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ON'T you please tell us another nori.
Unele Henri?" asked Victor one eve-
ning as they sat around the supper

I ub’l& .
“Another story? Dear me[" cried
the good man, as though quite

§ embarrassed by their ecager demands.
“I *m afraid 1 have n't one about me to-day. But wait
a minute. I 'll tell you about Mr. Fox.
" "A great scamp, the fox,” he went on, “but an inter-
esting one.  Bright as a dollar.  And sly! I tell you,
gne must get up early in the morning to steal a march
on him. Farmers think him a thief, too, and he has
more tricks at the ends of his fingers than a dozen.

“He is a pretty little fellow, with his sharp nose,
oright eyes, and long, bushy tail. And he is a good
papa to his little ones. He digs them u warm hole in
the ground, and goes out fofaging to get them some-
thing to eat. Then he becomes quite brave and takes
all sorts of risks.

“This fox about which I am going to tell you, and
his mate, had two young ones. And as they were
always hungry, like most healthy children, he was
out hunting from morning till night, and often through
the night, too, trying to get them enough to eat. But
sometimes luck was against him, and now and then
Mrs. Fox complained that he was letting the children
starve, .
« “1 do the best I can,’ he said, mournfully, ‘but

everything has gone wrong to-day I hung about the
barn-yard for nearly two hours in the cold, trying
to catch the black hen. But she always kept too near
the barn, out of my way. At last I got desperate
and made up my mind to brave every danger. So when

MR. FOX TAKES TO FISHING

the farmer's back was tufned I nimbly hopped over
the fence and dashed at her. But just as | seized her
she set up a terrible screaming. The farmer tlrned
to see what was the matter. He was putting turnips
in a bag, and, when he saw what was happening,
quickly threw a big one at me. 1 did n't have time
to dodge, and it struck me squarely. Over I rolled.
I thought my back was broken! And I 've been feeling
stiff ever since. It was lucky for me that he did n't
throw the pitchfork; you 'd never have seen yoéur

Fox Fished ; Hunted :

By € Boyd Smith

couraged, dear;
find some way
*This so encouraged

ut a dinner.

good and not to worry their poor mother.
trotted along he reflected, ‘Now it
o near the barn-yard again to-day.

on the lookout for me,

shot, no matter how fast | scamper’

came to the river, and stopped to look at his own
reflection in the water,
fellow," he thought.

‘I 'm quite a good-looki
Then his attention was attracte

““HE THREW A

poor husband again.

“ Of course 1 scrambled over the fence as fast as
I could go, and just had time ta get to the trees when
I hate that dog;

the dog got after me. he is so
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some crawfish swimming along the bottom. A
bright idea struck him. ‘I wonder if I can't catch
some,’ he thought. He tried hard to reach them with
his paw, but they always dodged the stroke,
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brutal! Some day I must play a trick on him to get
even."

“ You must be more careful next time,' said Mrs.
Fox, anxiously,” ‘for I would never get on alone with

these two children on my hands. But don't be dis-

MR. FOX'S TRAP FOR THE CROWS

“Still he wouldn't give up. ‘T 've geen boys fishing
with lines,’ he meditated. ‘Why can’t I try to fish
with my tail?. It's quite long.' So, very quietly and
cautiously, he dropped his tail into the water, just
above the fish. ‘Rather cold work,’ he thought. But

u are so clever that you will surely
orgmir

r. Fox that he twirled his
mustache and then prowdly smoothed out his bushy
tail, and sssured her that he had a few tricks left yet
“So off he started, after telling the little ones to be
As he
wlgn‘l pay me to
They -will surely
And T 'm not ashamed
to say that I'm afraid of the gun, for I can't dodge
Just here he

soon he got a bite. One of the crawfish had caught
his tail with its claws. Up, with a swish, he jerked
it out of the water. With a good nip he made it let
g% Then he sat down and quietly ate it, smiling all
over. The trick struck him as such a good one that
he threw back his head and silently laughed, till he
nearly fell into the water.

“He recovered himseli, and said seriously, 'l must
catch some more for the children,’ and again dropped
his line into the stream. The crawfish nipped him
every time, and every time he landed them success-
fully. When he thought he had as many as he could
carry, he took them UP in his mouth and started for
home. Mrs. IFox welcomed him and the fish with
agu]ding eyes. ‘I hope the children will like them!'
she exclaimed.

“The littleafoxes did like them very much, and soon
the whole catch had disap ed. Now things looked
a little brighter to the family, “‘But still, you know,’
said Mrs. Fox, ‘that won't last us till to-morrow. You
must try to bring in something more.’

“So away went Mr. Fox again. ‘Children are a
great care, he sighed Ile trotted along the river-
bank, hoping that something might happen to helP
him. Finally he came to the fish-house. He did n't
like to approach too near, as the men were working
inside. ut luckily he found some stray fish-heads
which Khad been thrown out.

“'Ha, ha! here's luck,’ he erled, and, capturing
several, away he scampered, hurrying a little as he
heard a dog bark

“But while running along he thought, If T take
these things home the wife may complain. People can't
live on fish all the time, and I 've just given them one
fish course.'

“He was troubled, and =at down to reflect. While
wondering whether he had better take the fish-heads
home or not, he was disturbed by a party of crows
flying above him. They had been attracted by the
appetizing odor,

“1f 1 could only catch a e¢row, that would be
worth while!" he thought. 'But how? That was the
problem. ‘I have it,’ he gleeiully cried, as he suddenly
spied a hollow tree.

“At once he set to work and placed the fish-heads
temptingly in a row before it JI)'hcn he hid himself
in the hollow and waited.

“'Now we shall see fun' he sald to himself, and.

chuckled over his clever plan.
“The crows kept circliog about the spot, attracted

I THINK PERHAPS T AM UP WITH THE TTMES,” ANSWERED MR, POX

yet fearful As the fox had dissppesced, they bectms
bolder. The first bird dropped upon ﬁ rize. Quiche
as a flash, out spr Mr. Fox and seix

k. T h ur:ft.u::“ N
neck. 1ere was a ort, sharp 1
fox was again in his hiding-place, prey :
silent beside him, Back came the other birds. Anc

descended waril'y. and was in a like manner
by the nimble fox. And yet others were his

[«
80 that before the afternoon was over he had ,5 '
La

four i
,_"()ff he started for home, dragging hls crows aftef
Wm hig
" 'Won't the good wife rejoice” he thought.
“And she really did. For now the whole family
dined well, and still something was left for the mors
row's breakfast. ;

“The two foxes laughed loudly over the trick i,
“'You really are the wisest fox I ever knew,” salll
Mrs. Fox, admiringly. . v 9

v

“‘T think perhaps I am up with the 4

Mr. Fox, in a very self-satisfied tmm
“‘Papa tell us about it again, won't P asked ¢

little ones, already anxious to learn r trade.

“But the old fox was tired, ‘Be good and go toy
sleep; when you 're bigger I "l teach you eve A i
he told them. *

“And, the day’s work and the dinner finlshed,’
the family cuddled up comforjably in their den as
slept, and dreamed of crows and clever tricks:
the north wind blew keenly outside, and other hun
g;;:ncs, less clever, still hunted here and there for ¢
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RHYME

BY J. C, O.

ate?
bait,
crate
date.
elate,

Waar do you think the sallor

Why, nothing more nor less than

Which some one left in an old

Of very long-forgotten

Then with his head and heart
He cried, “T mind not any fate,”
And firmly walked out past the gate,
But a Turkish Khan, with ardent hate,
At this saying grew irate,

And said, “He shall not jubilate

While I am Khan of this Khanate;
And though it now may be too late,
On board my yacht I'll make him mate;

INATE.
PATERSON

And should he there his Tles

; Or to my crew try to

: With a capstan-bar I'll break his

< And hang him up on a board

And then to _l'l:y subjects I'll

In an address on affalrs of

That this man had one serious
Which would tend to

The nation's honor, and make vibrate

The lives of all, so I couldn't wait b

So long as the life of a Xerobate .

To throw him down from the minaref yate, -

Or give him & dose of sirconate,

orate,
pate,
quadrate}
relate,
state,
traft, )

—

Even on the piazzas, under
the broad roof| and awnings, there was hardly
air enough to move the leaves of the honeysuc-

T was a very hot day.

kle-vines. QOut in the pasture, the cattle gathered
in the shadows and did not move except to lash lazily
at the flies,

The children had come in from the lawn, and were
sitting still. Their mother and father were in the oity,
and the only grown person at homg® was their visitor,
an old friend of the family, a professor, who had come
to stay over Sunday. He had been reading, but had
now put down his book, and sat listening to the chil-
dren’s talk.

At length ome of the little
the Professor’s kind glance.
had a happy thought.

“Professor, won't you tell ns a story ™ she asked

“Oh, yes—do!™ said another little girl, and then one
of the brothers drew his chair closer, and the other
brother put down his book to listen.

“Why, Daisy,” the Profetsor said, a little uneasily,
“I never told a story in my Hfe. [ hardly imagine |
am capable of the feal”

“Please do,” said the second little girl whose name
was Violet

T’rh looked up and canght
¢ smiled at her, and she

The' Professor 'S Mysterioﬁs R ecital |

BY TUDOR JENKS.

the narration of fiction,

asked the
audience

him.

court
at length came to regard the little prince as an obstacle
in the way of their own ambition. So they resclved to

What shall 1 tell you about?”
“Oh, anything,” said Stephen. “But make it lively.”
“Did you ever hear the story of Havelock the Dane?”
Professor, looking severely at his young

“No," came a chorus; “tell us that”
“Very well,” said the Professor, “T "Il tell you about

-

The children settled themselves very comfortably, and

the Professor began:

“In a remote period of antiquity, when much of our

history partook of the natyre of fabulous tradition, the
reigning sovereign of Denmark died, leaving an only
son. As the royal consort had

gfrmo' usly died also,

this son was an orphan, and his bringing-up devolved
upog—--"
“What docs devolved wpom mean”™ asked Daiey,

when 3 pause came.
"Demﬂ'.ed upon means fell to—that js, became the
duty of ® answered the Professor. -

“Oh,” said Daisy. “Go on, please”
“His bringing-up fell upon certain high officials of the
The boy's name was Hawglock, and the officials

"Do; that s a fellow,” said Hal sacrifee hd 15 their advancement =
“If you insist, 1“1l try to sccommodate myself to cir- “They were going to kill Mm ™ asked Hal
“Put “Not just that Though far inferior fo more modern

cumstances” the Professor said, after 2 moment
I am more sccustomed to delivering lectures than to

Ptoviﬂ.lkrmmtohanmq:mdtbcnmiry

of human life, and consequently determined to rid
themselves of him. Constructing, thereiore, a rude
raft, they set the orphan prince adrift, confiding him to
the uncertain mercy of the winds and waves."”

“They put him on a raft, and then let the raft go,
did n't they?" Stephen said. )

“Precisely,” answered the Professor. "But the ele-
ments proved less unfeeling than his human guardians
Havelock upon his clumsy vessel accomplished a voyage
that is hardly eredible, for he is reported finally to
have stranded upon the coast of Lincolnshire—an
castern county of England. Here the helpless infant
was fortunately discovered by a fisherman whom tra-
dition accords the name of Grim; and Grim not only
succored the foundling, but carefully tended his youth-
ful years until the young man bade fair to do credit
to his foster-parent.” -

“To his what?"” asked Hal

“Foster-parent. One who stands in loco parentis is
so called—that is,” the Professor explained, “one act-
ing as a father to a child, though not a father really—
or a mother, either—is known as a foster father or
mother. Foster, you know, is to cherish or care for;
and a foster-parent is one who——"

“Please go on, Professor,” said Violet; “I sce what

voi: mean. It is one who takes care of a child like a
parent”
"Yes” the Professor agreed. - “Such was this benev-

plent Grim to Havelock, the waif whom chance or an
wwertuling Providence had intrusted to his charge
Now, when the voung Dane, dispossessed of his patri-
mony, and an exile in a foreign land, was, in spite of
hie humble statton, grown to be a man in years and
bearing, it happened that political events in England
had caused a beautiful princess also to be left heiress
to an extended dominion.”™

“Oh. T 'm glad there s a princess ™ said Daisy, clap-
ping her hands “T bebeve it "2 going to be o fairy
story, after all”
Not imst that™ said the Professor, emiling mdob
gently . “but, 2t all events, a story that is not without
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ite romantic features—though probably fabulous to
some extent.”

“Please go on aboug the princess,” said Violet. “Was
she beautiful?"

“Doubtless she was so reported, as the narrative was
woven into troubadour’s ballad,” said the Professor.
“We are at liberty to assume that she was a paragon of
personal attractions.”

“Does that mean handsome?" asked Stephen.

“Yes,” said the Professor. “Where was I? Oh, [
remember. Being thus in a situation very similar to
that occupied by Havelock before his expatrianomr—"'

“What is expa—-" Daisy began.

“It means before he was sent out on the raft,” said
Hal. “Don't interrupt, please. Go on, Professor.”

“She, too, was in the way of some powerful aristo-
crats who desired to usurp the throne. And in order to
guardainst her ever becoming the wife of one willing
and able to espouse her cause, these nobles came to the
conclusion htat they would wed her to some occupant
of a humble station™

“And did they?” asked Stephen

“Yes,” the Professor went on. “And by a remark-
able combination of events it came about that the sup-

sed humble groom selected was none other than
{avelock, the reputed son of Grim, the fisherman.™

“And what did they do?” asked Violet

“They married the princess to Hawvelock, making
merry over the nuptials of the wronged heiress and him
they regarded as the fisher-lad of Lincolnshire. But it
happened that Grim had preserved some of the gar-
ments in which the boy Havelock was dressed at the
time he was despatched from the Danith coast Asd
theee furnished a clye to the young seafarer’s natnal-
ity. This clue gave a starting-point for Havelock's
inquiring spirit, and by patient anal and persistent
inquiry the young Danish prince ﬂ% succeeded
n establishing his identity.”

Wha® wat that?” asked Stephen
w' who he was—be found ou’ e wms ¢
and the missing heir 1o the throne. Aps

He
Danish prince

rea]ing to some of the adherents to his dynasty, H
ock established his claim to sovereiguty, and =fts
some controversy attained supremacy.” :
“Did he get to be a king?' Hal inquired,
“Yes; and then being King of Denmark, he fi
himself in a position successfully to ‘enforce the cla

of the princess to her own usurped dominions.” .
“So she got back her throne, too™ asked Hal
“Yes; and so Havelock the Dane came to be kis

not only of what was his inheri but also of |

realm in Albion over which his wife's title brons

him sovercignty.” M
“Is that all>" asked Violet, as the Professor pas
'Yes,” answered the Professor; “hut the legend

authentic, certainly furnishes a noteworthy e

poctic justice.” A ot
“Yes, sir,” said Stephen. “And we are very ma

obliged to you.” s
“Quite welcome, | "m sure,” said the P

ing up his book and going indoors. Sk
“Wake up, Daisy!" said Hal, shaking bis sster gt

by the shoulder. “It is a% polite t0 go-io slees |
that” ;

.
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“Ts the—story—aver?™ asked Daisy, rubbing hee |
“Yes,” said Violet T
"What was it about —the lnst. part of 2™ BN
asked drowisly. =Y

*1 don’t know m;ﬂt.‘lﬁﬂ l“ﬂt- “1 feel @

lock married the princess, anyway. Bt B “"f

ot

fairy story.” P -
“What kind of a story was hrw’ ced
“A kind of a dictiongry * | d S

*Tt must be nice to go. o and  »

words mean. The Profossor oy I
Fifth Reader, and 1 could o't tell '

Nor 1 ctben’” aid sl St .
sory when T 'm growe up and I
college I* 2T
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