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g o
evidence. The nut trees, weary after
a summer of hard work, have given

themselves a shake and thrown down

the fat fruit, which have become
quite a burden. Iow our little fur-
ry friends get their winter store of
food. '

Evening draws near, and, it is al-
most dark in the woods before the
sun goes dowIL.
the live things of the wdods, which,
were not even noticed during the day.
All those millions of insects can hbe
heard that are always so plentiful
in the fall.

While standing still. admiring and
contemplating on the handiwork of
the all-father, wondering how things
ever could be made like these, and
why they were made so, and if life
could aectually be real, th= whoo,
whoo, whoo-0-0 of ax >unls in
the distanee. The st o thoughts
are swept away ana g
present seem real and earnest, cold
chills begin to creep up anl down
my spine. What if some copper col-
ored Indian., of the days of yore.was
just creeping around that large oak
tree and down through the bushes.
Tgh! My, I can almost see him now.
T think he has someone in his arms.
probably a little Virginia Dare or
a brave Hannah Duston. Ah! now
he is drawing near a camp-fire, which
is surrounded with some of the
braves.

Oh! I am going to see a real In-
dian evening, spent around the even-

Now can be heard.

hines of the|

ing camp fire, when whoo whoo-0-0 |

comes with a startling nearness. The

I carefully picked my way out of
the woods bidding a reverential adicu
to the grandeur of the most beauti-
ful scene T  had yet witnessed, a
neble forest, seemingly with unfath-
omed power, hushed and calm, in the
soft moonlight.

A Christmas Mistake.

Harry Hill Class '12.
In the church of a good sized town
out west they were to have a Christ-
mas tree. It was the first tree that
they had ever had in that churech,
so there was no little won lering and
guessing what it would be like.

All the children that had ever gone
to Sunday School at all, went 1.8
Sunday before Christmas so as to ot
their names down on roll for presents.

Willie Sunday was a small boy who
made his living by blacking boots
and as the superintendent had.- an-
nounced that all the pressnts would
be useful ones. he firmiy expectel tc
get some sho: blacking.

He was very much
when, at last his name had beemn
called and he had recieved it anl
found: it to be a book of Browning
and as he eould not read, ho didn’t
think his present very useful.

The next Sunday when the Super-
intendent asked those who thought
their present not useful, to come up
and exchange them for othors, twe
boys marched boldly up, one was
Willie and the other was the son of
the richest man in thes town.

Willie brought his book of Brown-
inc and the other had a tottls - of

ilisappointed



