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the rain kept, off, draw in the remainder upon his
return. As I drew nigh I spied Terry perched upon
the top of a load of hay holding the reins, and urging
forward the horse, in the ascent of a very steep hill.

First, he tried coaxing, and as that proved of little

avail, he next tried the effect of a few vigorous
strokes with a long switch which he carried in his

hand. When the poor old horse had dragged the

heavy load about half, . Way’ ap fhe hill, he seemed
incapable of farther exertion, and horse, cart, Terry

‘and all began arapid backwagd descent down the hill.

Here the boy’s-patience g#¥e way entirely.  Musha
thin, bad luck to ye “for one harse,” said he as he
applied the switch with renewed energy. Just then
I arrived within speaking distance and said, ¢ Do
you think, Terry, you would be any better off if you
had two of them.” ¢ Not if they were both like this
one,” answered he. I advised Terry toscome down
from his elevated position, and not add his weight to
the load drawn by the overburdened animal. He
followed my advice, and when with some difficulty we
had checked the descending motion of the cart-wheels,
we took a fair start, and the summit of the hill was
finally gained.

“Its often,” said Terry, ¢ that I’ve seen a horse
draw a cart, but I niver before saw a cart drawing a
horse.” There was one trait in the character of the
boy which pleased me much ; he was very grateful for



