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* Well, hark a moment! I have found these and emptied them, and
in the morniny you must take them away. I hope your father will think
he lost them on the way home. But if he remembers them he will ask if I
saw them.”

“Well* you haven't secen them,” said Tuck.

“No, I felt them as I was hanging up his coat in the dark, yet, Tucker,
to say I had not seen them would be deceiving your father, and you know
whatever comes I must not lic.”

“ But,” sud Bib, “if he asks you where the bottles are, mother, you
can say you do not know, for I will take care of them early, and you must
not know where.”

“wWell, let us hope he will not ask,” said the mother. * for if the pur-
pose to deceive makes a lie, then that, too, would be untrue,” and she left
the bottles in Bib’s hands and quietly slipped away down stairs.

And Bib tucked the empty bottles under his pillow, and full of good
purposes to fight hke a soldier against the habit of drink, he fell asleep.

In the morning, after the excitement of the previous evening, both
boys overslept.  Neither were ready when their mother called them for
breakfast.

*What shall we do with the bottles ?” asked Tucker. ** Do you dare
to leave them here?”

“*No, not L.” answered Bib, who had recovered from his fright and felt
lveri' ’r’nanly and important.  * Up here would be the first place anybody 'd

ook.

“It's too late to bury them now, till after father goes to the mill.”

“ Yes, and we musn't carry them down.”

“Na, nor we musn’t ieave them up here.”

*“Well then, what can we do2” asked Tucker, who was impatient for
his breakfast.

1 d’know—-unless we put 'em in our trousers legs.”

Tucker laughed in spite of the sad necessity, and immediately began
to try.

“Tell you what, if I only had a string I could fix it,” said Bib.

“ Well, these's the fish line, that’s strong, cut that.”

And they did cut it and tied a piece double around each bottle’s neck
and put the string over their own necks, and let the bottle lay just under
their jackets inside the waisiband of their trousers.  To their great delight
they found they could sit down, and stand and walk and that it did not
show enough to be detected, especially after they got their napkins on.

** Come boys, why are you so late? Come at once to breakfast.”

“* All ready, mother,” said Bib, hitching at his trousers, * except our
napkins. Isn't this the day fon clean ones

*Yes, go to the linen chest and get them, and be quick about it.”

To put themn on and come down was quickly dunc, and they gave their
father good morning just as usual.  He was palc and looked tired, and his
usually kind face was very cross.

* Lateare you. Runming about the wouds last night, long after you
ought to have been in bed.  Come along 1o yuur breaktast, and then go up
the town road and pick up some things I let fall last night.”

*What things,” asked Bib, blushing.

“Well, the only things I care about was a bottle or two of medicine.
I fecl sick. My head aches. 1 ought to have taken it the first thing this
mormng, and 1 must have it. Tl give a shilling to the boy that finds one
fist.” “Then, glaring angrily at his wile, he broke forth, “Why do you
stand there staring at me instead of giving me my breakiast? I'H secif
I'm to be kept waiting for two boys.  Come here Bib, come here I sny. T
must wait iill you arc ready, must 1. It's time for clean napkins is it, for
Jou?  Where's minc? I'd like to know.  No mauter if there's no napkin
atall for mc: Come here and give mce yours,” straching a thrcatening
hand toward Bib.

* Bug, father, T can', and it isn't your kind. Its got strings. I get
you one,” said he, backing himsclf toward the door.

*“ You won't come, will you 2 'l sce whether I'll be minded or not,”
and he started after the boy ; but Bib's courage *as fast coming o the res-
cue, and before his mother could interfere, he was beating his angry father
off with both his little fists in full play.

“Stop: Stop!” said his mother.  * Bib, give your father the napkin.”

“1leant, .other, and- and- and I won',” said Bib, ducking under
his father’s arm, and running out of the house and away 10 the woods as
tast as bus sing,ycar uld legs would scamper. Bufore his father cuuld follow,
ltie Tuck. . stuod before him hoiding up his uwn napkin.  * Herc's mine,
Papa Stoke,. heres nune I hesaid.  But s father gave him a push that
sent him agunst a chan and shivered the bottle inte fragments, while a
stream of blood, instcad of whiskey, flowed down swiftly to the floor.

“There now, I'mcuy,” sad Tucker, laoking reproachfully at his
31thc{." “I'm cut by your wicked old boitle that makes papas horrid and

runk.

_ “What? What? Betsey, what docs this mean 2 said the thoroughly
fughtcaud man, hifung the wounded buy ) his knee, while his mother hur
ticdly drew away the clothing from his breast.

It was not a decp cut. but magzed, and bleeding profuscly, and scemed
1a1 more Inghtful than iticaliv was, )

“What shall I do, Bess? Yhat has done this? What hurt him?
said the half distracted man.

“Do! call Bib back and hurry as fast as you can for the doctor. I
don't think it's a bad cut, but I am afraid [ cannot stop the bleeding. If
1 ca:not——well, Barney, if I cannot, it will be a dear price to pay for the
drink.”

“QOh Betsey, was it—was it ?”

“It was your bottles which the boys were going to hide. Bib had one
too, T suppose, which was the reason he would not give up his napkin. O
Barney, 1 thought you would never take to drink again. For the boy's
sake, if not for mine, I thought you never would.”

“And I never will! So help me God, I never will!” he answered
fervently as he left the house.

Away into the woods calling, * Bib, Bib!" and Bib, whose adventure
had given him courage, lifted himself from a little grave, where he had just
buried the bottle and ran toward his father, puiling off his napkin as he
went.

* Here, "tis ! Papat I wanted you to have it, but you know—I—well,
1 couldn't, T couldn’t.” But his father had him in his arms and gave him
such a hug and a kiss as startled him more than a blow would have done.

And Barney saddled the horse and away he went for the doctor ; and
Betsey, meantime succeeded in staunching the cut, and when the doctor
came he said it would soon heal, and that Master ‘Tucker would not suffer
much beyond a little weakness from loss of blood. He lay very quiet for
a few days, but they were most happy days in the cottage in the wood.

Barney Stokes seemed bent on showing them how tender a father he
could be, and Bib saw such a hope in his mother’s eyes and made him al-
most sure her wark was done, and that he would not need to help herfight
the dreadful foe  And as the years passed on time proved that he was
right. He never had to take another bottle to his bosom or to dig for ano-
ther a grave.—damerican Keformer.
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“Will you take pie or pudding Johnnic3" *Pi¢, mal” “llc what,
Johauny 1" ** Pie firsl.”

An Irishman having been told that the price of bread had been owered,
exclnimed, * That s the first timo I ever rejoiced at the fall of iy best friend

A boy at schoul, on being asked to describo a kitten, said: ¢ A kitten is
reinarkable for rushing like mad at nothung whatever, and stopping before it
gots there.”

A mimister, n a country church in Scotland, stopped in the course of his
sermon to ask a member, wko was deaf, *“ Are you hearing, Jobn 1" “Ohay,"”
was the respanse, ** I am hearing, but to verm little purpose.™

* How did Noash keep the butterflics from flying about the ark 1" saida
small boy. **God willed they should keep still,'” his wother answered. To
which the child rejoined, *‘1'spect Noah stuck 2 pin in them.”

Lodu—**Why did you leave your last place?™ Sereant—**Well, you »cc,
muny, I had to pay for all my breakages, and as they came to more than my
wages, yer sce, mum, it was a kind of imposission that I couldn’t stand.”

An Imshman, lately landed, was taken to see tho cathedml.  As he entered
the magnificent building, bewildercd by its beauty, he tumed to lus companion
and said : ** Phwy Muike, it ¥ ates the divil.” - That's the intintion, Pat.”

A patient canplained to his physician that ie was pumned by a ghost tlfe
night before, as v was guing homo fruin the tavern,  **\What shapo was it 1"
asked the ductor.  ** I the shape of an asy™ rephed the man, = Go foumne,”
sad the doctor, *~and keep sober. You wero tapsy lastmght, and fr shten d by
your own shadme 1"

A little boy, winlat playinz about unc day, trod «m Lis zraadiather’s afflicted
foot. On being rebuked for his roughness, and told tu retnember that hus grand-
father was a martyr to pout, he nawely remarked, " He's uot a2 wartyr—a
martyr is a person who aullers for a good cause.”

A Mormon cditor of $alt Take City had the following in a 1coent smmber;
¢ The unknown woman who was killed at this place abont thres woutha ago by
the cars proves $0 be one of the wives of the editor of this paper.™

Beggars are well known to have very fertileimaginations in the descriptions
of their real or imaginary ills.  The following, however, has the merit of down-
right honcsty.  Au old woman came shuffiing into a merchant’s store recently,
and with 2 pitcous whino solicited help * for a puir auld body wha had spinein
the back.”

Lord Kimberley inn an clection contest was approzched by a bully at the head
of a mang of roughs who declared ficreely that ho would “sooner vote fur the
devil than for ham.”  * I have not the shightaat doubt of it, my good {cllow,”
replied lus lordship, ealmly, *but iu the ¢ver t of your friend not cuming for-
ward may I count upon your voto "

Baatonian, ingpecting the country on Fast Day: **Can you tell me of any
nica farm-huuso here-abouts whero I can got hoard for tho summer?™ Fammer:
** Nico farm-house 1™ **Yes.” Farmer: Wal Xs'poso you want a nice cheerful
place where you can be accommodated with tolorablo goodsized rooms?” ¢ Yes,
sar” Farmer: *And whore thoy keep a karidgo?™  “Exactly.” Farmer:
** Aud whar you can get plenty of fresh cxgs and milk, and chickena, and vege
{ables, nnd sitch likc?" ** Preciscly.” Farmer: *"And whar they chargo pooty
modeiate! ” ** The very thing X want.™ Farmer : ** Wal, thero ain't no sitch
places round here.”




