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They Uugh. (omo him olUw

:

"ithey cannot hear the wordn ne cried,
" Dad fetch ] dog'gone ! dad blnj r

JkxA now he wisbeth he were down.
And yet he cannotsee

lost how the eljBrKle, stare and frowa
Escaped by hirn may be :

Heknows he cannot scramUe down
Wiui hi« baclt against the tree.

fobbing, and sidllnK, and wailing'.
Homeward alonghe goes ;

Cllay, pie, and grass-staine on his j^aata^

More and more plainly shows

;

And he vows tbat to anT more pic-nloe,

He never will go, he knows.

.Sat the morrow comes, and its rising sun,
Brings balm to his tattered breelcs,

Se thinks, after all, he had lots of fan.
And hopefully, gayly he snealcs,

.jind he goes topic-nios one oy one,
ITine tunes in the next five weeks.

AFTKR ELECTION DAY.

It is absolutely mournful to notice how
full of strana^rs the city has been ever since

election. We know a man who six weeks
«go couMn't walk across the street without
stopping to shake hands with ei^hty-iive

tnen whom he had known ever since they
-were boys, wlio now walks from his home to

.the p<!Mt-oifice, distance a mile and a half,

and never takes his havids out of his pockets
the whole distauce. (He was left by about
:2,842 minority.)

JK SUNDAY AFTERNOON INSTITUTE.

I was pleased when my brother Harold
-and hia wife asked me to amuse their litt'e

daughter Beth ons Sunday afternroii. 1

loved my bright, restless, .nquisitive^ im-
^petuoui) little niece most devotedly. I was
,glad to have her a whole afternoon to n^.y-

•elf. I was delighted at the opportunity of

Jmtting into practice my untried but per-

eot theories in regard to the training of

•children. I had great confidence in my
Ability to entertain children ; I considered
•nyself quite an excellent story-teller ; I had
•often heard my brother's wife say that you
might as well try to keep a wild oolt quiet

«na attentive, and sensible of the reverence
^ue sacred things, as Beth, but then I never
had too much conMenoe in her method of

tnanaging children. And as often as 1
•naintoined that I could make a good model
4}hild of Beth, I wondored what my brother
Harold married my sister-in-law for.

When Beth and I were left alone in the
liouse, I called the child to me and said :

" Now, Beth, this ii the Sabbath day,
.*nd "

" How d'you kaoTT it is 7" she askod,

dropping the question into my opening sen-

tence like a plummet. I was first annoyed,
then I was paaled, and finally I was com-
pletely nonplussed. How did I know, to be
sure ? I thoo^t of $31 the tough old theo-

logical dissensions on this very point, and
tor a moment I was damb. llien, like

many other great people, I quietly ignor-

ed the question I coold not answer, and went
on :

" It_i8 wrong to piay to-day, Beth "

she demanded." V7ron|{ to nUy what T'

" An^iihmg, I said.
" Taint wrong to playwrong to play Sunday-school,"

protested this terrible logician, and I began
to wish somebody was near that could help
tne. I pursued after Beth, who had made
a little diversion by breaking away from me
and chasing the dog around the front yard.
I whipped the dog, and mildly reproved
Beth, who looked archly ap into my face,

and said :

" Didn't you wisht 'at Carlo was me when
you were whippin' him. Aunt Dora f

"

I couldn't tell the child an untruth, so I

didn't say anything. But I got her into

my lap, and before she had tune to slide

down, I said if she would be a real go« d girl

and keep quiet, I would tell her a beauti-

ful story, the tender story of Joseph.
" Joseph who ?" she asked.

I explained, as well as I could, why he
had no other name, and Beth eighed and
said :

" Well, dafs funny."
" Joseph," I said, " was the son nf a good

old man, named Jacob "

''I knows him," ahouted Beth, "he
aaws our wood, an' Ivi's dot a wooden
leg!"

I endeavoured to explain that this was
quite another Jacob, but Beth was inoreda>

loHR.
*' V\ h%t WAS his last name?" she d«>«

munded ; and again I was hopelessly in-

volved.

" Well," she declared at last, with an ex-

pression that settled the controversy, "dat's

ze same man. Our Jacob, he aint dot
ro onser name, either : des Jacob, old

Jacob."
" This good old man," I resumed, " hftd

twelve sons."

"AnyUttledirlsT"
"Only one."
" Hah r" exclaimed Beth, in atone of iroo<l

contempt, "I deia she was might sorry wix
such a nouaeful of boys an' no liitle sister."

"Well, " I continued, " Jacob lovad , ttkia

son very much »' " *~' ^
"How much?" •
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