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STUYVESANT.

CHAPTER 1

THE CAVERN,

OnE pleasant summer morning Alphonzo was
amusing himself by swinging on a gate in front
of his mother's house. His cousin Maﬂml]e,
who was then about e:ghtd{'ears old, was mlmg
upon a stone outside of the gate, hythe
side, in a sort of comer that was formed between
the wall and a great tree which was growing
there. Malleville was employed in telling her
kitten a story.

The kitten was sitting near Malleville, upon
a higher stone. Malleville was leanmg upon
this stone, looking the kitten in the face. The
kitten was looking down, but she seemed to be
listening very attentively,

“Now, Kitty,” said Malleville, “if you will
sit still and hark, I will tell you a story,—a story
about a mouse. I read it in a book. Once
there was a mouse, and he was white, and he
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lived in a cage. No, I forgot—there were three
. mice. I'll begin again.

“Once there was a boy, and he had three
white mice, and he kept them in a cage.”

Here Malleville's story was interrupted by
FPhonny, who suddenly called out:

“ Here comes Beechnut, Malleville,”

“ T don't care,” said Malleville ; *I'm telling
a story to Kitty, and you must not interrupt
me.”

Here the kitten jumped down from the stone
and ran away.

“ Now, Phonny!” ssid Malleville, “see what
jnuhavﬁ done ;—you have made my Kitty go

away,’
“I didn’t make her go away,” said Phonny.
“Yes you did,” said Malleville ; “ you inter-
my story, and that made her go away.”
ny lay, aloud at this assertion,
though Malleville continued to look very serious.
Phonny then repeated that he did not make the
kitten go away ; and besides, he said, he thought
that it was very childish to pretend to tell a
story to a kitten.

Malleville said that she did not think it was
childish at all, for Ae kitten liked to hear
stories. Pl:rtrnuy, at this, laughed again, and
then Mallewille, appearing to be snll more dis-
pleased, said that she was not any more childish
than Phonny himself was.

By this time Beechnut, as Phonny called him,
had come up, He was driving a cart. The
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cart was loaded with wood. The wood consisted
of small and dry sticks, which Beechnut had
gathered together in the forest.

‘ Beechnut,” said Phonny, “are you
into the woods again for another load ?”

‘ Yes," said Beechnut.

“ And may I go with you ?” said Phonny.

“ Ves, " said Beechnut, '

“And I?" said Malleville.

%Yes," satd Beechnut

Beechnut drove on into the yard, and at
length stopped near a great wood-pile.  Beech-
nut b to throw off the wood. Phonny
climbed up into the cart too, to help Beechnut
unload., Malleville sat down upon a log lying
near, to see.

While thnﬂ were at work thus, throwing off
the wood, Phonny, instead of taking the smallest
sticks that came in his way, tried always to ?t
hold of the largest. He had three motives for
doing this, all mingled together. The first was
a pleasure in exercising his own strength ; the
second, a desire to show Malleville that he was
no child ; and the third, to make a display of
his strength to Beechnut.

After a while, when the load had been about
half thrown off, Phonny stopped his work,
straightened himself up with an air of great
self-satisfaction and said,

* Malleville says I am childish; do you think
I am, Beechnut 2"

“No,” said Malleville, T d&id not ssy wT
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