorrowfully.

The- --aýatez-need-of turning an honest penny,

child," was Carl Graaf's reply.

" But how, good Carl ?

" Listen to me, child. The world runs after shows

and rare sights of all kinds. Franz-,Reusl'ý 'ý',',who has

the caravan with the lions and -tigers and glaù-ts and

dwarfs and such outlandish animals, drewý ,, scarcely

more money than the man' with the danci ogs and

the monkeys and the learned pi --and talking agapie.

For iny part I was half afraid that some of those big

hungry-lo'0-"king beasts would break the bars of their

cages and jump out upon us, --or maybe eat up a baby

or two at a snap, for there were lots of those innocents

in the crowd; and to my mind, Herman, it is more

wonderful to, hear a bird talk like a wise man, and a

stupid pig tell a man or woman's fortune by the cards,

and what the hour of the day is by his fore feet, than

seeing lions and tigers eat poor marmots and dogs

and hares. Ugh .! that is an ugly sight.

Bah' I had a youna- wolf eub and a bear, and
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they were ais tame as your little fawn was, but I had

to shoot them at last, for Carline, when she caiiie

home from the silkwinding ICI -st year, took it into her

silly head to be afraid of bruin, aiid declared the wolf

cub cast hungry' eyes at Fridolin whenever the little

fello".passed near his kennel."

But I do not see ivhat cood it would be to take

Mouzelle to the fair" said Herman. C
stupid, 'do you notsee,. said. Carl, giving

Herman a good-natured poke with his alpenstock,

that a marmot that can dance as-well as yours does,

and can keep such good time to the music, and minds

all you say to h*-m-- , is wel.1 worth paying a bit of

money to see? Just you go to the fair and see if you

do not come back with money enough in your pouch

to buy your - od mother a warm. linsey petticoat for

the winter, and maybe a red ribbonTor little Berta,"

and Carl làugl-ïed and clapped him- on the shoulder.

Ah, indeed, Carl, that would be something to talk

about, 5> said the little fè1low, brightening. -"A. warm

petticoat for mother, and it should be black and red

too, for that -looks gay and so warm wherc- the snow

comes, and would match Berta's red ribbon. But

Mouzelle, if I should lose you or any harm should

befall you in the crowd'. Ah, that would be 4&.,oo

bad to, happeiL"
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Oh, never fear, lad. No harm will happen-to
Mouzelle. We shall all go to the fair, wife and I and

the little ones. Paulinè and Carline are coming
home to-night to, go with us, and you may go with us
too. I go every year, if only to see the great tower
dressed with evergreen and laurel and the flags of

the free Cantons, and the statue of our great hero,
William Tell, who cleft the apple off his son's head.
Hurrah for William Tell and the free Cantons --and
wavinc his fur cap above his head, Carl Graaf went
down the valley.

It is a prétty little beast and very well taught,
too.," said a soft fawning voice behind Herman«, who

eî,
looking round percelved, standing close by, a man
whom he had not noticed before.

The stranger was shabbily dressed and had a
rushen flail basket, such as carpenters carry tools in,
slung over his shoulder. He spoke low and softly,
but had a sharp, cunnin expression which did not
suit his voice.

Let me see your marmot go through his exercise,
master, said the traveller, seating himself on a block

of stone near the doôr of the châlet.
Herman complied at once with the request, nota

little proud of the exploits of his pet and the excla-
mations of delight from the stranger, who cried out
repeatedly, Bravo 1 Bravo! Enedre'k
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The boy did not understand what this last word
rneant until the man, Pitying his ignoriince, told him
it meant to repeat over again.

You will ma-e quite a fortune at the fai" with
that mouse of yours,". &ii(l the man as he tried to
imitate the notes of the Swiss air that Herman
had been playing on his flute and make the marmot
dance, but fuiding it, no easy tas- he soon tire(], and

turning to, Herman said, "Boy, if. you -,ývill sell the
mouse I will give - you this piecc. of silver 'for it. A

large price for a marmot;" and he ý held up a coin
between his finger and thum b.

" I do not wish to sell my dear Mouzelle," hastily
replied Herman. " I love it too well to part from' it.

No, my pet," he added,.. bending his face fondly
over the soft velvet head of the marmot, ', I will 1101.
sell you for twenty gretchen. No, not for Cail the,

richest man could offer me, for I love you too dearly,
my clever little pet."

I suppose," said the man, with a' sneer, " that von
are fool enough. to believe all yon ass of a goatherd
said to you about making a lot of'money at the fair',

as if people go there only to throw away inoney and
time seeing a stupid marmot dance.-"

Why," said the boy, opening his blue eyes very
wide, " did you not praise my marmot yourself, and

15
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tell me that I had better go to, the fair with him, for

1 should make a fortune by showing off his tricks ?
At this -speech the man threw himself back and

laughed so, long and so loudly that Herman was

greatly'astonished at him.'

Come, now,'-' he said at last, " this is a great joke.

I did not thiàk you had been so green as to believe

everything yoù hear. Sé you took all 1 salid for

truth, ýdid you ?
I would not have told you an untruth myself, and

that is why I believed'what you said."

Well, well, child, you are a good boy, no doubt,

and I am very glad to find you are honest and truth-

ful. Now just step in and cet me a cup of croat's

ni'Ik and a morsel of rye bread. Here is a- coin' to

pay you for it. You see that I 'am honest; yes, I

am. honest."
cg Yes, indeed, you are," said Herman, "'and 1 will

bring you a bowl of milk and some cheese to eat

with your -bread.*"

a Dont hu''rry .yourself, child," said the traveller.

I can sit here and rest myself a bit till you come

back; " and crossinor his legs he leaned back as âne

that was very weary from, long walking, and shut his

èyes as if to.take a nap.

Herman was absent some minutes,' His mother

1 1
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and sister were both out working in the field above,
and ït took- him some time to get the milk -and
bread and cheese.

"I -%--ill place the things nicely on the table and
then ask the stranger to come in and rest awhile,

for the mod Book says, ý'TJse hospitality, nothing
for thereby some have entertained ancrels

imawares.> I daresaymother-ývî1l ask him to stay
all night; lie can have a part of my bed, lie is not

VeM7''bigý
Full of kindly feeling-, Herman busied himself to

set the humble fare in tempting array, and after
putting the cushion frý>m his mothers chair on that
placed ready -\ for his gmest,'he stepped out to summon
him to the frugal meal.

But the man was nowhere to be seen; the basket
and. stick lie had carried werè gone, and after the
first moment of surprise Herman discovered to his,
dismay that his flute and his pet, his darling Mou-
zelle, had also, disappeared.

In vaïn lie ran hither and thither, calling upon the
stranger and whistling, the no s of an air which
invariably drew the marmot from îts hiding-place.
No marmot was to be seen ru to him to elimb
his lec and nestle ïts soft head in -his b reast, or lick

his now tear-stained face.
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The treachery of the wayfaring man filled Herman
with distress.

.hat a wicked man what a wicked man he-
vvill never go to heaven! He is a liar and a robber.

It is better to be poor than to steal," he repeated
crying bitterl for his lost pet.
In the midst of his sorrow the wife of Carl Graaf

came by. It was so rare to see anything but smîles
upon Herman's face that the good woman was thun-

derstruck. She Lhought some great calamity had
befallen her poor neighbour,-but when Herman told
of how he had been robbed, she said

C heer up, child, and dry your eyes. All will'yet
be well. Doubtless the vile cheat'has taken your

mouse to the fair to show it off there. It may be the
same fellow that had the cage of whiý,e mice last

year. A cruel creature he is. I know him weR and
we will find him, out. 'You shall go with Carl and

me to the fair to-morrow. We shall start before day
break, for there is a late moon to light us. The
children are all going, and you shall have your share

with them'. Nay, not a word. I have bread and
cheese and apples. You shall not want, never fea*r
while we have plenty. I havé mâts, and socks, and
yarn of my own spinning and knittinom to sell at

the fair.
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Keep a good heart, my 'boy, you will have your

Alpine mouse 'again. The good Lord never deserts

the children of the widow, though He suffers them

to, be tried in this world." And the kind neighbour

went on her -way.

The early morning, long ere day dawned, found

Herman ready dressed for his journey. His mother

gave him a good meal of boiled milk thickened with

rye meal, and some goat's milk in a. leathern bottle

to drink by the -way.

The moon, which had -not.,yet -set, gilded the dis-

tant snow-capped mouptains and glittered on the icy

pinnacles with a silvery radiance, while the deep

clefts and gorges lay -in heavy shadow. The moon-

light is beautiful at all times and in all places, but

most so in an Alpine country like Èwitzerland, and

no doubt it is the grandeuï of such scenery that binds

the hearts of all who live in,,-mountainous countries

so closely'to their native land.

So the wild whirlwind. and the tempest's roar
But bind hùn to his native wcks the more."

After an hour or two the first rays of morning

began to lighten the mountain path, and cheerily Carl

Graaf and his wife and children hastened along.

A merry party they were. The children were full
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of expectation of rare shows and fine sights that

were to gladde-n their eyes at the fair. -
Lotchen, Graafs wife, truàged on with a pack of

homespun wares ùpon her back, while Carl, like a

good husband, carried the fat -baby on his shoulder.

It was the heavie'r and to his fond eyes the more

precious load. Franz and Fridolin, tw'o s'tout chubby

boys of seven ' and nine years old, trotted behind or

cantered on before like little Highland ponies, their

yellow curls smoothed from. their usual rough state

into tolerable order, while their red cheeks gave proof

of the care their older sisters, Carline and, Pauline,

had taken to scour them clean in the brook that

flowed past their father's door.

Herman beg-an to whistle and imitatethe notes

of the little birds as they carolled in, the bushes,

and smiled gleefully to see how Carline and her

sister turned their heads to listen and look for the

feathered songsters. By and by he set Franz and

Fridolin scampering up the steýèp rocky sides of the

valley to get a sight of the wild kid whose plaintive

bleating he had mimicked; or to hunt for the mar-

mot in its holes and burrows among the rocks, while

he mocked its shrill whistling note of anger or

surprise.

Sometim'es he feigned the wild scream of the eagle
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or the kestrel hawk as if it came from the pines on

the rocky pinnaèles above their heads, then with a

merry shout and laugh ran on to surprise and delude

them by some new.,trick or innocent deception. Even

the practised ear of Carl Graaf was often deceived by
Herman's mimiery, and the old goathercýýwould cry

out, 'c Bah! The boy's a witch. to cheat us so 1. »

The early dew was scarcely dry from the azure

bells -of the blue gentian and the 'rock- saxifrage that

earpeted the ground, when our little party made a

halt under a group of arbutus bushes to, eat a hasty

meal. before descending the steep road to, the more

level country. Lotchen selected a thymy knoll on

the bank -of a bright sparkling rill of cool water...

Here she collected the stragglers and made them sit

down, while she divided the' rye cakes, cheese and

apples among them. Herman .was not forcrotten,
,but received a lib.eral share,'a'n-'d the prudent mot.her,--,,.,

gyreatly commended him for dividing hiý' * milk with'ý.

the boys, and was glad to accept a little of - it for the
chubbv bab

qw
As soon as the frugal meal was ended, the children

gathered up the fragments that remained -and stowed
them away carefully in Carl's wallet, " for," said the

mother, cc théy may be wanted yet as we go home.
cakes are nice, but they do not satisfy hungry

ehildren."



As they descended the hill a pretty séene presented
itself to, the view of the travellers. The balconies

and steep overhanginor roofs of the cottaoes scattered

in the valley seemed to give an air of coolness- to the

shaded space below. Meadows gay with flowers lay

stretched out in the distance; herds of cattle were

feedîng .or cooling themselves irr the 'oofs that

glistened in the sun, reflecting the quivering branches

of the overhanging trees. It was all a great contrast

to, the wild rocky hills and shaded valleys they had

left bellind them, and they enjoyed the change.

Groups of men, women and children, all in holiday

attire..some in carts and carriages and some- on foot,

soon added* a greater- interest to th'e seciie.

There were caravans of wild beasts, witli pictures

of huge tigers and lions on the outside, painted larger

thari life and as red or yellow as the paintér could

make them, at the sight of .which dreadful-looking

animals Franz set up a loud cry, declaring that the

"beasts with the big claws and white teeth would

eat him," and it was -only with som e difficulty that his

sisters could drag him past the slow-moving caravans.

.As they entered the suburbs of the town the throng
of people g'rew greater, and poor Lotchens troubles

began. The baby, who hâd slept soundly most of the

way, now began to waken and cry, frightened by the

COT AND CÎMDLE S70RIES-
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clin of Pealincr bells and rattlincr wheels and the

shouting of bovs and scolding of women, the blare of
911trumpets and all the confusion of sounds to whieh

the poor child',;; ears were not accustomed. Then it

was sûch a trouble to -eep Franz and Fridolin from

being run over by the carriages or lost in the crowd.

Some foreign soldiers "ricrhtened Carline by star-

ing- rather rudely at her, and one of them pinched

little Christine's cheek and made her cry again.

While all this was going on, TIerman, whose eyes

were wander..nor everywhere in search of the man

who -had stolen his niai-mot, was completely separated

froin Carl and his faniily. Pushed hither and thither,

one man called out to, him to move along, another to

stand aside. A woman declared he had trodden on

her foot, and another that he had shov'ed her little
;1HIx

daughter.

Presently -a party of gaily-dressed people came by

-ladies carrying tambourines and dr'essed in gauze

and tinsel, with flowers and feathers on their heads

mounted on tall horses decked out with scarlet and

gold cloth& Mien who stood on the backs of their

horses turned somersaults in the air lighting again

on their horses. There w«ere camels with monkeys

riding them, and monkeys dressed in red jackets

moullibed on French poodles.



234 COT AND'CRADLE STORIES.'

These were no sooner passed than the crowd gave

way for a biom elephant who had a wooden tower witheD
red silk hangaings on his back, and was led by a boy

dressed in crimson with a white turban on'his head.

Then came a band of Tyrolese minstrels in peaked
.é hats, red jackets and blue velvet breeches, tied at the

knees with rosettes of gay ribbon. They were singing

their mountain melodies to the sound of the flute and

flageolet. All the people stopped to hear them, and

many gave them, money. Herman had become a

little bewildered by all the novel sights, and began to

féel uneasy at being separated from his friends, when

suddenly his ear caught the tones of a voice he felt

sure he had heard before.

Yes, it must be the very same. He pressed eagerly

forward to the'stone steps at the foot of the market-

place to listen, as soft voice cried out: Walk up,

walk up, my little dears, my pretty little girls and

boys, and you shall see a fine sight. Only one kreut

zeronly one, to see my Alpine mouse. He is the best

dancer at the fair. He will dance a saraband or a

waltz, or turn a pirouette« to the sound of my flute.

Ahl he is a rare fellow. He, will sit up on his h.ind,

legs and balance a stick on his nose. Oh, he is a

wonderful little beast Only one kreutzer to see my

pretty marmot dance!."

a m
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It is my own marmot, my own dear Môu-zelle'"

cried out Herman. Dashing aside the group of star-

ing children and at one bound darting up the steps of

the market-house, he snatched the trembling little

animal from, the ground and hid it in his bosom, tlen

stood panting and breathless, his, eyes filled with tears

and his cheeks flushed with excitement.
c'Boy, let that Alpine - mouse alone 1. " sereamed the

man.
.', It is mine, my -own m'armot, and you stole it from,

me yesterday," sobbed Herman, still uiidauntedly

sheltering the>ecovered treasure.

A likely sto ý7 that!." cried one of thà bystanders.

Here, here seize the youngster and take him be-

fore the M or.!" called out another.

Yes, yes, to the Mayor with him'."

Away with bïm to jail .'." shouted another.

"No, -no, to the Mayor. He is a wise man, our

Mayor, and will . soon set' the matter right," cried a

voice ý from the outskirts of the crowd.

Driven forward by the rush of the crowd that had-

collected round the show M*an, the terrified boy was

carried into the justice. hall. So sudden had been the

whole affair that he had -no time to'think of what he

shoul say in his defence, but he felt strong in having

lei î
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a righteous cause. 1 will tell the truth," said the

ehild to himself 6'and the ý-Iayor will believe me.
The loud threatening tones- of the angry showman

seemed to have no weight with the Mayor, a man of
a mild but fSm, countenance. He listened attentively

to all that the man had to say, and then bidding him,
be silent turned to Herman, who stood with his head
bent over the marmot, and said:

My little man, you are accused of interrupting
the show and creating a disturbance among peaceable
citizens of this good town, and rudely and violently

taking awaythe complainants property. What hast
thou to, say in thy defence ?

Herman raised his tear-stained face, and looking up
said quietly, "I will tell you the truth, and nothinc
but the trutY,'Yr. Mayor, fôFiàý inother has taught
me from. the good Book to, be true and honest in word
and deed."

Only listen to the canting young hypocrite," cried
one of the showman's friends.

Silence, and let the chjýdj?ýý heard in his defence."
Herman then, gaining courage, related in his own

simple words the way in whieh he had been robbed
by the showman while he was getting some refresh-

ment for him.
Some of the people cried out, Shamè shame!
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but others said, No, no' he is lying - see how lie
blushes."'

Herman was blushing. Grief and distress at finding-
himself accused as a thief and liar had brought a
flush to, the cheek of 'the agitated boy.

Appearances are against him," said a man -who -liad
listened with great attention to all that had passed,
but a child's blush is no proof of guilt."
The showman boldly offered to take his oath for

the truth of his statement, but the good Mayor -would
not even ask the child to swear to, what he had said.
He saw the purity of truth in his face.

After thinking for a minute or two, he said to
Herman, ."Put down the marmot on the ground."

Herman obeyed at once.
cc Now, Mr. Showman, let me see the performance

of your marmot's tricks."'
'- The little beast is tired and frightened by the

treatment hè has received," said the man, sullenly,
and- I am losing time* here."

If th é* little creature is accustomed. to obey you, he
wiH do so whether he is tired or not, so no excuse,

but beginât once," said the Mayor, sternly:
The man, forced to obey, drew out Herman's fluteY

but the marmot paid no heed to the tunes he played.
The anaTv showman shook him, then set him'up on

1 1 " 1
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his hind legs, but he only sank down again and re-
mained sulkily crouched on the ground, his ears set

back stubbornly.
It is plain that the marmot will not own you for

his master. Now, my boy, try what you can do with
this sulky rebel," said the Mayor.

May I have my own flute ? asked the now hope-
ful child. When ordered to cive it up the man threw
the flute on the ground at his feet.

Taking it up the child placed it to his Ups and be-
gan to play the old familiar air, the Raw des v àî ches.%"
in his sweetest strain& In an instant, as if new life

h-ad been put into the marmot, it sprang up from its
sluggish posture, and Herman, inspired by his own
music began to dance* and while the curious crowd

stood gazing admiring eyes, the Alpine mouse
went through all the sprightly movements, of one.of

the native dances.
Bravo 1. bravissimo.!" cried out an Italian pedlar.

Now for the stick solo and the waltz."
The marmot delichted the spectatots by dancin9

round and round with the stick balanced on his fore
paws ; he then went through all his tricks, and finally
ran up Herman's leg and buried his soft grey head in

his vest.
Just at this moment a bustling step was heard in

1 1
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the entry, and a loud hearty voice cried out, " Here
he is! I have found the truant at last. But hey,

what is this ? How did he ge » t here ? " and elbowing
his way throuomh the crowd Carl Graaf reached the

boy's side. Makincr a respectful salutation to the--
Mayor, he said: "' Your Worship's Reverence, may it
please you to listen to me in behalf of this child ? "
- The Mayor made a motion of assent, and the honest

goatherd in a few brief words told the story of the
marmot and its master, addinc " Your Worship, this
boy is a truth-telling, honest lad, and comes of God-
fearing parents. I and Lotchen, my wife, who have

known him, from. his birth, will go bail for him if
such be the pleasure of your Reverence."

After imposing a heavy fine and giving the dis-
honest showman a severe reprimand, the Mayor'let

him go. He left the court-house amid, the jeers and
hisses of the crowd, while several pieces of silver were
dropped into ihe hands 'of the now radiantly happy
Herman.

Thus truth and honesty were rewarded, and Her-
man was able to bring home the dre . amed-of good
things to his mother and Berta. -

m . 1
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