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THE chill glitter of the northern sum-
mer sunrise was washing down over the
rounded top of old Sugar Loaf. The
sombre and solitary peak, bald save for
a ragged veil of blueberry and juniper
scrub, seemed to topple over the deep
enshadowed valley at its foot. The
valley was brimmed with crawling va-
pours, and around its rim emerged spec-
trally the jagged crests of the fir wood.
On either side of the shrouded valley, to
east and west, stretched a chain of sim-
ilar basins, but more ample, and less
deeply wrapped in mist. From these,
where the vapours had begun to lift,

came radiances of unruffled water.
9
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Where the peak leaned to the valley,
the trunk of a giant pine jutted forth
slantingly from a roothold a little below
the summit. Its top had long ago been
shattered by lightning and hurled away
into the depths; but from a point some
ten or twelve feet below the fracture, one
gaunt limb still waved green with per-
sistent, indomitable life. This bleached
stub, thrust out over the vast basin,
hummed about by the untrammelled
winds, was the watch-tower of the great
bald eagle who ruled supreme over all
the aerial vicinage of the Squatooks.

When the earliest of the morning lizht
fell palely on the crest of Sugar Loaf,
the great eagle came to his watch-tower,
leaving the nest on the other side of the
peak, where the two nesilings had begun
to stir hungrily at the first premonition
of dawn. Launching majestically from
the edge of the nest, he had swooped
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down into the cold shadow, then, rising
into the light by a splendid spiral,
with muffled resonance of wing-stroke,
he had taken a survey of the empty
glimmering world. It was still quite
too dark for hunting, down there on
earth, hungry though the nestlings were.
He soared, and soared, till presently he
saw his wide-winged mate, too, leave
the nest, and beat swiftly off toward the
Tuladi Lakes, her own special hunting-
grounds. Then he dropped quietly to
his blanched pine-top on the leaning side
of the summit.

Erect and moveless he sat in the
growing light, his snowy, flat-crowned
head thrust a little forward, consciously
lord of the air. His powerful beak, long
and scythe-edged, curved over sharply at
the end in a rending hook. His eyes,
clear, direct, unacquainted with fear, had
a certain hardness in their vitreous bril-
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liancy, perhaps by reason of the sharp
contrast between the bright gold iris and
the unfathomable pupil, and the straight
line of the low overhanging brow gave
them a savage intensity of penetration.
His neck and tail were of the same
snowy whiteness as his snake-like head,
while the rest of his body was a deep,
shadowy brown, close kin to black.
Suddenly, far, far down, winging
swiftly in a straight line through the
topmost fold of the mist drift, he saw a
duck flying from one lake to another.
The errand of the duck was probably an
unwonted one, of some special urgency,
or he would not have flown so high and
taken the straight route over the forest;
for at this season the duck of inland
waters is apt to fly low and follow the
watercourse. However that may be, he
had forgotten the piercing eyes that kept
watch from the peak of old Sugar Loaf.

e R s mie
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The eagle lifted and spread the sombre
amplitude of his wings, and glided from
his perch in a long curve, till he balanced
above the unconscious voyager. Then
down went his head; his wings shut
close, his feathers hardened till he was
like a wedge of steel, and down he shot
with breathless, appalling speed. But
the duck was travelling fast, and the
great eagle saw that the mere speed of
dropping like a thunderbolt was insuffi-
cient for his purpose. Two or three
quick, short, fierce thrusts of his pinions,
and the speed of his descent was more
than doubled. The duck heard an awful
hissing in the air above him. But be-
fore he could swerve to look up he
was struck, whirled away, blotted out
of life.

Carried downward with his quarry by
the rush of his descent, the eagle spread
his pinions and rose sharply just befcre
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he reached the nearest tree-tops. High
he mounted on still wings with that tre-
mendous impulse. Then, as the impulse
failed, his wings began to flap strongly,
and he flew off with business-like direct-
ness toward the eyrie on the other slope
of Sugar Loaf. The head and legs of
the duck hung limply from the clutch
of his talons.

The nest was a seemingly haphazard
collection of sticks, like a hay-cart load
of rubbish, deposited on a ledge of the
mountainside. In reality, every stick in
the structure had been selected with
care, and so adeptly fitted that the nest
stood unshaken beneath the wildest

storms that swept old Sugar Loaf. The
ground below the ledge was strewn with
the faggots and branches which the care-
ful builders had rejected. The nest had
the appearance of being merely laid upon
the ledge, but in reality its foundations

s A A i o 55
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were firmly locked into a ragged crevice
which cleft the ledge at that point.

As the eagle drew near with his prey,
he saw his mate winging heavily from
the Tuladis, a large fish hanging from
her talons. They met at the nest’s edge,
and two heavy-bodied, soot-coloured, half-
fledged nestlings, with wings half spread
in eagerness, thrust up hungry, gaping
beaks to greet them. The fish, as being
the choicer morsel, was first torn to frag-
ments and fed to these greedy beaks;
and the duck followed in a few moments,
the young ones gulping their meal with
grotesque contortions and ecstatic lift-
ings of their wings. Being already
much more than half the size of their
parents, and growing almost visibly, and
expending vast vitality in the production
of their first feathers, their appetites were
prodigious. Not until these appetites
seemed to be, for the moment, stayed,
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and the eaglets sank back contentedly
upon the nest, did the old birds fly off
to forage for themselves, leaving a
bloody garniture of bones and feathers
upon the threshold of their home.

The king — who, though smaller than
his mate, was her lord by virtue of supe-
rior initiative and more assured, equable
daring — returned at once to his watch-
tower on the lake side of the summit.
It had become his habit to initiate
every enterprise from that starting-point.
Perching motionless for a few minutes,
he surveyed the whole wide landscape of
the Squatook Lakes, with the great
waters of Lake Temiscouata gleaming
to the northwest, and the peak of Bald
Mountain, old Sugar Loaf’s rival, lifting
a defiant front from the shores of Nictau
Lake, far to the south.

The last wisp of vapour had vanished,
drunk up by the rising sun, and the
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ly eagle’s eye had clear command of every
ff district of his realm. It was upon the
a little lake far below him that his interest
rs presently centred itself. There, at no
great height above the unruffled waters,
n he saw a fish-hawk sailing, now tilted to
e- one side or the other on moveless wing,
le now flapping hurriedly to another course,
h- as if he were scrupulously quartering
t. the whole lake surface.
e The king recognized with satisfaction
t. the diligence of this, the most service-
5, able, though most unwilling, of his sub-
f jects. In leisurely fashion he swung off
it from his perch, and presently was whirl-
g ing in slow spirals directly over the
d centre of the lake. Up, up he mounted,
g till he was a mere speck in the blue, and
1 seemingly oblivious of all that went on

below; but, as he wheeled, there in his
supreme altitude, his grim white head
was stretched ever earthward, and his
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eyes lost no detail of the fish-hawk’s
diligence.

All at once, the fish-hawk was seen to
poise on steady wing. Then his wings
closed, and he shot downward like a
javelin. The still waters of the lake
were broken with a violent splash, and
the fish-hawk’s body for a moment al-
most disappeared. Then, with a struggle
and a heavy flapping of wings, the dar-
ing fisher arose, grasping in his victori-
ous claws a large “togue” or gray lake
trout. He rose till he was well above
the treetops of the near-by shore, and
then headed for his nest in the cedar

swamp.

This was the moment for which the
eagle had been waiting, up in the blue.
Again his vast wings folded themselves.
Again his plumage hardened to a wedge
of steel. Again he dropped like a
plummet. But this time he had no
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slaughterous intent. He was merely
descending out of the heavens to take
tribute. Before he reached the hurrying
fish-hawk he swerved upward, steadied
himself, and flapped a menacing wing in
the fish-hawk’s face, heading it out again
toward the centre of the lake.

Frightened, angry, and obstinate, the
big hawk clutched his prize the closer,
and made futile efforts to reach the tree-
tops. But, fleet though he was, he was
no match for the fleetness of his master.
The great eagle was over him, under
him, around him, all at once, yet never
striking him. The king was simply in-
dicating, quite unmistakably, his pleas-
ure, which was that the fish should be
delivered up.

Suddenly, however, seeing that the
fish-hawk was obstinate, the eagle lost
patience. It was time, he concluded, to
end the folly. He had no wish to harm
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the fish-hawk, — a most useful creature,
and none too abundant for his kingly
needs. In fact, he was always careful
not to exact too heavy a tribute from the
industrious fisherman, lest the latter
should grow discouraged and remove to
freer waters. Of the spoils of his fish-
ing the big hawk was always allowed to
keep enough to satisfy the requirements
of himself and his nestlings. But it
was necessary that there should be
no foolish misunderstanding on the
subject.

The eagle swung away, wheeled
sharply with an ominous, hard rustling
of stiffened feathers, and then came at
the hawk with a yelp and a sudden tre-
mendous rush. His beak was half open.
His great talons were drawn forward
and extended for a deadly stroke. His
wings darkened broadly over the fugi-
tive. His sound, his shadow,— they
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were doom itself, annihilation to the
frightened hawk.

But that deadly stroke was not deliv-
ered. The threat was enough. Shrink-
ing aside with a scream the fish-hawk
opened his claws, and the trout fell, a
gleaming bar of silver in the morning
light. On the instant the eagle half
closed his wings, tilted sideways, and
swooped. He did not drop, as he had
descended upon the voyaging duck, but
with a peculiar shortened wing-stroke,
he flew straight downward for perhaps
a hundred feet. Then, with this tremen-
dous impulse driving him, he shot down
like lightning, caught the fish some
twenty feet above the water, turned, and
rose in a long, magnificent slant, with
the tribute borne in his talons. He
sailed away majestically to his watch-
tower on old Sugar Loaf, to make his
meal at leisure, while the ruffled hawk
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beat away rapidly down the river to try
his luck in the lower lake.

Holding the fish firmly in the clutch
of one great talon, the eagle tore it to
pieces and swallowed it with savage
haste. Then he straightened himself,
twisted and stretched his neck once or
twice, settled back into erect and tran-
quil dignity, and swept a kingly glance
over all his domain, from the far head of
Big Squatook, to the alder-crowded out-
let of Fourth Lake. He saw unmoved
the fish-hawk capture another prize, and
fly off with it in triumph to his hidden
nest in the swamp. He saw two more
ducks winging their way from a shel-
tered cove to a wide, green reed-bed at
the head of the thoroughfare. Being a
right kingly monarch, he had no desire
to trouble them. Untainted by the lust
of killing, he killed only when the need
was upon him.
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Having preened himself with some
care, polished his great beak on the dry
wood of the stub, and stretched each
wing, deliberately and slowly, the one
after the other, with crisp rustling noises,
till each strong-shanked plume tingled
pleasantly in its socket and fitted with
the utmost nicety to its overlapping
fellows, he bethought him once more of
the appetites of his nestlings. There
were no more industrious fish-hawks in
sight. Neither hare nor grouse was
stirring in the brushy opens. No living
creatures were visible save a pair of
loons chasing each other off the point
of Sugar Loaf Island, and an Indian in
his canoe just paddling down to the out-
let to spear suckers.

The eagle knew that the loons were
no concern of his. They were never to
be caught napping. They could dive
quicker than he could swoop and strike.
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The Indian also he knew, and from long
experience had learned to regard him as
inoffensive. He had often watched, with
feelings as near akin to jealousy as his
arrogant heart could entertain, the spear-
ing of suckers and whitefish. And now
the sight determined him to go fishing
on his own account. He remembered a
point of shoals on Big Squatook where
large fish were wont to lie basking in the
sun, and where sick or disabled fish
were frequently washed ashore. Here
he might gather some spoil of the shal-
lows, pending the time when he could
again take tribute of the fish-hawk.
Once more he launched himself from his
watch-tower under the peak of Sugar
Loaf, and sailed away over the serried
green tops of the forest.
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Now it chanced that the old Indian.
who was the most cunning trapper in all
the wilderness of Northern New Bruns-
wick, though he seemed so intent upon
his fishing, was in reality watching the
great eagle. He had anticipated, and
indeed prepared for the regal bird’s ex-
pedition to those shoals of the Big
Squatook ; and now, as he marked the
direction of his flight, he clucked grimly
to himself with satisfaction, and deftly
landed a large sucker in the canoe.

That very morning, before the first
pallor of dawn had spread over Squa-
took, the Indian had scattered some fish-
trout and suckers, on the shore adjoin,

ing the shoal water. The point he
29
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chose was where a dense growth of
huckleberry and withe-wood ran out to
within a few feet of the water's edge,
and where the sand of the beach was
dotted thickly with tufts of grass. The
fish, partly hidden among these tufts of
grass, were all distributed over a circular
area of a diameter not greater than six
or seven feet; and just at the centre of
the baited circle the Indian had placed a
stone about a foot high, such as any
reasonable eagle would like to perch
upon when making a hasty meal. He
was crafty with all the cunning of the
woods, was this old trapper, and he
knew that a wise and experienced bird
like the king of Sugar Loaf was not
to be snared by any ordinary methods.
But to snare him he was resolved,
though it should take all the rest of the
summer to accomplish it; for a rich
American, visiting Edmundston on the
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Madawaska in the spring, had promised
him fifty dollars for a fine specimen of
the great white headed and white tailed
eagle of the New Brunswick lakes, if
delivered at Edmundston alive and
unhurt.

When the eagle came to the point of
shoals he noticed a slight change. That
big stone was something new, and there-
fore to be suspected. He flew over it
without stopping, and alighted on the
top of a dead birch-tree near by. A
piercing scrutiny convinced him that the
presence of the stone at a point where
he was accustomed to hop awkwardly on
the level sand, was in no way portentous,
but rather a provision of destiny for
his convenience. He sailed down and
alighted upon the stone.

When he saw a dead sucker lying
under a grass tuft he considered again.
Had the fish lain at the water’s edge he
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would have understood; but up among
the grasses, that was a singular situation
for a dead fish to get itself into. He
now peercd suspiciously into the neigh-
bouring bushes, scanned every tuft of
grass, and cast a sweeping survey up
and down the shores. Everything was
as it should be. He hopped down,
captured the fish, and was about to fly
away with it to his nestlings, when
he caught sight of another, and yet
another.  Further search revealed two
more. Plainly the wilderness, in one of
those caprices which even his old wisdom
had not yet learned to comprehend, was
caring very lavishly for the king. He
hastily tore and swallowed two of the
fish, and then flew away with the biggest
of the lot to the nest behind the top of
old Sugar Loaf. That same day he
came twice again to the point of shoals,
till there was not another fish left among
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the grass tufts. But on the following
day, when he came again, with hope rather
than expectation in his heart, he found
that the supply had been miraculously
renewed. His labours thus were greatly
lightened. He had more time to sit
upon his wind-swept watch-tower under
the peak, viewing widely his domain, and
leaving the diligent fish-hawks to toil in
peace. He fell at once into the custom
of perching on the stone at every visit,
and then devouring at least one fish
before carrying a meal to the nest. His
surprise and curiosity as to the source
of the supply had died out on the second
day. The wild creatures quickly learn
to accept a simple obvious good, however
extraordinary, as one of those benefi-
cences which the unseen powers bestow
without explanation.

By the time the eagle had come to
this frame of mind, the old Indian was
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ready for the next move in his crafty
game. He made a strong hoop of plaited
withe-wood, about seven feet in diameter.
To this he fastened an ample bag of
strong salmon-netting, which he had
brought with him from Edmundston for
this purpose. To the hoop he fixed
securely a stiff birch sapling for a handle,
so that the affair when completed was a
monster scoop-net, stout and durable in
every part. On a moonlight night when
he knew that the eagle was safely out of
sight, on his eyrie around at the back
of Sugar Loaf, the Indian stuck this gi-
gantic scoop into the bow of his canoe,
and paddled over to the point of shoals.
He had never heard of any one trying to
catch an eagle in a net; but, on the
other hand, he had never heard of any
one wanting an eagle alive, and being will-
ing to emphasize his wants with fifty
dollars. The case was plainly one that

C— e ——
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b called for new ideas, and the Indian, who
had freed himself from the conservatism
i of his race, was keenly interested in the
plan which he had devised.

The handle of the great scoop-net was
about eight feet in length. Its butt the
trapper drove slantingly into the sand
where the water was an inch or two
deep, bracing it securely with stones.
% He fixed it at an angle so acute that the
rim of the net lay almost flat at a height
of about four feet above the stone whereon
the eagle was wont to perch. Under the
uppermost edge of the hoop the trapper
fixed a firm prop, making the structure
steady and secure. The drooping slack
of the net he then caught up and held
lightly in place on three or four willow
twigs, so that it all lay flat within the
rim. This accomplished to his satisfac-
tion, he scattered fish upon the ground
as usual, most of them close about the

| ——— -
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stone and within the area overshadowed i
by the net, but two or three well outside.
Then he paddled noiselessly away across

the moon-silvered mirror of the lake, and
disappeared into the blackness about the
outlet.

On the following morning, the king
sat upon his watch-tower while the
first light gilded the leaning summit
of Sugar Loaf. His gaze swept the i
vast and shadowy basin of the landscape
with its pointed tree-tops dimly emerg-
ing above the vapour-drift, and its blank,
pallid spaces whereunder the lakes lay
veiled in dream. His golden eye flamed
fiercely under the straight and fierce
white brow; nevertheless, when he saw,

\ far down, two ducks winging their way
across the lake, now for a second visible,
now vanishing in the mist, he suffered
them to go unstricken. The clear light
gilded the white feathers of his head and
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I ! tail, but sank and was absorbed in the

cloudy gloom of his wings. For fully
; half an hour he sat in regal immobility.
But when at last the waters of Big
Squatook were revealed, stripped and
gleaming, he dropped from his perch in
a tremendous, leisurely curve, and flew
over to the point of shoals.

As he drew near, he was puzzled and
annoyed to see the queer structure that
had been erected during the night above
his rock. It was inexplicable. He at
once checked his flight and began whirl-
ing in great circles, higher and higher,
over the spot, trying in vain to make
out what it was. He could see that the
dead fish were there as usual. And at
length he satisfied himself that no hid-
den peril lurked in the near-by huckle-
berry thicket. Then he descended to
the nearest treetop and spent a good
half-hour in moveless watching of the
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net. He little guessed that a dusky
figure, equally moveless and far more
patient, was watching him in turn from
a thicket across the lake.
At the end of this long scrutiny, the
cagle decided that a closer investigation
was desirable. He flew down and
alighted on the level sand well away
from the net. There he found a fish
which he devoured. Then he found
another; and this he carried away to
the eyrie. He had not solved the
mystery of the strange structure over-
hanging the rock, but he had proved
that it was not actively inimical. It i
had not interfered with his morning |
| meal, or attempted to hinder him from i
‘ carrying off his customary spoils. When
he returned an hour later to the point of
' shoals the net looked less strange to
(I him. He even perched on the sloping
P handle, balancing himself with outspread
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sky wings till the swaying ceased. The
ore thing was manifestly harmless. He
'om hopped down, looked with keen inter-
ested eyes at the fish beside the rock,

the "hopped in and clutched one out with
ion beak and claw, hopped back again in a
nd great hurry, and flew away with the
ay prize to his watch-tower on Sugar Loaf.
sh This caution he repeated at every visit
nd throughout that day. But when he
to came again on the morrow, he had
he grown once more utterly confident. He
T went under the net without haste or ap-
:d prehension, and perched unconcernedly
It . on the stone in the midst of his banquet.
g F  And the stony face of the old Indian, in
n § his thicket across the lake, flashed for
n one instant with a furtive grin. He
of ' grunted, melted back into the woods,
o | and slipped away to resume his fishing

T B at the outlet.

1 The next morning, about an hour be-
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fore dawn, a ghostly birch canoe slipped
up to the point of shoals, and came to
land about a hundred yards from the net.
The Indian stepped out, lifted it from
the water, and hid it in the bushes.
Then he proceeded to make some impor-
tant changes in the arrangement of the
net.

To the topmost rim of the hoop he
tied a strong cord, brought the free end
to the ground, led it under a willow root,
and carried it some ten paces back into
the thicket. Next he removed the sup-

| porting prop. Going back into the
thicket, he pulled the cord. It ran freely
under the willow root, and the net

' swayed down till it covered the rock, to

rebound to its former position the mo-

i ment he released the cord. Then he

' restored the prop to its place; but this

1B time, instead of planting its butt firmly

(I in the sand, he balanced it on a small flat !
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ed stone, so that the least pull would in-
to stantaneously dislodge it. To the base of
ot the prop he fixed another cord; and this
m also he ran under the willow root and
1S, carried back into the thicket. To the
- free end of this second cord he tied a
1e scrap of red flannel, that there might

be no mistake at a critical moment.
e The butt of the handle he loosened, so
d that if the prop were removed the net
t, would almost fall of its own weight ; and
0 on the upper side of the butt, to give
- steadiness and speed of action, he leaned
e ; two heavy stones. Finally, he baited
7 his trap with the usual dead fish, bunch-
b ing them now under the centre of the
) net. Then, satisfying himself that all

was in working order, he wormed his
way into the heart of the thicket. A few
leafy branches, cunningly disposed around
and above his hiding-place, made his
' concealment perfect, while his keen black
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beads of eyes commanded a clear view of
the stone beneath the net. The ends
of the two cords were between his lean
fingers. No waiting fox or hiding grouse
could have lain more immovable, could
have held his muscles in more patient
perfect stillness, than did the wary old
trapper through the chill hour of growing
dawn.

At last there came a sound that
thrilled even such stoic nerves as his.
Mighty wings hissed in the air above
his head. The next moment he saw the
eagle alight upon the level sand beside
the net. This time there was no hesi-
tation. The great bird, for all his wisdom,
had been lured into accepting the struc-
ture as a part of the established order of
things. He hopped with undignified
alacrity right under the net, clutched a
large whitefish, and perched himself on
the stone to enjoy his meal.
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‘i At that instant he felt, rather than
saw, the shadow of a movement in the
thicket. Or rather, perhaps, some in-
! ward, unaccredited guardian signalled to

f him of danger. His muscles gathered
i themselves for that instantaneous spring

wherewith he was wont to hurl himself

into the air. But even that electric

speed of his was too slow for this de-
, manc. Ere he could spring, the great
’ net came down about him with a vicious

swish; and in a moment beating wings,
i tearing beak, and clutching talons were
helplessly intertangled in the meshes.
Before he could rip himself free, a
blanket was thrown over him. He was
ignominiously rolled into a bundle,
picked up, and carried off under the old
Indian’s arm.




ITL

WHEN the king was gone, it seemed as
if a hush had fallen over the country of
the Squatooks. When the old pine
beneath the toppling peak of Sugar Loaf
had stood vacant all the long golden
hours of the morning, two crows flew up
from the firwoods to investigate. They
hopped up and down on the sacred seat,
cawing impertinently and excitedly.
Then in a sudden flurry of apprehen-
sion they darted away. News of the
great eagle’s mysterious absence spread
quickly among the woodfolk, — not by
direct communication, indeed, except
in the case of the crows, but subtly and
silently, as if by some telepathic code in-

46
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telligible alike to mink and wood-mouse,
kingfisher and lucifee.

When the noon had gone by, and the
shadow of Sugar Loaf began to creep
over the edge of the nest, the old
mother eagle grew uneasy at the pro-
longed absence of her mate. Never be-
fore since the nestlings broke the shell
had he been so long away. Never before
had she been compelled to realise how
insatiable were the appetites of her
young. She flew around to the pine-
tree on the other side of the peak, —
and finding it vacant, something told
her it had been long unoccupied. Then
she flew hither and thither over all the
lakes, a fierce loneliness growing in her
heart. From the long grasses around
the mouth of the thoroughfare between
Third and Fourth Lakes a heron arose,
flapping wide bluish wings, and she
dropped upon it savagely. However her
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wild heart ached, the nestlings must be
fed. With the long limp neck and i
slender legs of the heron trailing from '
her talons, she flew away to the eyrie; l
and she came no more to the Squatooks. |
The knowledge of all the woodfolk
around the lakes had been flashed in
upon her, and she knew some mysterious
doom had fallen upon her mate. There-
after, though the country of the Squa- m
tooks was closer at hand and equally
well stocked with game, and though the
responsibilities of her hunting had been
doubled, she kept strictly to her old
hunting-ground of the Tuladis. Every-
thing on the north side of old Sugar

;i Loaf had grown hateful to her; and
Ll unmolested within half a mile of the
L eyrie, the diligent fish-hawks plied their |
B craft, screaming triumphantly over every
“ W, capture. The male, indeed, growing au-

R, dacious after the king had been a whole
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week absent, presumed so far as to
adopt the old pinetree under the peak
for his perch, to the loud and discon-
certing derision of the crows. They
flocked blackly about with vituperative
malice, driving him to forsake his seat
of usurpation and soar indignantly to
heights where they could not follow.
But at last the game palled upon their
whimsical fancies, and they left him in
peace to his aping of the king.
Meanwhile, in the village of Edmund-
ston, in the yard of a house that stood
ever enfolded in the sleepless roar of
the Falls of Madawaska, the king was
eating out his sorrowful and tameless
heart. Around one steely-scaled leg,
just above the spread of the mighty
claws, he wore the ragged ignominy of
a bandage of soiled red flannel. This
was to prevent the chafing of the clumsy
and rusty dog-chain which secured him to
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his perch in an open shed that looked
out upon the river. Across the river,
across the cultivated valley with its roofs,
and farther across the forest hills than
any human eye could see, his eye could
see a dim summit, as it were a faint
blue cloud on the horizon, his own lost
realm of Sugar Loaf. Hour after hour
he would sit upon his rude perch, un-
stirring, unwinking, and gaze upon this
faint blue cloud of his desire.

From his jailers he accepted scorn-
fully his daily rations of fish, ignoring
the food while any one was by, but tear-
ing it and gorging it savagely when left
alone. As week after week dragged on,
his hatred of his captors gathered force,
but he showed no sign. Fear he was
hardly conscious of ; or, at least, he had
never felt that panic fear which un-
nerves even kings, except during the one
appalling moment when he felt the fall-
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ing net encumber his wings, and the
trapper’s smothering blanket shut out
the sun from his eyes. Now, when any
one of his jailers approached and sought
to win his confidence, he would shrink
within himself and harden his feathers
with wild inward aversion, but his eye
of piercing gold would neither dim nor
waver, and a clear perception of the
limits of his chain would prevent any
futile and ignoble struggle to escape.
Had he shown more fear, more wildness,
his jailers would have had more hope of
subduing him in some measure; but as it
was, being back country men with some
knowledge of the wilderness folk, they
presently gave him up as tameless and
left off troubling him with their atten-
tions. They took good care of him,
however, for they were to be well paid
for their trouble when the rich American
came for his prize.
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At last he came; and when he saw the
king he was glad. Trophies he had at
home in abundance, — the skins of lions
which he had shot on the Zambesi, of
tigers from Himalayan foot-hills, of griz-
zlies from Alaskan canons, and noble
heads of moose and caribou from these
very highlands of Squatook, whereon the
king had been wont to look from his
dizzy gyres of flight above old Sugar
Loaf. But the great white-headed eagle,
who year after year had baffled his wood-
craft and eluded his rifle, he had come
to love so that he coveted him alive.
Now, 'aving been apprised of the cap-
ture of so fine and well-known a bird as
the king of old Sugar Loaf, he had
brought with him an anklet of thick, soft
leather for the illustrious captive’s leg and
a chain of wrought steel links, slender, del-
icate, and strong. On the morning after
his arrival the new chain was to be fitted.
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The great eagle was sitting erect upon
his perch, gazing at the faint blue cloud
which he alone could see, when two men
came to the shed beside the river. One
he knew. It was his chief jailer, the
man who usually brought fish. The
other was a stranger, who carried in his
hand a long, glittering thing that jangled
and stirred a vague apprehension in his
heart. The jailer approached, and with
a quick movement wrapped him in a
coat, till beak and wings and talons alike
were helpless. There was one instinctive,
convulsive spasm within the wrapping,
and the bundle was still, the great bird
being too proud as well as too wise to
waste force in a vain struggle.

“ Seems pretty tame already,” remarked
the stranger, in a tone of satisfaction.

“Tame!” exclaimed the couniryman.
“Them’s the kind as don’t tame. I've
give up trying to tame him. Ef you
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keep him, an’ feed him, an’ coax him for
ten year, he'll be as wild as the day Gabe
snared him up on Big Squatook.”

“We'll see,” said the stranger, who had
confidence in his knowledge of the wild
folk.

Seating himself on a broken-backed
chair just outside the shadow of the shed,
where the light was good, the country-
man held the motionless bundle firmly .
across his knees, and proceeded cau-
tiously to free the fettered leg. He held
it in an inflexible grip, respecting those
knife-edged claws. Having removed the
rusty dog-chain and the ignominious red
flannel bandage, he fitted dexterously the
soft leather anklet, with its three tiny
silver buckles, and its daintily engraved
plate, bearing the king’s name with the
place and date of his capture. Then he
reached out his hand for the new steel
chain.
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or The eagle, meanwhile, had been slowly
e , and imperceptibly working his head free;

and now, behind the countryman’s arm, he
d looked out from the imprisoning folds of
d the coat. Fierce, wild, but unaffrighted,

his eye caught the glitter of the chain as
the stranger held it out. That glitter
moved him strangely. On a sudden im-
pulse he opened his mighty beak, and
ﬂ tore savagely at the countryman’s leg.
With a yell of pain and surprise the
man attempted to jump away from this
assault. But as the assailant was on his
lap this was obviously impossible. The
muscles of his legs stiffened out instinc-
tively, —and the broken-backed chair
gave way under the strain. Arms and
legs flew wildly in the air as he sprawled
backward, — and the coat fell apart, —
and the eagle found himself free. The
stranger sprang forward to clutch his
treasured captive, but received a blinding

-
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buffet from the great wings undestined
to captivity. The next moment the king
bounded upward. The air whistled
under his tremendous wing-strokes. Up,
up he mounted, leaving the men to gape
after him, flushed and foolish. Then he
headed his flight for that faint blue cloud
beyond the hills.

That afternoon there was a difference
in the country of the Squatooks. The
nestlings in the eyrie — bigger and
blacker and more clamorous they were
now than when he went away — found
more abundant satisfaction to their
growing appetites. Their wide-winged
mother, hunting away on Tuladi, hunted
with more joyous heart. The fish-hawks
on the Squatook waters came no more
near the blasted pine; but they fished
more diligently, and their hearts were big
with indignation over the spoils which
they had been forced to deliver up.




THE LORD OF THE AIR 59

d The crows far down in the fir-tops
g were garrulous about the king's return,
d and the news spread swiftly among the

D, mallards, the muskrats, the hares, and
e the careful beavers. And the solitude
e about the toppling peak of old Sugar
d Loaf seemed to resume some lost sub-

limity, as the king resumed his throne
among the winds.

THE END.
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BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE

THE LITTLE COLONEL BOOKS

(Trade Mark.)
By ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON

Each, 1 vol., large 12mo, cloth decorative, fully illustrated,
per vol. . . . . . $1.50

The Little Colonel Stories.

(Trade Mark.)

Illustrated.

Being three ¢ Little Colonel” stories in the Cosy
Corner Series, “ The Little Colonel,” ¢ Two Little
Knights of Kentucky,” and “ The Giant Scissors,” put
into a single volume.

The Little Colonel’s House Party.

(Trade Mark.)
Illustrated by Louis Meynell.

The Little Colonel’s Holidays.

(Trade Mark.)
Illustrated by L. J. Bridgman.

The Little Colonel’s Hero.

(Trade Mark.)
Illustrated by E. B. Barry.

The Little Colonel at Boarding
(Trade Mark.)
School.
Illustrated by E. B. Barry.

The Little Colonel in Arizona. =
(Trade Mark.)
preparation) 1llustrated by L. J. Bridgman.
Since the time of ¢ Little Women,"” no juvenile heroine
has been better beloved of her child readers than Mrs.
i Johnston’s ¢ Little Colonel.” Each succeeding book
has been more popular than its predecessor,
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Joel: A Boy of Galilee.

By ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON. Illustrated by L. J.

Bridgman,
New illustrated edition, uniform with the Little Colonel
Books, 1 vol,, large 12mo, cloth decorative . #L.50

A story of the time of Christ, which is one of the
author’s best-known books, and which has been trans-
lated into many languages, the last being Italian.

Flip’s ¢ Islands of Providence.” By

ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON,

12mo, cloth, with illustrations . . . $1.00

In this book the author of “ The Little Colonel ” and
her girl friends and companions shows that she is
equally at home in telling a tale in which the leading
character is a boy, and in describing his troubles and
triumphs in a way that will enhance her reputation as a
skilled and sympathetic writer of stories for children.

Asa Holmes; or, AT THE Cross-Roaps, A
sketch of Country Life and Country Humor. By
ANNIE FELLOWS JoHNsTON. With a frontispiece by
Ernest Fosbery.

Large 16mo, cloth, gilt top . . > . $100

“¢Asa Holmes; or, At the Cross-roads’ is the most de-
lightful, most sympathetic and wholesome book that has been
published in a long while. The lovable, cheerful, touching
incidents, the descriptions of persons and things are wonder-
fully true to nature.” — Boston Times.

The Great Scoop. By Moy Eiior Sea-

WELL, author of * Little Jarvis,” « Laurie Vane,” etc.

12mo, cloth, with illustrations ' . . $100

A capital tale of newspaper life in a big city, and of
a bright, enterprising, likable youngster employed therein.
Every boy with an ounce of true boyish blood in him
will have the time of his life in reading how Dick Hen-
shaw entered the newspaper business, and how he
secured * the great scoop.”
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Little Lady Marjorie. By Francis Mag-
GARET Fox, author of ¢ Farmer Brown and the
Birds,” etc.
12mo, cloth, illustrated . . . . . #1350

A charming story for children between the ages of ten
and fifteen years, with both heart and nature interest.

The Sandman : His Farm Stories. By
WiLLiam J. Hopkins.  With fifty illustrations by
Ada Clendenin Williamson.

One vol., large 12mo, decorative cover . . $1.50
“An amusing, original book, written for the benefit of
children not more than six {;ears old, is, * The Sandman : His

Farm Stories.” It should be one of the most popular of the

year’s books for reading to small children.” — Buffalo Express.
“ Mothers and fathers and kind elder sisters who take the

little ones to bed and rack their brains for stories will find this
book a treasure.” — Cleveland Leader.

The Sandman: More Farm Stories. By
WiLLiam J. Hopkins, author of ¢ The Sandman:
His Farm Stories.”

Library 12mo, cloth decorative, fully illustrated, $1.50

Mr. Hopkins's first essay at bedtime stories has met
with such approval that this second book of « Sandman "
tales has been issued for scores of eager children. Life
on the farm, and out-of-doors, will be portrayed in his
inimitable manner, and many a little one will hail the
bedtime season as one of delight.

A Puritan Knight Errant. By gpims
RoBINSON, author of ¢ A Little Puritan Pioneer,” ¢ A
Little Puritan’s First Christmas,” ¢ A Little Puritan
Rebel,” etc.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated . $1.50
The charm of style and historical value of Miss

Robinson’s previous stories of child life in Puritan days

have brought them wide popularity. Her latest and

most important book appeals to a large juvenile public.

The * knight errant ” of this story is a little Don Quixote,

whose trials and their ultimate outcome will prove

deeply interesting to their reader.
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Beautiful Joe’s Paradise; OR, THE ISLAND
OoF BROTHERLY LOVE. A sequel to “ Beautiful Joe.”
By MARSHALL SAUNDERS, author of ¢ Beautiful Joe,”
“ For His Country,” etc. With fifteen full-page plates
and many decorations from drawings by Charles Liv-
ingston Bull.

One vol., library 12mo, cloth decorative . . $r.s50

“ Will be immensely enjoyed by the boys and girls who
read it.” — Pittsburg Gasette.

“ Miss Saunders has put life, humor, action, and tenderness
into her story. The book deserves to be a favorite.” —
Chicago Record-Herald.

“This book revives the spirit of ¢ Beautiful Joe’ capitally.
It is fairly riotous with fun, and as a whole is aboat as un-
usual as anything in the animal book line that has seen the
light. It is a book for juveniles — old and young.” — Phila-
delphia ltem.

'Tilda Jane. By MARSHALL SAUNDERS, author

of « Beautiful Joe,” etc.

One vol,, 12mo, fully illustrated, cloth, decorative

cover . \ . . % % $1.50

“No more amusing and attractive child’s story has ap-
peared for a long time than this quaint and curious recital of
the adventures of that pitiful and charming little runaway.

“Tt is one of those exquisitely simple and truthful books
that win and charm the reader, and I did not put it down
until T had finished it — honest! And I am sure that every
one, young or old, who reads will be proud and happy to
make the acquaintance of the delicious waif.

“T cannot think of any better book for children than this.
I commend it unreservedly.” — Cyrus Zownsend Brady.

The Story of the Graveleys. By Mar-
SHALL SAUNDERS, author of ¢ Beautiful Joe's Para-
dise,” “'Tilda Jane,” etc.

Library 12mo, cloth decorative, illustrated by E. B.
Barry . . . . . . . #1350
Here we have the haps and mishaps, the trials and
triumphs, of a delightful New England family, of whose
devotion and sturdiness it will do the reader good to
hear. From the kindly, serene-souled grandmother to
the buoyant madcap, Berty, these Graveleys are folk of
fibre and blood — genuine human beings.
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PHYLLIS' FIELD FRIENDS SERIES
By LENORE E. MULETS.

Six vols., cloth decorative, illustrated by Sophie
Schneider. Sold separately, or as a set.

Per volume . . > . . i . $1.00

Per set . . . " : . . . $6.00

Insect Stories.

Stories of Little Animals.
Flower Stories.

Bird Stories.

Tree Stories,

Stories of Little Fishes.

In this series of six little Nature books, it is the
author’s intention so to present to the child reader the
facts about each particular flower, insect, bird, or animal,
in story form, as to make delightful reading. Clas-
sical legends, myths, poems, and songs are so introduced
as to correlate fully with these lessons, to which the
excellent illustrations are no little help.

THE WOODRANGER TALES
By G. WALDO BROWNE

The Woodranger.
The Young Gunbearer.
The Hero of the Hills.

Each, 1 vol., large 12mo, cloth, decorative cover, illus.
trated, per volume . . . . . . $1.00
Three vols , boxed, per set . . . « $3.00
«The Woodranger Tales,” like the ¢ Pathfinder

Tales” of ]J. Fenimore Cooper, combine historical in.
formation relating to early pioneer days in America
with interesting adventures in the backwoods. Although
the same characters are continued throughout the series,
each book is complete in itself, and, while based strictly
on historical facts, is an interesting and exciting tale of
adventure.
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The Rosamond Tales. By Cuvrer Revn-

oLps, With 30 full-page illustrations from original
ghotographs, and with a frontispiece from a drawing
y Maud Humphreys.

One vol,, large 12mo, cloth decorative . . $1.50

These are just the bedtime stories that children always
ask for, but do not always get. Rosamond and Rosa-
lind are the hero and heroine of many happy adventures
in town and on their grandfather’s farm; and the happy
listeners to their story will unconsciously absorb a vast
amount of interesting knowledge of birds, animals, and
flowers. The book will be a boon to tired mothers, and
a delight to wide-awake children.

Larry Hudson’s Ambition. By Jaues
Oris, author of “Toby Tyler,” etc. Illustrated by
Eliot Keen.

One vol,, library 12mo, cloth, decorative cover, $1.25

James Otis, who has delighted the juvenile public
with so many popular stories, has written the story of
the rise of the bootblack Larry. Larry is not only
capable of holding his own and coming out with flying
colors in the amusing adventures wherein he befriends
the family of good Deacon Doak; he also has the
signal ability to know what he wants and to understand
that hard work is necessary to win.

Black Beauty: Tue AutosioGrapuy oF A

Horse. By ANNA SEWELL. New [lllustrated

Edition. With nineteen full-page drawings by Wini-

fred Austin,

One vol,, large 12mo, cloth decorative, gilt top, $1.25

There have been many editions of this classic, but we
confidently offer this one as the most appropriate and
handsome yet produced. The illustrations are of special
value and beauty. Miss Austin is a lover of horses, and
has delighted in tracing with her pen the beauty and
grace of the noble animal.
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“Yours with All My Heart:*’ The
Autobiography of a Real Dog. By ESTHER M.
BAXENDALE. Very fully illustrated with upwards of
a hundred drawings by Etheldred B. Barry.

Large 12mo, cloth decorative . 5 . $1.50

Mrs. Baxendale’s charming story, though written
primarily for children, will find a warm welcome from
all those who love animals. It is a true story of a
deeply loved pet and companion of the author’s for
thirteen years; and it cannot fail to inspire in the hearts
of all the young people fortunate enough to hear it that
affection and sympathy for domestic animals so essential
in the moulding of character.

It is delightfully human in its interest, and contains,
besides the main theme of a rarely beautiful dog life,
character sketches which show keen observation and
that high order of talent requisite in writing for children,
and exemplified in “ Black Beauty” and ¢ Beautiful
Joe,” of a place beside which, the publishers believe,
“ Yours with All My Heart” will be found worthy.

Songs and Rhymes for the Little
Ones. Compiled by MARY WHITNEY MORRI -
SON (Jenny Wallis).

New edition, with an introduction by Mrs. A. D. T.

Whitney, with eight illustrations.

One vol., large 12mo, cloth decorative . . $1.00

No better description of this admirable book can be
given than Mrs. Whitney's happy introduction :

“ One might almost as well offer June roses with the
assurance of their sweetness, as to present this lovely
little gathering of verse, which announces itself, like
them, by its deliciousness. Yet as Mrs. Morrison’s
charming volume has long been a delight to me, I am
only too happy to link my name with its new and en-
riched form in this slight way, and simply declare that
it is to me the most bewitching book of songs for little
people that I have ever known.”




THE LITTLE COUSIN SERIES

The most delightful and interesting accounts possible
of child-life in other lands, filled with quaint sayings,
doings, and adventures.

Each 1 vol, 12mo, decorative cover, cloth, with six
full-page illustrations in color by L. J. Bridgman.

Price per volume . : . 3 . . fo.6o

“ Juveniles will get a whole world of pleasure and instruc-
tion out of The Little Cousin Series. . . . Pleasing narra-
tives give pictures of the little folk in the far-away lands in
their duties and pleasures, showing their odd ways of
playing, studymg, their queer homes, clothes, and play-
things. . . . — Detroit News- Tribune,

By MARY HAZELTON WADE

Our Little Swiss Cousin.

Our Little Norwegian Cousin.
Our Little Italian Cousin.
Our Little Siamese Cousin.
Our Little Cuban Cousin.

Our Little Hawaiian Cousin.
Our Little Eskimo Cousin.
Our Little Philippine Cousin.
Our Little Porto Rican Cousin,
Our Little African Cousin.
Our Little Japanese Cousin
Our Little Brown Cousin.
Our Little Indian Cousin.
Our Little Russian Cousin.
Our Little German Cousin.
Our Little Irish Cousin.

Our Little Turkish Cousin.
Our Little Jewish Cousin.

By ISAAC HEADLAND TAYLOR
Our Little Chinese Cousin,
By ELIZABETH ROBERTS MacDONALD
Our Little Canadian Cousin.
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COSY CORNER SERIES

It is the intention of the publishers that this series shall
contain only the very highest and purest literature, —
stories that shall not only appeal to the children them.
selves, but be appreciated by all those who feel with
them in their joys and sorrows.

The numerous illustrations in each book are by well-
known artists, and each volume has a separate attract-
ive cover design.

Each, 1 vol,, 16mo, cloth . ' i ’ . $o.50
By ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON
The Little Colonel. (Trade Mark)

The scene of this story is laid in Kentucky. Its
heroine is a small girl, who is known as the Little
Colonel, on account of her fancied resemblance to an
old-school Southern gentleman, whose fine estate and
old family are famous in the region. This old Colonel
proves to be the grandfather of the child.

The Giant Scissors,

This is the story of Joyce and of her acventures in
France, —the wonderful house with the gate of The
Giant Scissors, Jules, her little playmate, Sister Denisa,
the cruel Brossard, and her dear Aunt Kate. Joyce is
a great friend of the Little Colonel, and in later volumes
shares with her the delightful experiences of the “ House
Party ” and the « Holidays.”

Two Little Knights of Kentucky,

WhHo WERE THE LITTLE COLONEL'S NEIGHBORS.

In this volume the Little Colonel returns to us like an
old friend, but with added grace and charm. She is
not, however, the central figure of the story, that place
being taken by the ¢ two little knights.”
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By ANNIE FELLOWS JOHNSTON (Continued)

Cicely and Other Stories for Girls.

The readers of Mrs. Johnston's charming juveniles
will be glad to learn of the issue of this volume for
young people, written in the author’s sympathetic and
entertaining manner.

Aunt 'Liza’s Hero and Other Stories.

A collection of six bright little stories, which will
appeal to all boys and most girls.

Big Brother.

A story of two boys. The devotion and care of
Steven, himself a small boy, for his baby brother, is the
theme of the simple tale, the pathos and beauty of which
has appealed to so many thousands.

Ole Mammy’s Torment.

“Ole Mammy’s Torment” has been fitly called “a
classic of Southern life.” It relates the haps and mis-
haps of a small negro lad, and tells how he was led by
love and kindness to a knowledge of the right.

The Story of Dago.

In this story Mrs. Johnston relates the story of Dago,
a pet monkey, owned jointly by two brothers. Dago
tells his own story, and the account of his haps and mis-
haps is both interesting and amusing.

The Quilt That Jack Built.

A pleasant little story of a boy’s labor of love, and
how it changed the course of his life many years after
it was accomplished. Told in Mrs. Johnston’s usual
vein of quaint charm and genuine sincerity.
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By EDITH ROBINSON
A Little Puritan’s First Christmas.

A story of Colonial times in Boston, telling how
Christmas was invented by Betty Sewall, a typical child
of the Puritans, aided by her brother Sam.

A Little Daughter of Liberty.

The author's motive for this story is well indicated by
a quotation from her introduction, as follows :

“One ride is memorable in the early history of the
American Revolution, the wellknown ride of Paul
Revere. Equally deserving of commendation is another
ride, —untold in verse or story, its records preserved
only in family papers or shadowy legend, the ride of
Anthony Severn was no less historic in its action or
memorable in its consequences.”

A Loyal Little MNaid.

A delightful and interesting story of Revolutionary
days, in which the child heroine, Betsey Schuyler,
renders important services to George Washington.

A Little Puritan Rebel.

Like Miss Robinson’s successful story of “ A Loyal
Little Maid,” this is another historical tale of a real girl,
during the time when the gallant Sir Harry Vane was
governor of Massachusetts,

A Little Puritan Pioneer.

The scene of this story is laid in the Puritan settle-
ment at Charlestown. The little girl heroine adds
another to the list of favorites so well known to the
young people.

A Little Puritan Bound Girl.

A story of Boston in Puritan days, which is of great
interest to youthful readers.
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By QUIDA (Louise de la Ramée)

A Dog of Flanders: A Curistmas Storv. 13
Too well and favorably known to require description.

The Niirnberg Stove. {
This beautiful story has never before been published i
at a popular price.

A Provence Rose.
A story perfect in sweetness and in grace,

Findelkind.

A charming story about a little Swiss L~rdsman,

By MISS MULOCK
The Little Lame Prince.

A delightful story of a little boy who has many adven-
tures by means of the magic gifts of his fairy godmother.

Adventures of a Brownie.

The story of a household elf who torments the cook
and gardener, but is a constant joy and delight to the
children who love and trust him,

His Little Mother.

Miss Mulock’s short stories for children are a constant
source of delight to them, and « His Little Mother,” in
this new and attractive dress, will be welcomed by hosts
of youthful readers,

Little Sunshine’s Holiday.

An attractive story of a summer outing. ¢ Little Sun-
shine” is another of those beautiful child-characters for
which Miss Mulock is so justly famous.
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By JULIANA HORATIA EWING
Jackanapes.

. ‘ A new edition, with new illustrations, of this exquisite
and touching story, dear alike to young and old.

i Story of a Short Life.

This beautiful and pathetic story will never grow old.
] It is a part of the world’s literature, and will never die.

A Great Emergency.
How a family of children prepared for a great emer-
gency, and how they acted when the emergency came.

The Trinity Flower.

In this little volume are collected three of Mrs.
Ewing's best short stories for the young people.

Madam Liberality.

From her cradle up Madam Liberality found her
o chief delight in giving.

By FRANCES MARGARET FOX
: The Little Giant’s Neighbours.

A charming nature story of a “little giant” whose
neighbours were the creatures of the field and garden.

Farmer Brown and the Birds.

it A little story which teaches children that the birds
n are man’s best friends.
i Betty of Old Mackinaw.

A charming story of child-life, appealing especially to
the little readers who like stories of “ real people.”
- Mother Nature’s Little Ones.

r Curious little sketches describing the early lifetime, or
“childhood,” of the little creatures out-of-doors.
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By WiLlL ALLEN DROMGOOLE
The Farrier’s Dog and His Fellow.

This story, written by the gifted young Southen
woman, will appeal to all that is best in the natures ou
the many admirers of her graceful and piquant style.

The Fortunes of the Fellow.

Those who read and enjoyed the pathos and charm
of “ The Farrier’'s Dog and His Fellow” will welcome
the further account of the # Adventures of Baydaw and
the Fellow” at the home of the kindly smith,

The Best of Friends.

This continues the experiences of the Farrier's dog and
his Fellow, written in Miss Dromgoole’s well-known
charming style.

By FRANCES HODGES WHITE

Helena’s Wonderworld.

A delightful tale of the adventures of a little girl in
the mysterious regions beneath the sea.
Aunt Nabby’s Children.

This pretty little story, touched with the simple humor
of country life, tells of two children who were adopted
by Aunt Nabby.

By MARSHALL SAUNDERS

For His Countr

A sweet and gracefu?’story of a little boy who loved
his country ; written with that charm which has endeared
Miss Saunders to hosts of readers.

Nita, the Story of an Irish Setter.
In this touching little book, Miss Saunders shows
how dear to her heart are all of God’s dumb creatures,
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