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A WOODLAND WOOING.

WILAT DETTY  SaYs,

THERE were five hewds in all, and [ was tired
enowgh of Jlooking down upon them. It was all
Bob’s fuult, and the longer 1 ostayed there the
angrier I grew. No living boy can be so aggra-
vating, anyway, a5 Bob Greenleaf when he trics,
and he generally tries. 1 had boen staring
down upon those heads {or guite two hours,
and only ane who has tried it can have any idca
how stupid people can be when onc sees only
the tops of their heads. There was Lucretia's
yvellow head, as sleck as a canary bird's; Jo-
sephine's bleached puffs and coils, — * the nest of

a crazy rat,” Bob calls it; there was Theodore's
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head * running o'er with curls” —how T do
detest a cutly-headed man!—and Theodore’s
friend, with ne mare hair than a mouse, and
what lietle lie did have gray; and, last of all,
there was Bobby's roagh brown tousle. My
cwn haitr is just like Dob's, and I hate my own
hair. 1 almost hated Bobhy too, just then, for
pulting me in such a [ix

it all came about in this way., Bob wanted
his yun-case mended.  3osl boys mend thuir
own cun-cases, but Bol deesn't, and his gun-
case always seems to have a rip in it if I
happen to be planning a specially good time.
I was just starting for the horsechestnut tree,
with “A Tair of Blue Lyes™ and some early
sops-olwines in my apron, when oul bounced
Bob from the wood-shed and wanted me to
“just take a stitch™ for him. OF course, 1
told him I could n't stop, and, of course, he
said I was mean, and banged the wood-shed

daor. I didn't mind, for I thought he'd get
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over it right away; but he played me a trick
that I won't forgive him for onc while. To
sit thoere cating Aunt Jane's best pound-cake
and orinning witile 1 was up 1o that miserable
tree, and not daring to move a finger for fear
somebody would ook uwp and see me!

I had only been up in my perch about half
an hour when Josephine Voster came through
the gate in the hedoe, with her brother and
the New York friend who arrived the night be-
fore. Bob was mn the hommock, and Toucretia
was sewing  on the piazza. 1 showld  have
thought they might have found other places
enourh to take the collers, but no, they must
necds bring their cheirs out under the 11:::.;'51:—
chestnut, as if there wore no other tree n the
yard. Bob knew [ was up io the tree, and was
glad of it. He thought it was a joke: any silly
thing passes for a ioke with Boh.  Then, as if
things were not bad cnoucrh already, Dob had

to propose an out-of-doors tea,



