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^''''^^^\^^o he o^ but the temptation ofsomething warm sadly interfered with his resolution togo. 1 he hesitation, however, was soon settled by the

right owner of the butter taking Seth by the shouldersand planting him in a seat close to the stove, where hewas in such a manner cornered in by the bo^es and

noTn' -Kt;
"';•' ^'^ ^'°^^^ ^^°«^ b^^°^ him there wasno possibility of getting out, and right in this very placethe grocer sat down. ' ^

Crlf^^Ku^'^ !''''
"

""^ ^'" have a little warm SantaCruz; without it you would freeze going home such anight as this." At the same time he%pfned the stovedoor and shoved in as many sticks as he could get in.
Seth already felt the butter settling down closer to his

hair, and he jumped up, declaring he must go.
Not till you have something warm, Seth : come Ihave a story to tell you." And Seth was again Tshedmto his seat by his cunning tormentor.

^

" But I have the cow to feed and the wood to splitand I must be going," said Seth. ^ '

V.1?'* '*°'''u'
'^^ ,^he cows take care of themselves, andkeep yourself cool. You appear to be a little fidgety,"

said the roguish grocer, with a wicked leer.
The hot drink was no sooner swallowed than thincsgo worse with poor Seth. Streak alter streak of the

vl^X.^r^ P,""'!,"^
^'T

""^^'" his hat, and his hand-
kerchief was already soaked with the greasy overflow.
Jalking away as if nothing was the matter, the fun-

loving grocer kept poking up the fire in the stove. "Cold
night this," said he- " Why, Seth, you seem to perspi eas If you were warm. Why don't you takeoff your hat.Here, let me put your hat away."

" No," exclaimed poor Seth at last. " No, I must go-Utmeout. I ain't well ; let me go "
"'

^
"'"sc go,

A greasy cataract was pouring down his face and neck,and soaking into his clothes, and trickling down hisbody into his boots.

"Well, good night, Seth, if you will go," and as he
darted out of the door, he added, " I sav s^th t -1!!!


