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[Handwritten note by Authoress]

One summer eve as
I sat dozing in the warm
sunshine on the veranda
at Minnewawa I dreamed
that a wee bird came
and whispered,

"The children love to listen
to your stories about
birds, and bees, and flowers
and squirrels, but you are
very old and your voice
will cease to be heard among
the little ones."

Then I reasoned that I said
"Wee Birdy, I will write
the stories down and make
a book that the far away
children may read it and
learn to know and love
their "Heavenly Father" and
the wild creatures. That
[unclear] for so wisely
and so well.
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It was a lovely bright morning in June. The dew still sparkled like
diamonds on the freshly opened flowers in many a gay garden. The air
was sweet with the scent of roses and lilies. Butterflies of many
gorgeous colours flitted over blossoms no brighter than their own gay
wings, which opened and shut like living flowers in the sunbeams.
Happy creatures! they had nothing to do but enjoy their short, joyous
lives. Myriads of gauzy-winged insects, too, were dancing in the warm
sunshine that June morning. The bees alone were absent. Why were they
not busy seeking honey in the bells of the flowers?

The humming-birds were darting hither and thither,
 hovering for a
brief instant with their tiny bodies glittering like emeralds and ruby
gems, just poised in air, while in haste they inserted their long,
slender bills in the necks of the honey-bearing flowers, the
larkspurs, columbines and balsams. These little summer visitors from
the Southern States and West Indies know well where the sweets are
hidden ready for them and the bees.

But again we ask, Why are the bees absent? There is the yellow powder
on the anthers of the flowers to be gathered for the bee-bread, to
feed the young ones that are ready to take wing; and there is other
delicate matter to be got for making wax for the cells wherein to
store the honey for winter use. What are the little creatures doing?

In reply, we hear a strangely mournful sound, and see the hive in
great commotion. The bees are creeping outside, flying a short
distance, then returning as if unable to tear themselves away.
Something is certainly wrong to-day among these wise and orderly
creatures.

Yes, the sad news has just been told them, their beloved old Queen is
dead. There is grief and deep trouble among her subjects—such trouble
as would follow in this great British Empire were the tidings of so
sad an event as the death of our most gracious
and beloved sovereign Queen Victoria to reach her subjects.

The Queen Bee had gone out for a few minutes to give some special
order, to direct one of the chief workers to take his band to a
clover-field in full bloom and abounding in fresh honey-bearing
blossoms, when a rapacious fly-catcher—the largest of the Phœbe
birds, known as the "Kingbird" or "Tyrant Fly-catcher"—saw her as he
sat watching for prey on a bare pole near by. He gave a flirt with his
wings and white-fringed tail as he swept round her, and she was
quickly seized and torn by his cruel bill. Thus the hive was left
without a Queen to rule over its inmates.

There was grief among the bees, but no doubt the hungry kingbird had
made a sweet meal, and cared nothing for the sorrow he had caused in
the garden that lovely June morning.

The work of the labouring bees was at a standstill, the news of the
Queen's death having been carried to them by trusty messengers. The
drones were in a state of wild distress. The overseers in charge of
the honey-seekers were in despair. The fine-dust gatherers ceased
their cheerful buzzing songs, and, heavy with grief, wended their way
back to join in the general lamentation of the hive.


The old Irish gardener Pat was grieved for the trouble the bees were
in, and took a piece of black crape from an old hat-band and tied it
to the stand where the beehive stood, to show that he sympathized with
them in their sorrow for the untimely death of their Queen. When
someone laughed at the kindly old man for putting the bees in
mourning, he said, gravely:

"Shure an' the craythurs will take it kindly as a compliment, and be
plazed that we think uv thim in the day uv their trouble for the loss
uv their good ould Queen."

The excitement was greatest among the young swarm that had been
hatched only a few days. A change was at hand, and it became an
important question among them as to what was to be done without a
Queen. Who was to take care of them?

Then the old bees held a consultation to consider the situation.

"How can we keep order here without a Queen?" asked one of the elders.
"This newly hatched swarm are in a very excited and unruly state; they
will not obey any law but their own sweet wills, and I fear we shall
have great trouble with them."

"We must turn them out," said another of the old bees.


"They are already in a state of rebellion," remarked a third. "I just
overheard a pert young bee saying they were not going to be lorded
over and overruled by those old fellows.'"

It was only too true, the young bees were in open revolt. "We will
have a Queen of our own," they cried, "and do as we like. Let us go
off at once to the royal nursery and choose one."

So off they went to the royal cells. There were only three young
female bees there, the dead Queen's daughters. One of the princesses
was much larger than the others, and the velvet of her dress finer and
brighter than the sober brown of her sisters' attire.

Of course the young bees all said, "We will have this one for our
Queen."

No one but a drone made any objection to the choice, and no attention
was paid to him when he said, "This one is not the best for our ruler,
she is proud, and vain, and selfish; she is fatter and finer than the
others because she always got the largest share of the food and the
best cell to live in."

The others drove him away and said, "We like this one, she is the
handsomest," and then they all paid homage to her as their Queen, and
she buzzed her thanks as they followed her out of the hive in a great
crowd, pushing and shoving very rudely in
their anxiety to get near her, tumbling over each other like a parcel
of rude boys just let loose from school. They had not even the manners
to say goodbye to the old bees as they bustled off with their new
Queen.

Now, the young Queen was very foolish. She had had no experience, and
yet she thought she was wise enough to govern her numerous subjects
and to make laws for her kingdom. She would not ask advice of anyone
when she was in difficulty, so she constantly made mistakes.

The first day they had all to scatter abroad in search of something to
eat, as there was no food prepared, and their only shelter was a hole
in the trunk of a tree. Although the hole was a fairly big one, it was
not large enough to shelter so many in the event of rain or bad
weather—a fact they were not long in learning, as that very day a
thunder-storm came on with heavy rain and hail. The Queen bee and a
few others managed to get in and shelter themselves in the hollow of
the tree, but a number of the weaker ones, and the poor helpless
drones, were beaten down by the hail and never rose again.

Of course, the poor young Queen was not altogether to blame. She could
not prevent the storm coming that day, though some of her followers
were unreasonable
enough to say she could, but she had shown a great
want of order and management. She did not set the right bees in the
right places. In the old time there were regular overseers who set
them their work and particular tasks, and no one interfered; but now,
when the labourers came to the Queen she set the honey-makers to build
the cells, and the makers of the bee-bread to pound the wax, the
gatherers of the pollen from the flowers to get the honey, so that all
was confusion. No one knew what to do, nothing was well done, and
there was great waste of time and material. The honey-makers had no
cells fit to hold the honey when they came home with it, the wax was
badly made, the bees were hungry and out of humour, and all blamed the
poor Queen. At last they fretted and harassed her so much with their
complaints, that she fell sick and died. There was no one left then to
rule and govern the bees. They had no honey laid up in store for the
winter when the frost and snow came, so they perished from cold and
hunger.

It was not so with the hive bees. The new Queen that had been despised
by the young swarm proved to be a most wise and careful ruler. She
caused the cells to be mended and cleaned, had all the rubbish
removed, and appointed careful overseers for the
workers in their several departments. She saw that every place was
well filled, everything done at the right time and in the right way,
and plenty of food and honey stored up against the cold days of
winter.

This good Queen was so kind and thoughtful about the welfare of her
subjects that she often warned the workers against wandering too far
away in search of honey, lest they should be overtaken by hungry
birds, or heavy rains and high winds, when too far from the shelter of
the hive.

She knew how desirous some of her working bees were to please her and
make the hive famous as giving the largest yield of honey for the
season, and if they heard of a field of white clover or buckwheat, or
a grove of fresh basswood trees in flower, many miles away from home,
they would wing their way to gather honey to increase their store. She
was often very unhappy when night came and these stragglers had not
returned. Many accidents happened, and she constantly warned her young
bees never to go farther than two or three miles away. Some old strong
workers would laugh at such advice, for they often flew as far as six
miles away when the scent of the basswood blossoms was strong in the
air. Many of these rash ones overloaded themselves, and fell an easy
prey to the kingbird or the shrike.

Things went well in the hive under the good Queen's rule. The nursery
chambers were filled with eggs for fine swarms of new bees to be
hatched out while the summer was yet warm, and one might have thought
that nothing could happen to disturb the serenity of her reign.
Suddenly, however, a report was circulated among the old bees that
some thieves had entered the hive, and emptied a number of cells of
the best and purest of the virgin honey.

The rumour caused a great commotion, and the Queen called her oldest
and wisest counsellors together, to consider what was the best thing
to be done.

One of the ablest among them said that he had noticed idle gangs
hanging about a distant hive, and as none of them seemed to bring home
honey from the fields or gardens, they had been suspected of being a
set of thievish vagabonds. His advice was, that two or three brave
working bees should be set to watch at a little distance, and if any
bees not loaded with honey or flower-dust entered the hive, the
workers should give a signal at once to have them seized: or if any
bees came out loaded with honey, they should attack them at once and
call for help.

This advice was taken and all arrangements made.
Not long after a party of sneak-bees were seen creeping cautiously
into the hive, where they soon were at work filling themselves with
the contents of some of the best cells. Meanwhile some of the
wax-workers had filled up the sides of the door of the hive, so that
an overloaded bee could not pass through without a squeeze. This trap
prevented the robbers from getting out. Then the enraged hive-bees set
upon them, and a great battle took place, which ended in all the
thievish bees in the hive being killed. A few terrified ones outside
flew home to tell of the fate of their comrades. After that day no
robber-bees ventured out to steal from that Queen's hive.

There were other enemies besides the robber-bees. There were
miller-moths that laid their eggs within the bee-house, the worm
hatched from them doing great damage, more even than the mice did.
Spiders, too, sometimes spun their webs across the door of the hive,
and the unwary bees going forth got entangled in the meshes. I think
had Mrs. Webspinner ventured to capture one of the good lively
workers, she would have come off second-best in the battle, a dozen
angry bees with their stings all ready being always at hand to defend
their comrades.

Once a big snail crawled into the hive. It may have been to hide
herself from some outside danger,
from a garden toad or some voracious bird, as it is hardly likely that
a snail would be in search of honey or bee-bread: or it may have been
just out of curiosity to see how bees lived, that she ventured into
the little house.

However, she had no business there, and when she was in she could not
turn herself about to retreat, when she heard a mighty buzzing and
fuss all around her.

The bees were in a great quandary how to get rid of the great ugly
beast. It was useless trying to sting her, and she neither could nor
would go, that was plain; so they wisely went at once to their Queen
for advice.

"Bury the horrid creature," was all she could say.

They all clapped their wings and cried, "We will."

Without more ado they called the cell-builders and the wax-makers and
set them to work, saying, "We will soon make the abominable beast a
house;" so they covered the big snail with a roof and walls of wax,
and I dare say she may be sleeping there at this day, a warning to
snails to mind their own business and stay at home.

There was a great deal of honey taken out of the hive by the
bee-keeper that year, and for three more years the good Queen ruled
well. She became the
nursing mother for many swarms of fine healthy young bees, and at last
died at a good old age.

All the hives in the neighbourhood were put into mourning for her by
the old gardener, who loved his bees and knew all their ways. Her
subjects raised a white dome of virgin wax over her by way of tomb,
and Pat says it is somewhere in a secret place in the garden known
only to the bees and himself.


The Great Green Dragon-fly and his friends.


Table of Contents



On his return from his travels the great green Dragon-fly sent cards
of invitation to all his friends and acquaintances, requesting the
honour of their company at a grand ball under the tall oak tree near
the lake in Squire Wildflower's Park.

The following regulations and particulars were arranged by Mr. Buz,
the blue-backed blow-fly, and circulated by Mr. Hum, the big black
beetle:


"The company are requested to arrive at four
o'clock precisely, and to assemble under the oak tree
near the lake. Dancing to begin at a signal given by
Mr. Tick, the death-watch, who has kindly consented
to act as time-keeper. An early hour has been chosen
on account of the butterflies, who never like to be[Pg 24]
out after sunset. A good band of musicians has been
engaged for the evening. The stewards are Mr.
Chirp, the hearth cricket, and Squire Bombybus, the
great black bumble-bee.

"Refreshments will consist of fruit, nuts, honey and
sugar. Nectar, fresh dew and water will be served
in acorn cups.

"No quarrelling will be allowed, and notice is given
to wasps, hornets and flies not to eat too much, and
on no account to sting any of the guests. N.B.—This
caution is not intended for the bees, whose well-bred
manners admit of no doubt of the propriety of their
conduct in any society.

"The blue and black dragon-fly, the great green
and gold dragon-fly, the small blue fly, the dark
green, the red, the crimson, the purple, the orange, the
tawny, and the many other flies who claim kinship
to the master of the feast, are expected to attend and
are offered a hearty welcome.

"A select party of flies only will be admitted, such
as can come in full dress suitable for such an occasion."





What a bustle the insects were in for a mile around Squire
Wildflower's Park! What a trimming of feet and pluming of wings! What
a brushing of head-dresses and brightening of eyes were to be seen on
every bush, leaf and flower! Many hearts beat high with hope and
promised joy as the sun began to decline toward the west.

Precisely as Mr. Tick told thirty minutes past four, Mr. Hum wound his
horn and announced the approach of all the Butterflies. They came
along in grand state, fanning the breeze with their gorgeous wings,
and in such numbers that they darkened the air for the space of two or
three yards as they flew.

First came the Emperor, as befitted his rank, with his superb Empress
by his side. Next came the Swallow-tail, in a delicate suit of
brimstone colour and black, with beautiful blue and red eyes on the
edges of his wings. After him flew the Peacocks and the Admirals, the
beautiful Embroidered and two most exquisitely dressed Painted Ladies.
Several large green Lunars followed; and last in size, though not in
beauty, came the blue Adonis, the little dandy and beau of the ball.

Besides all these there were the Orange-tipped, the Tortoise-shell,
the Wood butterflies and many others of less note, who all followed at
a respectful distance.

General Sphinx sent his aide-de-camp, the Mag-pie Moth, with his
compliments to their host, and to beg that he and his family might be
excused until after sunset, as the glare of light was apt to injure
their eyes, and to say that they would do themselves the pleasure of
stepping in during the cool of the evening.
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THE ARRIVAL OF THE BUTTERFLIES.

The Bees sent a drone from the hive to say that as it was such a fine
day they did not like to waste so many hours in idleness, but as soon
as the flowers began to close they would arrange their dresses and
join the dancers. They sent a present of some honey by the drone. This
was most gratefully received, and Squire Bombybus asked the bearer to
stay and join the dance.

"I should be delighted to accept your kind invitation," he replied,
"but the fact is I never could move quickly enough to learn to dance
even the slow minuet, but as I am a good bass musician when not
hurried, I will be happy to help the band."

Among the flies were the green and the brown Blow-flies (who, by the
way, were only admitted out of respect to Mr. Buz); the Soldier-fly,
with his red jacket; the Musk-fly, with a splendid new suit of
crimson, green and gold; the slender Wasp-fly, in his golden and black
coat; the green Drake-fly, dressed in emerald green and starry eyes;
the May-fly in her elegant gauze dress, and many others in robes
trimmed with glittering spangles, whose names could not be learned
owing to the fluttering and buzzing and humming that filled the air
during the arrival of visitors from every quarter.

Greatly to the annoyance of the more aristocratic of the company, a
number of House and Horse-flies, as well as other common flies,
crowded into the assembly. All attempts to expel these intruders were
in vain, as they concealed themselves under the leaves of the oak
tree. The Wasps, who are always ready for a fray, proposed making a
general slaughter of them, but Mr. Buz, having a kindly feeling for
his poor relations, petitioned that they might be allowed to remain if
they promised to keep at a respectful distance and did not intrude
among the grandees.

The request was granted, and the flies gratefully accepted the
condition. They soon formed reels and cotillons, a few light, lively
airs, piped by a band of gnats from the lake-shore, and the bagpipes,
played by a drone, providing excellent music.

Of Beetles there was a great attendance, many dressed in gorgeous and
shining attire; the great red Lady-bird and the spotted yellow
Lady-bird, besides a number of black beetles both large and small.
They all displayed suits of delicate gauze, which few people knew they
possessed, as they are in the habit of keeping them carefully folded
up, seldom showing them on common occasions.

Some anger might have been excited by the presence of that insect of
evil reputation, the Earwig, but being disguised in a long and very
fine pair of gauze wings, few recognized him, and he passed in the
crowd.

Later in the evening Mr. Twirl, the cockchafer, came with his family,
and the Bees, having brushed their black velvets and cleaned
themselves from any wax or honey that might have stuck to them, also
made their appearance. They did not dance much, but willingly lent
their aid to the musicians.

Just as the dancing commenced, a bustle and chirping was heard, and a
number of Locusts and Grasshoppers skipped lightly into the midst of
the company; some in brown and pink, others in green hunting coats.
One of the latter, named Gryllus, leaped over the heads of a party of
Copper Beetles (who were chatting to some young Lady-birds, engaging
them for a country dance), and presented himself before the great
green Dragon-fly to request that he might be allowed to take part in
the next set.

Mr. Chirp, the cricket, seconded the request, assuring their host that
the grasshoppers and locusts were, like the crickets, the best
horn-pipe dancers and singers in the country.

Their host having graciously granted the petition, the whole party
sprang off to look for partners.

Scarcely had this matter been satisfactorily settled when a dispute
arose over the intrusion of a band of Harvestmen and Harry-longlegs.

Mr. Chirp hurried forward to interpose and do his duty as steward.
With his most dignified chirrup he represented to them the impropriety
of persons of their low degree thus thrusting themselves upon those
who filled a higher station.

Upon this a Harvestman stood on tiptoe and asked what he meant.

"In the first place," said he, with a spiderish grin, "I am seventh or
eighth cousin to Mr. Tick, the death-watch, and I am considered one of
the best dancers of the present day. Indeed, I will not yield the palm
to any but my friend Harry-longlegs, who can dance a minuet on the
water, and has the honour of being the great-grandfather to the
minstrels."

On hearing this, Mr. Chirp thought he had better not run the risk of
giving offence to the minstrels by putting a slight on their
great-grandfather; then, too, Mr. Tick, who was a ticklish sort of old
fellow to deal with, might walk off in a huff and leave the company
without the means of knowing the time of day.

Dancing now commenced with great spirit on every side. The ball was
opened by the great green Dragon-fly and one of the Painted Ladies,
who all were agreed was the belle of the ball. The Butterflies
fluttered through the quadrilles in fine style; the Beetles preferred
country dances, and while Mr. Twirl, the cockchafer, arranged a reel
of eight over the oak tree, the Harvestmen went through the figures
of a rustic dance with great skill and grace.

The pleasure of the evening was a little disturbed by the bad
behaviour of the Hornets and Wasps. They crowded around the honey and
sweets, and when Mr. Hum and his assistant, Mr. Buz, begged them to
desist—for they feared lest there would be none of the dainties left
for the rest of the company—they darted out their long stings and
threatened a regular battle. It was not until the Dragon-fly appeared
that these ill-behaved guests could be induced to return to the dance.
They did so in so bad a temper that they quarrelled with their
partners, killed two or three honest black Beetles who chanced to
stand in their way, and maimed several flies in so cruel a manner that
all chance of the poor things ever being able to dance again was quite
despaired of. Finally, having made themselves as disagreeable as
possible, they left the ball to go marauding in the Squire's garden.
It was little to be wondered at if they were followed by the hisses
and maledictions of the whole party.

As soon as the dew began to fall the Butterflies proposed going home,
to the regret of all, especially the Dragon-fly, who tried to persuade
them to stay another hour. The prudent Emperor, however, wisely
declined to risk the health and appearance of any of his train, and
left at the time they had appointed. Some few silly little
Butterflies, who had not been hatched many hours, refused to obey his
summons. Hiding themselves under the leaves until the last fluttering
of papilio wings had died away in the distance, they came out again
and rejoined the dance.

The green Dragon-fly lamented the departure of the Painted Lady, but
roused himself to receive General and Mrs. Sphinx, who just then
arrived. They were very richly dressed, chiefly in crimson and brown,
with plumes of feathers on their heads. Some of the members of their
train were really magnificently attired, especially the Tiger Moths.
There were also some young ladies among them in robes of exquisite
whiteness, entirely composed of ostrich feathers, a costume that was
most becoming to their black eyes and fair complexion.
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