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~-'- consequendly, youngl. l3riggan attain«dif bis matjority without spirit enough to set

* Il iWhen Ilrig broke loose from i aunt's
liLe iolc hi ii patrîniony up in

the general store business. 1-Ie emiployed' one assistant. l'le assistant hiad not been
wîth Brig a we-ek before hoe discovered bis

«"' \ .llJ)loyers constitutional meeknoss of dis-
Wu - ' .~ position, and took a mean advantage of

ý1î .<t. Hie ran the store just as hoe ploased.j ~ ' - -If Bri', wantal the pickles on the top
shoWf and the cannod salmnon, 0o the sheit

1111-nanîe-wu cahnlv Put themn in reverse
order. He hiad the cod-fisli and butter

t >* sandwiled between piles of gros grain'h ~ silks and Canadicm tweeds, in defiance of
'j I bs omiploye-'s îvislbes, ani koept ciscoesliii -'~and 1)ieklecl beiring in a show case along

witlf ribbons. laces, clieap jeweiry, liair-
~ Ž7 i 'pins, patent medicines and flav-oring es-

tracts. Brinîrin 101( the boy hoe oponedn < 7 Ithe store att 7 inî the mo1rning Scroggs
~~ - ~ would neyer permit it before S. VaveM fl~~~riggan said, Scrogg seàîdtotk

~'I$) dligbIt in contradicting. I-is tyranny
19 Ij i\as shianieuful and scatndalous. If Brig-ft$: !i~î---an wanted a thing, donc one wvay, Scroggs1/!-.would do ut 1w an exactly opposite

Pl4ksi 'ilt/ - -- - ethiod. If Briggan wanted goods kept
/4/ ii one prt of thIe store, Scroggs wouki

put theiin the other. MNeck littie Mr-.
flinenver said a word. Hie bore the

tyrannv of bis mnan îviîb the calm, serene
- patience Of a monument.

\V"Iw do&t yer sit on that feller? » the
1)0y a-sked lîlî one day.

"I can't do it, Jimniie. Hie miight get
angry and leave m.

"lBiode if I wouldni't ket him. H-e
amn't nîogood, hie ain'r. j or suppose I'd

DOMESTIC HCONOMY. let a felier Iîoss mie like that if I waz
MULOOONi.--* 1>1w are vou paintin' yonr risideiicc duit <ihirty browni color. runinii this here store? WVell, I guoss

1liaherty?- flot.,.
FÎr.ÀîArTY.-"It itiu't for the purtyness avc it, 'Midçoon. The shant> lots9 ln the I -uh iiiic uh"si r

wind an(ii they towll mne hrown wasaàwarrmni shade: . uhats the mYain. It'il cave "Ilsjmihs, ad M-
coci. so îu %vil]. BiggIan, nervously. I-le iiiigbit hear you

and that wouldîfýt be pleasant."
groue<aY, wliutt are you two taîkin'a

MEEX MR. BRIGGAM. bout, ch ?" A<Io d-Ir. Scroggs suspiciously frôra the
liS as hieid the record for neekness for a long other end ofthe store.M OS iE now, lîut Moses in bis mieekesî moments "Oh l 1, nothing, nothin« " said NMr. BriîTun, hastily.be ' bb'

neyer haif s0 meek as littie Mr-. 13iiggan. He ivas a miod- \VcW wei-e just discussing the advisability of cleaning out

est, unassuming, unassertive little fellow, with sandy bair, the windows and dressing them i o h hita
weak watery bloc eyes and a. bectic complexion, Iiberallv trade."
spotted witb freekies. M-e had been left an orphan and a "IClean out nothinaý," sniffled AiNr. Scroggis, contomptu
very diminutive fortune long before hie xras old enougb ously. IlThemi Windows don't nieed any dressing. They'rc
to know or care wbat bie 'vas left. Fis miother died in Ai righit the way thecy are. \'ou hear me."
gîving hini bii-th, and about a year afterwai-ds bis sole "Esxactly what I was thinking,"l broke ini Mi-. Iriggan,
surviving pre-nt sat downi carelessly on a circula- saw eagerly. "T'hey won't noed flxing up foi- a long time yet."
one day. rhe saw ivas in motion and it came throughi " They wvon't, eli? Wcell, that just shows 1mw nîuch
and unbuttoned bis vest. After tînt, old nian Briggan you know about it. They'il need fixing nest week, and
seemied to lose ail interost in lis surroundings. Ho be- they'Il geL it, too. r guess I undorstand what tlîis store
becamie indifforent and heedlos9s of what trnspîred about needs. I know my business."
him, and bis only child 'vas left to the mercy of a big, I guess you do," said Mi-. Briggan, resignedly. I
raw-bonod aunit, who had a voice that rang like the toot bcave iL right in your hands, Mi-. Scroggs. I know I amn
of Gabriol's ti-umpet, and a temiper hot enough to melt a safe in doing it."
sad-iron. Suie brouglit young Briggan up ln accordance "Well, I guess you are, Briggsoy. l'Il fis tbings aIl
wîtu the ideas of tho gi-oa ani good Solomkon, and rigbt: I)on't you worry about me."


