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“ 700 T00" RURAL, AND TRULY
RURAL,

Oh! ien’t the country Just lovely?

S0 peacetul wod guiet an  all that:

1t seems ke n drenm or an_ opera,

Of coursa, denr, your now Wattenu hnt,
The one that you wore ne Mand Mull Ty
When to Cambriag, tho art.st, you sat.

Yoa, we'll stroll for awhile amid Nature,
And v.ait ench w Id woodlund nook

Cull dadsios and other swoot lowepote,

On the bunks of some cloar, puriing brook, .
A pink sagh? No; blue s more rural.
Nogloves! Why how odd you will look,

No doubt, dear, we'll meot with a shopherd,
With curls, snd n orook, and o lute

That he'll play Ve n very Apollo,

And bo dressed in agroen velvet aait,

His eyes will bo big, sad and tonde re—

Oh! bothor! Plonse button this boot.

.
Just think of the brave, handsoms wowers,
Who mereily warbie thoire Iny,
At five o'clock in the worning,
To milkmaids, whose work s bt play,
I've geon them so often n * Marthn'
Thut--No, | won't write that letter to<day,

And when, eoming home through the glosm-
nu

We meet with the saft-lowing kine,

We'll deck thom with eibbons and garlanda,
With flowers thoir meok brows we'll entwine.
1 know, for I've rond. how they do it

When coming from pasturos Alpine.

8o these simple cliy muldons,

Who know countey wiys <o woell,

Having lenrnod from books and opera
More than ever rustios tell,

Strolled abrand through feld and mendow
Met with snnkes in woodlind no s,
Guthered daisios, with thom brimbles,
Got thefr feot wet In the brooks

Found a ook of sheep, and with themn
Saw n shephord, (0 is trie;

But an opera <hephord ho wis

No more ke than | or you.

He was pngged nnd bare footsd,

Ten yonrs old. and brown with tin:
Instend ol t ning lutes, ne shoutod ;
*Thot ram I bhutt ver, ef ho can,”

They heard no brave and gallnnt mowers,
Warbiling luys to milkmafis eoy:

But *aw n monster drown by horses,
Driven by o freoklod bov,

Laying low the tonder grassos,

With o horeid erush wod din,

Andd tound the oy bad other funcles
Than a milkougd's siile to win,

Golng homeward through the gloaming
I8 the spdilist te reooll;
For thoy mot the lowing eattlo—
Morely met, and that ws all,
Now, whon askod about the country,
Thoy reply, with stofle 8o sage,
Thut vou know they' ve lonened the dif ‘rence
"Twixt reallty nnd the stage,
=l ik Munroe, in N. Y, Independant,
— .

LARRY O'MOORE'S WHISPER.

*Go way wid ve, now, and don’t be
afther spakin’ to me agin for anither
whole year!"  eried a young girl with
blushes of mingled diffidence and
anger.

“What ave ye more than any ither
girl, that ye can niver Le spoke to? An’
who is afther spakin' to ye, at all. Not
I, I can tell ye. It was to whusper a
worrd in ver ear; it's that I was afther

" replied Larry O'Moore,

doin’,

1 wouldn’t let ye do that: so go away
now, ye great big mon, as ought to
know better nor 10 be tazin' a poor girl
whose mother isn't dead a month—and
makin' her ery! I'll tell me grand-
mither ov ye!"

“Oh, doon’t, doon't; I'm afeared ov
her!”  cried the great, stalwart fellow,
shrugging his shoulders in aflectation of
alarm.

“Thin I'll till the school-maister,*
said the young girl, wiping her eyes on
her apron.

“But I'm not one ov his b'ys, and he
knows better nor to put his hand on
me. I could squaze him up in me fist,
Latin and all!™ eried O'Moore. “Coom
now, will yo lot me just whusper a word
in yor ear!™

“"Deed an' I will not, an® 'l till the
praast that ve taze me, an' git a pin- |
nance on ye.”

**Arrah, now, jist do it. He's me
frind, an’ he'd tell ye to listen to me,"
said Larry.

“Thin I wouldn't haad him, if he did.
Go home, noo, an' be aisy!"

By this time Monica had reached the
tidy little cottage of her grandfather—
who was the village cobbler of Drog-

dlan—and fled into the shop like a
gfi rhtened hare,

ut indignant as she was at the young
weaver's “lazin’,"” she did not complain
of him to her grandfather.  She said in
her heart: “‘He's an honest lad, an’
havin' no sister to taze, what ilse eun
he do but taze the shyest girl he can
find

The winter was over, and the daisies
and shumrocks were peeping above the
ground, Children, always the first to
welcome summer, were seattered along
the roadside, and even among the cross-
es and head-stones in the chureh-
yard, filiag their aprons with the treas-
nres.

Monica was among them. They loved |
her and followed her about whenever she
would allow them to do so.  She, poor
child, was gathering and kissing the fee-
ble little flowers that were just pecping |
from tha sod over her mother's grave,

The little ones stood reverently by,
One was stroking her hair and w hisper-
ing some little word of comfort, when
they were all startled by the appear-
ance of Luarry O'Moore, with his arms
full of garden flowers. He had come,
not knowing Monica was in the church-
yard, to lay the flowers on her mother's
grave.

The children, with an innate delicacy
which greatly distressed Monica, hug-
ried away as if their presence was not
wanted, and Monica sprong to her feet
and turned to follow her little friends.

But Larry called after her: “Am I
sich an evil inemy that ye run from yer
mither's grave 1o be rid ov me?"

**No, Larry, yera good friend, but—
but—I"m afear'd ov ye,’’ eried Monica.

“*Will ye do me a favor, Monie? And
thin I'll promise not tospake Lo ye ngain
for a year, if ye say so,’" sail the hand-
some young fellow,

“Yig, 1 l.ﬁink I'll do it—for ye brought

the lowers to the grave of me mither,'"
#uid Monlea, stopping in her flight.

* Will, thin,"" he s id, rising from the
mound where he had been soattering the
flowers, it is—that l?i.-l.wmlu-luwllis-
per n word in yer ear,™

At this, Monica darted off as fast ns

| she could ron, leaving Larry to fill the

piace of mourner, as well as of decora-
tor, at the grave.

Larry folded his arms across his broad
chest, and looking after the flying little
form, said tohimself: ““She's asthrange
eratur’, that! If I'd ask her to walk
round one ov these graves, barefut an'

aloone forty times at midnight, she'd do |

it. in gratitude to me dead mither for
what she'd did for her dead mither!
An' yet she'll not let me near enongh
her to say & word that the whole warid
mightn't hear! But 1 ean find plinty
who wull open both ears—and their
mouths, too—to listen to the whusper
ov a lad that ean "arn thirty shilline a
weok at his home and has acottnge, and
a garden, an' a foine old fayther, be-
side. 1 know I'se tazed her a dale.
Now I'll let her alone intirely, I wull,
an' see hoo she likes that!"

The winter had come again. Monica
felt the comforting eflect of time on her
heart,  But she stll missed her mother.
She had very little company now.  Her
grandmother was always busy with her
cottage work, or in looking aflter her
fowls. And her granifather pounded
his lap-stone and hummed old Irish airs
all day.

When Monica had finished her task
at knitting, or sewing, she hardly knew
how to amuose herself.  The cottage was
poor in books, and of lmlwrs and maga-
Z nes the hum e people of Ireland rare-
ly get a glimpse.

h is not strange, then, that the shy
young girl was overjoyed at an invita-
tion to a wedding. The rame-keeper's
daughter —a  school-friecnd—was to be
ma ried to the shepherd's son. The
lady of the castle had given the wed-
ding-gown, and consented to let her
servants join in the danee,

The school-master was the gentleman
in this strat m of society; and he was a
wag, and  merry maker withal.  No
festival was of any account which was
not planued and earvied oot by him.

He was an orviginal, and prided him-
self on having no two  parties enter-
tained in the same way. Tie game-
keeper's danghter had been o favorite
schol oe, and he had laid himself out to
mikae her wedding a great suceess,

foine yoong lady was she; but

“Once there was a yoong maan, and
a foine yoong maan was he,nnd o w'aver
by trade."”

Here Monica started and tried again
to get out of the corner, but in vain,
Whichever way she looked she saw a
pair of fine grey eyes staring at her from
under brown curls and a scarlet cap!

“*Sthop yer talking and confersation in
that furthermost corner over there,"
whispered Larry, with a power that
made him heard all over the cottage,

“Will, this same yoong maan, and a
foine yoong masn was he, and him o
wa'ver by trade, had a great sacret
lyin' heavy on his heart! ﬁml it was
this same secret he wished to pour into
the ear ov a certain yoong lady, and a
¢ niver
could see her where he could spake it
oot like a maan aloud.

“He'd see her in the road full ov
folks, or in the church-yard full of dead
min and live childven, or at mass or at
a funeral.  And all thim times he'd try
to whisper this whisper in her car; but
he could niver get near enough to her

| to whisper it, and"" —-—

The hoarse whispering and its effect
under Larry's disguise was very Iudi-
crous, and he was stopped by peals of

| Imughter.

Granny Bluney, also, laid herself out !

to **dress Monica as well ag one of the
serving-maids from the hall, who held

their heads go high above honest poor |

folk.™  So she had bought her a white
gown, and Knots of b ue ribbon to p'n
on at every available spot, and to show
off her lovely white skin and her pink
cheeks.

Her efforts were a success, too. As
the old cobbler planted his wax-be-
grimmed hands on his leathern apron,
and stood off to gaze on Monica, he
exclaimed:

“* Faith

“Will, ladies and gintlemin, that
whusper is still whusperin’® in that yoong
maan's buzzum; whusperin’ to get out,
and to whusper itself into that fair
lady's ear, thatis not open fora whusper.

** Now, thin, that yoong maan, and a
foine yoong maan he is, and a w'aver by
trade, is full ov whuspers to-night that
he m'anes to whusper out, ather in that
yoong lady's ear, or else in the ears ov
this big company—now thin!"'—— And
the whisper grew louder and heavier.
“Here goes! In one minute, nnless he
rats lave to whusper this whusper where
h belongs, he'll whusper it out so that
the whole company will get at, as will
as the fair ladv to whom it belongs be
right.  What he'd whusper is this, this
foine yoong maan, a w'aver by trade

* But whisht there and be quiet, will
yo, in that corner over there. Afore |
whusper it out to ye all, I'll tell you
that lllliﬂ young maan, and a foine yoong
mann is he, bides with his ould faither
—the mither ov him bein' dead —and an
ould woman not over clane at the cook-
in', and this same ould faither says to
that foine yoong maan, says he: * Lad,
why do ye niver bring me homoe a
daughter to lodk after the hins and
ducks and the onld woman?

““There was but one ov them all that
the foine yoong maan cared a pin for,
and he could no more get near to whus-
per it to her, nor if she was the child
ov the Quane berself, in place ov the
gran'child ov a dacent ould Irish
cob" —

He was interrupted and the mmp'
startled by a loud ery: “Sthop, no®,
Larry O'Moore, a-tazin' me, and lit me
aloon!"

Every eye was turned on t.hedpratty
little prisoner in the corner; and then

als of laughter and clapping of hands

I »
thin, an' the ould Duke mllnwml-—an impromptu not planned in

would giv' his rii.;ht. hand if he could  the **unaque intertainment.”’

muk’ his rid-hidded and frickled yoong
lady ns lovely as that! If she warn

1

t | O'"Moore

In the midst of this merriment Larry
gave a leap through the

such a shy goose ov' a thing, as will | crowd, and before she knew it he was
niver look a body in the eye, I'd be! “whuspering” in the ear of the blush.
that prood ov’ her that I'd think she ing Monica.

was the foinest girl in the world.™

No one knows to this day what words

A gayer party never assembled. The he *“whuspered;” but in six months
charm of the entertainment was in the from that time they all knew that the

unique  dancing.  Four s-heol-boys
danced a cotillion on their hands, with

“school-maisther” was busy getting up
another “‘unaque intertainment” for a

their heels in the air and their hats on  wedding at the cottage of the ould cob-
| bler, Daddy Blaney, as he was familiar-

their feet!

A one-legged man danced a jig in a ly called.—/ 0. Chaplin, in

wiash-tub, with a humpback girl, in an-
other tub, for his partner.

On gnawning, which he had stretehed
from one end of the long kitehen to the
other, the school-master invited *‘the
ladies and jintlemen'' to waltz, saying:

“You may take my word for it, as a
man of honor, that this awning is as
safe as ferra firma—that same is the
Latin for solid ground, I interpret this
for your sakes who are not Latin schol-
arda. I hope those o' ye who are—the
same havin' been to school to me—will
take no ollense at my translatin', as if
there were any need of it for thim. 1

do it pro bono publico, which manes in |

lain English, ‘*for the good o' the pub-
i'“."| "

All was going on *‘ 48 merry asa mar-
riage bell,”" when Monica was startled
by seeing Larry O'Moore walk in, in
his best clothes, and looking as happy
as if she had allowed him to ** whisper
to her' as often as he pleased.

And she said, in her heart: * He's an
ungrateful lad. thin, afther all his mith-
er did for my dear mither, to ge and be
laughin' and as happy as if he'd seed
me ivery week in this six months! He
hasn’t looked at me no more’'n if 1
wasn't here at all.”

Lurey danced on the awning. He
sang funny songs, and he told Irish
stories till the rafters of the gume-keop-
er's cottage rang with the laughter of
the compuny.

Monica stood crowded up in a corner
looking very solemn and very uncom-
fortuble, while the company were all
langhing. She tricd to get out, but
could not.

When Larry attempted to sit down
there was a loud ourery for * One story
more! jist one more, Larry."

He, too, was in & corner; the one di-
rectly across from that into which Mo-
nica wis wedged,

He pulled up his collar till it touchel
his cars, and drew his curly brown hair
over his forehead. Then he put a little
searlet skull-cap on his head, and he
look like anyvbody else in the world
maore than | ke Larry O Moore,

Then he began to speak in avery loud
whisper which was distinetly *heard:
“I"'m very hoarse, ladies and gintlemin,
a8 yersilves all see. 1t ye will hav' me
spuke to ye, it must Le in a “'IIiHH‘L‘I’.

“Indade, the story I hav' to tell ye Is
the story ov a whisper, and it can only
be tould in a whisper.

| be watched carefully.

Youth's
Companion.
e N T E—

Cod ‘sh Curing and Marketing.

To cure a codfish well requires care
and experience; and unless done well
all the fisher s toil may go for little.
The cod is usually passed to a gang of
four men. One rips up the fish, &
second takes out the entrails and outs
off the head, a third —usually the best
man of the lot—by a deft movemgmt
cuts out the backbone, a fourth spreads
on the salt and lays the fish in a pile.
Then the heap of cod are distributed on
the flakes, or fir-strewn platforms,
reared along the shores.  Etverywhere
in the neighborhood of the unnumbered
lishing villages these broad platforms
appear, now perched in a cleft of the
rocks, now rising in tiers, but always
laced near the sea, in which . the offal
is dropped.  During the curing, which
lasts two or three weeks, the fish must
If left too long
on one side, they become “over-salted.
The sun in that case draws the salt to
one side, leaving the other soft or rank.
amd the tish is almost unsalable,  Then
they must be heaped up at.night, eov.
ered with canvas or oil-cloth against
rain, and tended almost as sedulously
88 babes,  When ready for market they
are gold to the wholesale dealers, bring
ing at St John's, during a scaree season
like the present, only five cents a pound.
Newfoundland tinds her chief market
in Roman Cuatholic countries, where the
fish are consnmed during Lent. Lately,
however, the Norwezians have become
hot rivals of the Newfoundlanders in
the European markets, American
housewives may be glad to know that

the local tests of a good salt codfish are |

a surfaee hard and well dried on both
sides, white flesh, and an absence of
salty erystallizations,  Efforts thus far
to utilize ns compost the thousands of
tons of oftal acnually wasted have
failed, and the same is substantially
true of attempts to preserve the delicate
caplin in some permanent edible form.
=8 Johw's (N. F.) Cor. N. Y. Evening
P:_I.H'[.
- -

—An English lady who sued for dam-
ngos because of o fall when boardin
steamboat, has just lost her case, Iﬁm
{ur\' decided that her high-heeled boots
vad wantonly and willtully contributed
to cause the injury of which she come
plained

Youths’ qurtméut.

NONSENSE SONG.

I'he Jaok and the Jol'ek and the Jamborls,
They climbed up Int the banyan tree,
Thoy oillmbed ro the top,
But thoy hinl to stop,
For no more foot-hold ¢ mld they seo,
The tnok and the ol ex and the Jumborle
To elimb sl farther did all ngree;
So the Juok stood up on the topmost limb,
And then the Joliek ellmbed over him,
Over the two went the Jomborle -
Hao olimboed up quiokly the world ¢ see—
And th n the Juok from the topmost limb,
With grin and ciouekls, elfmbed nftor him,
To the top climbed he,
The w '.;3 10 Lo,
And there inthe air swung all the thirea:
The Joliok wloefully followaed the Jnek,
And quickly renchod the topmost back
And thon again went tho Jamborie
U'p to tho top, the wor d 1o soe.
On they are golng., and on and ong °
Thoy'll roach the stars before they are donoel!
~A. . Wells, in St, Nicholas,

S - e~

JOHNNY AND THE HORSE.

Johnny was very fond of the country.
At lenst iu- always <nid he was, and as
he had never been in it since he could
remember, of course nobody could prove
that he was not.

5o he was vory glad whon it was ar-
ranged that he should visit at his grand-
fathor's during vacation, He had not
heen there, hoe assured his friends at the
kindergarten, for quite a number of
years,

e had been promised that he should
ride on the pony his father had riddon
when he was a boy, and he thought
more of that than of anything else, He
thought the pony must be the oldest one
in the world, but that was a mistake,
for his father was not so very old.

It was really a very nice, plump,
sleck-looking Httle horse which Unele
Archie brought round that pleasant June
morning. f‘.- never did anything now-
a-days but eat and stand under a treo,
with his eyes shut, switching the flies
with his tail.

Johnny's grandmother and his aunts
eame out to sea, nnil grandmother was
a little afraid Johnny might get hurt,
but he reminded her that he would be
seven years old  next May. Uncle
Archie put him on old Jack and said:

“ Now, Johnny, when you want to
stop you must say: ** Whoa!' and when
fnu want to go on you must chirrup—
iko this"”

Johnny managed to make a noise
something like his unele’s and felt like
avery large man when Jack moved
under him, and grandmother eried:

** Hold on tight, Johnny,"” and some
one else eried:

“ Don't go too fast, Johnny." Uncle
Archie laughed at this, but Johnny did
not know why.

The great meadow was smooth and
green and full of daisies and forget-
me-nots.  Jack spent his summer in it,
#0 hefelt quite at home, and would stop
sometimes to take n nip at them, with-
out waiting for Johnny to say: **Whoa,"
but he always went on again when
Johuny chirruped.. At last he got into
a corner a long way from the house,
He went in among some trees and
bushes till he reached the fence, and
then stopped and shut his eves.

Johnny was quite willing Jack should
res<t awhile, but as he waited and waited
and seemed to have no desire to do sny-
thing but switch his tail Johnny got
tired and chirruped to him. ~ Jack
moved & little, but the fence was right
before him and he l'llldn'l- o through
that, so Johnny said: “Whoa," and
Jack stopped at onceand shut his eyes
agnin.”

Poor Johnny began ta wonder if he
should have to sit there all day. He
wanted Jack to turn round and take
him back to the house, hut how was he
to make Jack understand that? He
knew how to stop him and how to set
him going nguin, but Uncle Archie
hadn't said & word about turning him
round.

Johnny, vou see, did not belong to
that blessed clnss of boys who tumbled
about the country all their happy, rol-
licking young days, riding hay-loads,
buck-boards, stone boats, & wing
wagons, ets., learning to handle a horse
ulmost as soon as they learn to talk and
walk. He had ridden in steam-cars and
street-cars and hacks, and he now tried
to remember someihing how they were
mannged.  He did not believe stoam-
ears ever turned round-—they always
seemed to go straight shead.  He had
neverseen how the hack-drivers got their
horses to turn, but he had seen street-
oars turn on a turnstable when they
reached the end of their route. Jack
certainly seemed to have reached the
end of #iis route, but Johony could not
see anything that looked like a turn-
table.

He called as loudly as he could for
Unele Archie, but no one heard him.
Then Johuny eried as he wondered how
long he might sit there, and if it was
nearly dinner-time.

After a while he heard some one com-
ing along the green, shady road on the

I belleve it's & calf, but Unecle Archie
can tell you for sure if you sk him. Ha
knows. But say—are you leading him,
or is ha leading you?"'

At this the boy scowled vory hard at
Johnny, and picked up a piece of earth
to throw at hini.  But Johnny burst out
orying again, and he stopped.

“I didn’t mean anything." sobbed
Johnny, *“‘and I want Uncle Archie."

“Is it Mr. Archie Crandall?' asked
the boy. **Be you his hoy "

“Yes, 1 s'pose so. | want Uncle
Archie—~1 want Unele Arehic' —and
Johnny, afeaid of the calf, afraid of the
boy, and even afraid of old Jack,
raised a fearful howl

“Stop,'" eried the boy, “T'll go and
tell him."

“ But—will Ae let you™" said Johnny,
looking in alarm at the unknown ani-
mal, I!I'Im boy tied it to the fence and
jumped over fnto the meadow.

“The little chap’'s in trouble and
wants vou,'' he said to Unele Archie,
and then hurried back to his ealf. Un-
cle Arelie started on n run to where
they had all the time seen Jack's tail
switching in the bushes, and had been
wondering why Johuny stayed there
s0 long,  And grandmother and 411 his
nunts wrung their hands, shricking he
must have broken his leg, or put his
shoulder out of joint, or had a sun-
stroke.

Uncle Archie was very hot when he
got to Johnny and eried:

“*What is the matter?"

“0, Uncle Archie, won't you please
to make Juck turn ‘round so I can go
baok

“Is that what you've been waiting
for, Johnny "

“ Yaos, sir.”

Unclo Archie pulled one of the straps
Johnny held in his hand, and Jack
turned easior than if he had boen on a
turn-table,

The boy Inughed very loud and ve
long. He untied his calf and both
went down the rond so fast that to this
dny Johnny doesn't know whether the
boy was leading thoe calf, or the calf
leading the boy.

But he surely knows it was a ealf, for
Unele Archio told him it was. — Youlh' s
Companion.

—_—— S P—

A Little Rag-Plcker.

A heapof little bits of ealico and linen
Iay just ahead of Phenie's broom. It
wias i very eunning new broom, and it
swopt a8 clean as new brooms slways
do.  The sitting-room had to be swept
a good many times in o day, for Miss
Poor, the dress-maker, was there, snip-
ding und  snipping and making all the
Iiltm‘ she lbfy could—so Phenie
thought. But she liked to sweep it up
vary well, indeed.

*I'd pick those pieces out and save
them for paper-rags,” said Aunt Anna,
coming in just at that minute.

“There's such a little of 'em,” said
Phenie. I don’t believe it's a cent's
worth. I want to go out and sweep the
veranda. too.”

S0 Phenie fidgeted a minute with her
broom, and when she found Aunt Anna
didn't say any more she left the bits of
cotton in n corner of the wide brick
hearth, and went out to sweep the ve-
randa floor. And when she went in
again the rags were all out of the way.

All through the summer there were o
good many bits of cloth and paper to
pick up: but Phenie didn’t touch them
very often. There was always such a
little, and she didn't like to anyway.

But in the fall a tin-peddler drove up
to the door, in a shiny-green oart lot-
tered with gold. Anc umunﬁ other
beautiful things he had some little tin
pails, painted and lettered, too,

O auntie,”” sereamed Phenie, in the
greatest delight, “can’t I have one!

*'Thirty cents, only,” said the peddler.

After one look at. Aunt. Anna's face,
Phenie felt, with a dieadful sinking of
her heart, that he might ns well have
said thirty dollars.

“I'll take rags,” said the peddler,
awinging one of the Pa.ilu on his finger;
“four cents a pound.”

Aunt Anna's eyes bogan to laugh,

“*Have you got any rags, Phenie?®
she asked.

** No'm," said Phenie, solemnly,

“If you had only saved them, Phe-
nie.”
“But there was such a little.” said
Phenie,

Aunt  Anna  laughed. Then sho
brought in from behind the shed-door a
bag stulfed full of rags, “*Herethey are,
Phenie,” said she.

Phenie opened her eyes, and the ped-
dler began to laugh. Ina minute he
bhad weighed the rags,

*The pail's yours," said he, “‘and two
cents over.  Many alittle makes a good
deal, litle girl. Now, I'm coming round
agrain next n;:ring. Can't you save some
rags for me?"’

* Yes, sir,"" said Phenie, hugging her

other side of the fence. [t was a hoy
and a rope and something else. The
hoy was at one end of the rape, but
Johnny could not at first make up his
mind what it was nt the other enidd, He
knew it was ejther a calf or a sheep, for
Unele Archie had shown him both that
morning, but he could not quite remem-
ber which was white and “"Iit'll was red.

He became =0 much interested in
watching the boy as to forget all about
turn-tables and dinner.  Sometimes the
hoy would be abead, leading or jerking
the calf (or sheep) along.  And thena
at once the sheep (or l_'.n?f) would rush
forward and pull the hoy along. As
they came near Johnny the boy hap-
pened to he anhead, and he stopped  at
sight of Johnny's tear-stained face,

** Hullo!"" said the boy.

pail with the two jingling coppers.
And the other tiay when Auut Anna

{ found a breadth of her lilae poplin dress

in Phenie's rag-hag, she almost wished
that Phenie wouldn't pick the rags up

| tlllali! SO S,

—Whatever else may survive in the
future, Dr. Selmens is cortain that the
atenm-engine is doomed. Its fate is
first to be confined to the driving of
lurge dynamo machines, which will dis-
tribute foree at present supplied by a
myrind of small and wasteful stenm-
engines, and then to he superseded al-
together by the gas-engine. Gnas and
electricity may be mutually hostile, but
they are to unite their forces in order
to extirpate the steam-engino.

— . .

—A recent advertisement in a Paris

“Say!"" said Johnny, pointing eager-
ly at the animal, ““is that a calf or a
sheep?™’ The boy stared at Johuny
without unswering.

“0Oh, never mind,” said Johmrxy,I

very politely, *I thought you'd know.

paper runs: “* Princes, dokes, counts,
viscounts and others who wish o marry
trich American young la lies, write in
the first instance in all confidence,’'™
and so on.




