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niiud him, Mrs. Suait. 1 want you to tell nie whichi of us you thiuk thie mnost
uisefil ."

If you corne to me in a month, I shial have digestcd the question. I
can't do tlhiugs in a hurry."

"So it scems," said the Newfoundlarid, walkiug off.
I wonder you don't shoQw respect to grey horas," said the Terrier, follow-

in-, rcproachfully. Il You have hurt hier feelings, I'ni sure, ly thut last
speech."

IThen why can't slie give a plain answcr to a plain question ?" answered
the Newfotundiand. As hie spoke they turned the corner of' a walk, aud came
fuil upon the lPeacock, plunxing his gorgeons feathers in thc sun. Let's ask
King I-eacock. It's sucli fun to hear hirn talk."'

Would your gracious majesty be condesceiidiug enough to telt us ivhich
you thi4lk is tic înost useful-I, or the Terrier ? You've se maniiy eyes ini your
tait, surcly you must sec into everything."

"Iloîv cau two ugty ereatures such as you be of any use at ail ?" screamed
thc Peacock, for a scream was his royal mode of speaking. IlLook at My
dazzling bcauty-see rny purpie and gold. There is no othier creatiure of the
slightest use iu the world but 1, for they are flot worth looking at. 1 pity you;
I do indced."

Il Youi niecdr't," said the Newfoundland; "lfor, really if your rnnjesty wýill
pardon ine for saying so, wvcdon't envy you. My friend and I atre quite con-
tentcd witli our personal appearance, I cau assure you. It woutdn't, do to have
a ivor<1 fuit of peacocks, for ail their fine feathers. Your eyes sec nothing buà
Y'ourself, I flnd ; and wc prefer to sce beyond our own noses."

The next friend they met was the Butterfly. She answcrcd their question
ivith a taugh;.

"What's the use of being any use ? Why not enjoy onescif and bc merry ?
Life is too short to be usefut in ;" aud away she danced from flower to flower.

"GC-entlemen,> said the Bec, corning frorn, the bell of a wvhite lily, "1wbat, the
Butterfly has just said is sliocking-'morality. Pray don't niid her, Uic frivo-
lous creature! I realty didn't mean to tisten, but being inside the Lily I
couldu't hetp bearing your question."

" Then, pcrhiaps, as you have heard it, Mrs. Bec, you witl be s0 kind as to
auswer it for us," rcplied thc Ncwfoundland.

1I amrn ot Mrs. Bec," replicd she, with grent, dignity;" I amn the littie Busy
Bec that imiproves each shiningy hour. I gather hioney ail the day-"

"Frorn every opening flower," interrupted the Terrier, for although unac-
quainted wvith Dr. Watts, hie considered himseif very pocticat, and liked te
show bis talents.

"No, I was not going to say that, Mr. Terrier; but it.'s quite correct, not-
withstanding. I gather boncy for the benefit of the human race; that's my
proud position. I set an exampie to thern aise, and amn known as the symbel
of industry. Now, if you can tell nme what ecd of you does, I eau answer
your question in the twiDkling of rny wing."

1"Ido a great deai, began the Terrier, pompously, IlI guard the house at
niight; I bark at ait beggars ; I arn accomplished in a number of tricks ; realty,
if it werc flot for me my master woutd have nothing to entertaîn bis comnpany
with. I catch rats-mi fact, I amn invaltiabte."

"And wvhat do you do, Mr. Newfoundland ?" e.sked the Bec.
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