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Amy and then the other on Eileen, until he made
them. n * ervous, wondering whether hé had an etion
or whether it was fright.- eyes had the same

effect a monocle has tora man's appearance.
"Say, jest play thât there YeRow Coon again,"

said Mr. Truckle. "Humph, thet's a corker, thet it."
.,And I complied. I got quite a musical réputation on
the island. When 1 came to the ludicrous part, the

lired maü'.*snorted*'And chückled, and poldng his head
out, from behind the door convulsed the girls wîth the

of thé abàént tooth.
The ôld man's pucker worked faster than ever, and

Amy -Ù*d'ýthè neighbor's èyes tried to, dance a J19-
At nine b't.-olock- the old man got up and said good-

his slippered-feet off to bed. He
said a fellow had to "up and dust" ptetty éàrly when

there was sp much to, do.
Guess yew feel alit streaked after yew're time

thé watpr-" he said- as he got to the door, and a
.,naiig4ty- 'oùg'ish twinkle overspread his face. We

",kùew he.. was laug at us. The old lady fussed
about and then m4:

"Wilt ta, coom ànd PlI show thee Aarons room.
'Ile can éleep wi his feyther.7

"Biit where will. vo-u sIeepý ihen, Mrs. Truckle?"
""Oh, we and IÀza can sleep,...,the 'gether," she said.

'rWe'veoft doùe it."
"But Mr. TriiAleýwon't like tha-t. He won't like

your being tumed out di your own bed we.-argued.
"Eh-bless thee," she said, 'Ee never,.knows--wUcýs

abed --wi'


