
"So itis. Mab: so it is. It's always sweet: butwhen one gets old. some one else must furnish the
sugar," answered Uncle Tom Andy Bill. "Ibelieve111 tell you about the flood."he continued.

"<>h, no!" protested Mab. "Tellus another bear
story." We had all about the flood in Sunday school
last Sunday. The teacher told us all about the
Ark. and the animals, and Xoah. We know all
about that, and

—"

"X".no, Idon't intend to tell you about that
flood." said Uncle Tom Andy Bill. '"The flood I'll
tell you about occurred while Balser ami 1 were
living in the cabin on Brandywine, and the only
animals that took any part in it were Solomon, Tig'e
and Prince, a mother bear and her cubs."

"Oh. thai all right," said Mab, laughing con-
tentedly- and settling herself in her chair. "Now go
ahead!" Mab was the toastmaster, and started the
speaker off every evening.

"^T7"ELL. the flood came up_>n us as most troubles
come,

—
with a rush. Ithappened during the

latter part of February. The winter had been very
cold, and snow had accumulated in great quantities
on the ground. [don't know that Ihave ever seen
a more t>eautiful winter than that was. During the
last week in February we noticed indications of a
break in the cold weather.
"Iespecially remember one night. Balser and I

were talking treasure, is usual, before the fire. The
room was too warm, and 1opened the door. When I
sat down again, Isaid:

"'We'd better be moving home. Balser. or the
snow willmelt, and poor old Solomon will have to
drag the sled over the bare ground. That would
break his heart, and ifwe want to save him the trou-
ble, we shall have to be going pretty soon.'

"'You're right,' answered Balser. "There's an-
other danger too. Ifthe snow melts quickly. Bran-

dywine willcome up before we can bat our eyes, and
we'll be surrounded by water. The few acres of
ground immediately about here is high enough to
protect us from a small flood;but back of us the
ground is low, and the creek is in front. Ifwe wait
tillthe snow melts, you and Iand Solomon willhave
to wait for the flood to go off;for we shall be on an
island. The cabin is on rather low ground, and the
flood might reach even up to us. In that case, it
would drive us to the little knoll behind the cabin,
and we should be without shelter.'

"'That's right." said I.
'
Let us take up our traps

to-morrow and start for home the day after.'
"'Agreed,' answered Balser 'Then well sell our

pelts and start out to find the treasure.'
"'Which way will you start?' 1 asked, laughing.

'One moon, two moon, three moon. Itell you, Bal-
ser. we ought as well start for the moon.'"

Balser's dreams, you see, were far more real to
him than mine were to me.

""Idon't know which way well start,' he an-
swered, slightly nettled. 'If you don't want to try
to find the treasure, say so, and I'lltry it alone; for
Itell you, Tom Andy Bill, I'm determined to have
that gold! Ifwe try. we may fail, probably shall;
but ifwe don't try at all, we'llbe sure not to find it.'

"Your reasoning is good, Balser, 1Iresponded.
'Ido want to try; but while Ilove to dream about
it and to talk about it, I'lltill you candidly that I
haven't much faith in Wyand \u25a0"\u25a0 Id." But I
should like to know your plan for beginning to try.'
You see Ilacked imagination and persistence, and
Balser had plenty of both.
"'Ihaven't a plan,' he answered hesitai

'but Isuppose the first thing to do is to ask every-
body we meet to tell us if they know where there are
any caves. Ifanyone should" happen to tell us of a
great cave near a river

—well, we'll quit plowing
corn and go to that cave. But if we hear of none

that answers Wvan-
dotte's description, well
wait till after the corn
is laidby, and then we'll
start out 01 our own
hook. Iwould suggest
that wego to the towns
along the Ohio River
and ask the people if
they know of any caves
in their vicinity, and

—
and

— '

By George! it's a
good plan. Balser,' said
I. "There is hope.'"'

Of course there is,'
he responded.

"From that hour I
was afire with treasure
fever."

Next morning the
weather had turned
cold again, and we de-
termined not to move
till we saw further in-
dications of a break.

•"THE latter part of a
\u25a0*• cold winter is the

best time to take fur
bearing animals. They
long .... and
come out of their bur-
rows in search of food.
Itwas ring February
that we captured most
of the beavers taken by
us that year. February
was the cream of the
season, as Imight say.
In ten days we took
more than fifty beaver
pelts, twice as many
minks, and a score of
\u25a0weasels. We killed no
less than a dozen red
foxes, and so many
muskrats and coons
that we lost count. Of
course, we devoted most

of our time to hunting
beaver because their
fur was far more valu-
able than that of any
animal we could take
except bear. AsIhave
told you, the weather
turned cold again;
therefore we remained,

ZT a hint of hidden treasure once
Set into a boy's head," said Uncle
Tom Andy Billnext evening, when
we were ail settled cozilyabout the
tiro,"and everything else pets out.
Then- is a fascination about it that
no boy can resist, and in my opin-
ion no right minded boy ought to
try to resist it.

"After Wyandotte left us, Balser
and Isat before the fire talking

excitedly about the gold that lay hidden somewhere
•H Ihe marvelous cave.

'"Five chests!' exclaimed Balser. 'I tell you.
T«im Ar.dy Bill; we must find that cave!*

"'Yes.' said I. "we must: but how can we? One
moon. two moons, three moons, journey from here.
Jie might as well have said that the treasure was in
'.he moonl for all the good his story di>es us.'

""But think of it!
'
said Balser. *five chests! Sup-

pose there are one thousand dollars in each chest.
—

and no decent chest would thinkof having less.
—

that
•would make five thousand dollars. Why. Itell you.
Tom Andy Bill, we should be rich ifwe could find it!
Twenty-five hundred dollars apiece! We could
each buy three hundred acres of ground,

—
of good

ground.
—

if we could find the treasure."
""Many a man has fallen over that little word

"if.""said I.
***Oh, but we know so much about it already,'

returned Balser. \u25a0We know that the treasure exists.
We know that it is hidden in Wyandotte's cave.
We know that the cave is near a great river, and we
know even the number of chests of gold. We know
all except the exact location of the cave.'

\u25a0""Yes.' Isaid sarcastically. "That's all we don't
know. How much more, for goodness sake, would
you like not to know-

"""Iadmit it's a good deal ... know.' said Bal-
ser; 'but what we have heard 1 think is a good deal
ZO know. Wyandotte said the cave was near a great
river, He must have meant the Ohio River.'

'""<~>r the Mississippi." 1 interrupted.
"'

Yes. he may have meant the Mississippi, or any
other river; but we'll have that treasure me day,
just a? sure as you're alive!' said Balser; and Isaid:

""Ihope you're right.'
"\u25a0 Balser and Icontinued to tall about the treasure

till long past midnight, when we turned in and
dreamed of chests of gold and caves nd Indians
vr.til S< -iomon awakened us singing forcorn.

A. gold got to ringing in our
ears, the pelts we took seemed almost worth-

less, and our zest in the work was sadly dimmed.
We did not. however, neglect the traps and guns;
but we loved best to sit before the tire after supper,
discussing the treasure and talking of what we should
do with the money. At times we said we should buy
Land; but the land would have to be cleared, and
clearing was very hard work. We thought of a great
many uses to which we could put the money; but
always fell back on one plan: Balser would give his
part of the gold to his father, and Ishould give my
part to my father.

"'Won't \u25a0\u25a0 be great.' said Balser. 'when I into
the house and throw- abagful of something down on
the floor infront of father, and say kind of careless
like, "There's a x'reserit for v<m' father": And
father -will look at itkind of careless like, and he'll
s.,v. '•What is it. son?'* And I'llsay, "Oh;nothing
much. Just alittlegold." And then— My! Iwish
1 kr.i-*.v where the cave was!*-
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VII. The Story of the Flood and the Mother Bear

They Were as Much Frightened as I.
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