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For the Children.

GANETS s an awlfully rum-
) looking box,” said Cuth-
bert to his brother.

“I don't sce anything
rum about it vesponded
Jack, taking it in his
hand,  * Indian, isn’t i,
by the stink,”” and he
gniffed gingerly at the lid.

It was the first day of their holiduys,
which they were spending with their uncle
in Aunckland.

Uncle James was an Anglo-Indian, a
retired officer, who had come to live in New
Zealand, and his honse was full of delightful
curiosities dear to the hearts of boys,
Wonderful shields and weapons adorned the
walls of the dining-room and hall. Every-
where were cunning swords of Indian
workmanship, curions idols aod images,
pottery, paintings and all manner of things.

Tanele James, whom his two nephews
found a pleasant, but somewhat stern, old
gentleman, had been obliged to go out on
business directly after lunch, and, as it was
raining, he had shown the two boys his
private sanctum, and told them they might
amnse themselves with any thing therein,
excepting the conteuts of a certain cup-
board. Their consin Roderick was due by
the six o'clock train that evening, and they
were looking forward with pleasure to his

arrival.
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What possossed Uncle Fames to ask threo
rowdy schoolboys to his quiet and orderly
horme ? It would be hard to say. Derhaps
it was a sonse of duty towards his mavried
brothers, who were well-to-de sotélers in
different parts of the Aunckland province.
The last words their father had snid to
Cuthbert and Jack wore these

“Now mind you behave yoursclvos.
Have a good timo, apd see everyihing ;
enjoy youvsclves, but don't get into mischief.
Your Uncle James is not used to boys, und
he won't stand any nonsenso, so mind !”

The rain fell steadily all tho afternoon,
or the boys would have been out exploring.
Cuthbert was desirous of spending most of
his time on the wharves, and Juck hod a
firm intention of doing his duty by the
Musenm and Art Gallery,

But at present, there boing nothing better
to do, Cuthbert prowled round and round

- the room examining overything, while Jack

teased Uncle James’ dog, which was old and
fat, into a porfect frenzy.

Cuthbert wag mindful of Uncle James'
prohibition at first, but somehow one door
of the cupboard came ajar, and the curious
little hox before mentioned caught his oyo,
and he pulled it out juet to see what it wag
like.

Once in hiz hond what more natural
than that he shouid put his finger in
the little nick in the lid and draw it back,



