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WITH WASHINGTON AT
VALLEY FORGE

By W. Bert Foster

A Friend on the Enemy’s Side

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS and the innkeeper's voice cried: “Be still,
(Th: story opens inl the year of 1777, during one Bose! Who's out there?”
of the most critical periods of the Revolution. ,
Hadley Morris, our hero, is in the employ of Jonas Hadley ~went nearer and  laughed.

Benson, the host of the Three Oaks, a well-known ° What's the matter, Master Benson?” he

inn on the road between Philadelphia and New asked. “Are the dragoons still about the
York. Like most of his neighbors, Hadley is an 1 P

ardent sympathizer with the patriot cause. When, place:

:l;ﬂ;l:?lre& al; l(}ispa}:ch bearer is captured on the way At once the innkeeper plunged down the

1ladelphia, he gives Hadley the all-important i 1 i

packet to be forwarded to General Washfi’ngwn. steps, and, reaching ths boy', sexzed'"hxm
The boy }mmediately escapes with it, and, after tlght]y in his arms. Had! Had!” he
many perilous experiences, finally makes his way cried, “why did you come back to the

across the river to the Pennsylvania side. On the ) 7 LR I
road, Hadley, failing to give the countersign, is Three Oaks? We thought you'd join the

stopped by a foraging party of Americans; but by ~army for sure this time.”
his honest bearing he wins the attention of John “Is the colonel still here?” asked Hadley,
Cadwalader, a personal friend of Washington, just . h d drawi back f he i
then journeying to the American headquarters. in haste, an rawing back irom the inn.
Eirs:d;r l:}s ‘qrotccno;, our hero speedily arrives at “Yes, he’s here,” gruntcd ]onas, “but he
estination, and there, in an interview with ’ 4 ,
General Washington himsel, he tells his story and can’t do anything to you. The dragooqs
delivers the dispatches, which, because of the im- are no longer at the Mills. Malcolm’s
pending crisis. are received eagerly by the head of troop started for York this morning.
the patriot cause. . . . .
There’s something going to happen ’fore
) long, for the British are stirring, and they
HE collie rattled his chain at the sav Lord Howe has sailed with his fleet.”
corner of the sheep pen, and from “I know,” said the boy, with some pride.
X a low'growl changed his welcome to  “There’s going to be a big battle, or some-
? ark of delight and frisked about Hadley's thing. Those papers I ran away with told
egs as the boy stopped to pat him. The all about Lord Howe’s plans, and now our

house door across the paved yard opened generals will be able to meet him.”
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THE MONTH OF FLOWER

By Juria McNAIR WRIGHT

EITHER age, learning, nor fortune
are needed to enable one to love and
admire these gracious children of

beauty—the flowers.

When the chill winds of autumn sound
a knell for their departure, we have a sense
of loncliness and loss. As the winter
passes we long for the days when the
blossoms shall come again.

The first tiny blossom of the star-flower;
the first little tasseled bloom on the birch;

the first adder’s tongue, or violet, or broad,
white salver of the mandrake flower; the
snowy banners of the dogwood; the gray-
white of the brave little plantain-leaved
everlasting, fill all hearts with delight.

The life object of the flower is the pro-
duction of seed. All the parts of the flower
are in some way fitted to further that end.
What is the story of the flower?

The stem and branches having developed
a certain amount of leafage, may at length
put forth blossoms. These spring. as leaves
do, from the tips or axils of the branches.
In truth, a flower is a modified branch, and
all its parts are modified leaves. We will
pass over this distinction of science, and
will consider the flower as we popularly
think and speak of it, the beautiful pro-

ducer of seeds.

What is called a perfect flower we will
examine in the common buttercup of the
fields. At the top of the stem we find a
cup or calyx of five narrow, separate green
leaves, called sepals; these form the outer
wrapping of the bud, and maintain and
protect the more delicate inner parts of a
flower. Within the calvx is the corolla—
ﬁ\'e. glossy, vellow, roundish petals, set in
a circle; within this we have another ring
of downy, bright-yellow stamens, and still

within these, protected by all the others,
certain yellow pistils, fewer and firmer in
texture than the stamens.

All of these four rings of parts are placed
upon the fleshy, enlarged top of the stem,
which is called the receptacle. The vellow
of this flower is very yellow, and the stem
and leaves are very green. The stem and
leaves of our buttercups are hairy; the
whole plant is provided with a sharp, sting-
ing juice.

The buttercup, as we have seen, is made
up of four circles, each composed of several
distinct parts.

A flower with several petals is called
polypetalous.

Other flowers have but one petal; they
are styled monopetalous. In fact, in such
one-petaled flowers a number of petals have
simply grown together. ILet us take the
morning-glory as an example. Pull off the
calvx; it comes off as a whole, but is cleft
half way down into five lohes, showing that
it is truly composed of five united petals.
Now pull the corolla from another calvx
cup; it comes as a whole, and is not cleft as
the calyx is, but it has five stripes, and at
cach stripe the margin has a little point, and
we can make out very plainly that here
are five prettilv-pointed petals united into
one, with a long tube made of the claws,
and a beautiful wide margin made of the
banners. Four-o'clocks, stramonium, Can-
terbury bells, phlox, and many other
flowers have these one-petaled corollas.
Such corollas differ greatly in shape, owing
to the length and diameter of the tube and
margin. .

In the polypetalous corollas we have the
rich splendors of roses, from single to the
fullest double, where cultivation has
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