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The flfty-six books and the one'hun-
dred and twelve hands formed an in-
staiit's combinâtion. There was a rap-
id flutter of leaves. The littie' girl in
the front seat tiptoed up to M r.
O)'Quinn and handed bim ber book,
print painstakirigly toward bim. Then
she tiptoed to an empty seat at the
back of the room aýnd took the .book
fromi it. She pauçs"dr9ron the way
and hie, with nio pretense of conceal-
nment, tripped ber se adroitly that she'
fell in a blushing heap against lifle, ê
correct, pompadoured Michael Vincent.-
The latter virtuously ignored the inci-
dent.

"Take out your book, Pat," Miss
Perry commanded it sweetly, ignoring
it also.

Pat looked at bis .father and, extract-
ing encourag,,ement from bis baughty
mien' drew bis book witb a jerk from
bis desk, pulling onto the floor in ini- ___________

discrimninate chaos pencils, pens,, aind .

papers. He slarnmed it-onto bis desk,
and then with. an air superbly degage
hie collected tbe scattered articles and
put tbem back one at a time. After
this be leisurely found the page and
the position he considered the rnost
comfortable. ' This brougb\ bis body
across tbe widtb. of hi1s ,ç and the
upper corner of bis booTc? info the neck lit one eWrful hand he clutche
of the littie girl in front of bim. She
turned and frowned on bin. Then in-
dignantly sbe craned forward out of 'Nýow, Pat," Miliss Perry concludLddeo
bis rcacb. Miss Perry waited careful- plezasantly, --what dîd you think of ite" de
ly. Mr. O'Quinn contemplated bis son. 1'at stole another glance at the low- th

The children sang the song throuab i1 cring visage on the platform. "I think n
ir their earnest, sweet voices, tbeir it was r-r-rotten," lie promnulgated in
faces sobered te suit the occasion. Pat calmly. in
kept Up a droning monotone tbrôugb it 'i he silence of the instant that fol- se
aIl, trailing in tbe rear of bis mates lowed was death-like. Tben -Mr.
by an exact two beats. Miss Perry (,- Quinn turned te the teacher. "Youse he
said nothing, but she waited ostenta- h.-ven't anny sucli t'ing as a club lay- te
tiously at the end of each verse foi, iî,j around bere loose-like, bave youse, Sc
Paf to finîish. Mr. O'Quinn conteran miss ?" lie asked briskly. bc
plated bis son. There was no thickness in bis utter- cn

'fibe yi sung, the song books dis- ance now. His tones were as clear as I
appearedf agan. The little girl who a bell. in
bad given 'Mr. O'Quinn ber book, rmak- "I haven't a rattan in the school- b(
ing this tiine a wide detour- that put room at pregent," she cxplained. '«l c
ner'out of Pzt's reacb, tiptoed up to don't keep onebecause I have no use a
liin and whisperingly relieved bim of for one. I don't believe in corporal w
fi Miss Perry took up a volume of piunishrnent." She paused and bier iii
p)oenis that lay on ber desk. voice sank a tle. 'I can borrow one rc

It was one of ber new-fangled no- though," she added gently. to
rl'ns to reaid a poern te the cbildren "Oi'd be obliged to youse for tbe pi
evcry day, and afterward tbey talked it lend of wan," Mr. O'Quinn pronounc- r
over. They bad taken Longfellow and ed inflexibly.
Wi ttier in this way. They were on "Dottie," Miss Perry ,requested in te
Lowe!l, and Miss Perry boped to con- lier most dulcet tonies, "go in Miss çi
p!ete Bryant and Emnerson before the Hall's room -and ask ber if she will ti
yeur was out. She liked poetry work kiîîdly lend Miss Perry ber rattan." si
partic-,;larly. Slie was convinced thnt S,-ill tiptoeing, -ler face vcry scrious, le
it was bound to have on the chldrcn Dottie, went.
of poverty an uplifting influence. The There was dead silence. The class
chidren liked it, too. Tbey knew no sat so still that the clock's tickiîag
thing about uplifting influences, but could be plainly heard. Miss Perry
they knew it was "easy," and tbey did lcoked politely non-committal. Mr.
not bave to take examinations in i. 'Quinn looked grimly determined. Pat

Miss Perry read tbe poem on the lcoked puzzled, but gradually and
dandelion, but she first told the cbild- noiselessly bie pulled bis feet out of the
ren that eacb one of tbernmust rernern- aisie, put them together, and conjured
'ber and quote from it sorne line that from somewbere a ramnrod for bis
hie liked. back. Dottie returned apace. Sbe

When she began to rend, Pat with started t6ward Miss Perry with the
an elaborate air of unconcern put bis rattan, a sinewy looking wand about
bend on bis desk and appeared to fa,, a yard in lengtb.
ito a swift and unnatural torpor. Mis "Give it te Mr. O'Quinn," the lat-
Perry stopped. "Corne teositon ter said blandly.
Pat," sbe said tranquilîy. poion Mr. O'Quinn examined the temperof

Pat lifted bis head. H-e gave one bis blade. It bent sinuously under the
glance at bis fatbcr, scowling in lordly urge of bis tbick fingers.
Poý,session of tbe platforrn. 'fixe glance "It's a young club," be muttered,
encouraged himn. "I don't like pir, "but it'ull do, Oi'tb inkin'. Corne On
bie annouinced loudly.pity out of there, ye young divule," be call-

'itikyou'Il like this," Miss Perry cd' louider, waving bis baud i a'
inforrèd,,him politely ;cret direction.

Sitin." àt d;"corbimeftoPa Pat's face bad been rapidly losing its
Spiiccssrerdttctjon o f tatita look of bravado. He burst suddenly

ofncs the ociornof h re attd jîtto tears. "I won't do it again, fa-Of te oter cild , H dropedbis thier," be prornised futilely.
uinder jaw, baif closed- lus eyes, and "Corne on out of this," Mr. O'Quinfi

lisend o hepom Il- an excru- tbtindered. And Pat carne slowly
ciating expression of ~hutt Mr. "ouit." In fact, be niay be said to bave
O'Quinn conternplated bis son.1 crcpt as he carne down the aisle, andî

Aýftcr she bad flnishcd ber readin-~ e snivelled as be moved.
Miss Perry called for questions, for ~fathersee r yteso
conîrnents for favorite lines. Inspircd, der anidjooked inquiringly about birn.
perhiaps, by the presence of a stranger. "In the dessing roorn," Miss Perry 1
the children responded generally, and assisted bim. -- be added a directing
\vith considerable anirnation. Even motion of ber hatî.
4Michael \incent's eniginatic choice. MNr. O'Quinn dragg . bis son into
"for wrinkled tbe lean brow," cast no fllc dressing roorn atid +Ï.,tb, dorperceptible gloorn on the occasion. Io n aatunpnd oniu -~nud.i
return, Miss Perry told the class the Miss er sadrnig. Th&css
lines she liked and wby sbe liked thern. listened i0  silence. There wa st
S'le rnade rnany references te the steady sound of blows: some that,à

b1,1nch of dandelions in the squattv whitled tbrouigb the air and apparent-
hinger Jar en her desk. I\-rnissed Pat's writbing figure, and

tlers that founid w4 it neatess a"d
espatcb the spot wvhere tbey wudd
te most good., These last w ereç n the
maj ority. Howls, screams, and8ss
in Pat's familiar accents, reached -then
in a continuous strlam; but 0'<)uin
senior was grimly sulent.
After a wbile Miss Perry tàlked to

her awed little flock. She pointed out
to them that the way of'the transgres-
sor is bard, and that punisbment. is
bound, sooner or later, to come. She
alled their attention to the fact tbat.
,'tr. O'Quinn bad corne to scbool that
norning feeling that Pat's teacher bad
bcen unju.st to PaL, but be had bad
inly to stay a little wbile ta sce wbat
a naughty boy Pat really was, and bow
wdckedly lie was wasting alIl is time
iii play. And like agood fparentý b1w
realized that -the best 'thinog r a wýas
to lie punished, and punished in tbe
presence of those who had seenhow
naughty bie bad been.

Once she was interrupted. The iqas-
ter of the scbool came in, raitizig -
quiring eyebrows in the direction of
lhe bowls. Miss Pcrry explained the
stuation. He made no comment, but
'eft immediately. The cbildren observ-

cd that his shoul4ers were sh'aldag A
theory gained ground, when tbey di~
cussed 7the matter at recess that doji,
that he was 7too afraid .f Mr. O'Quinti
to stay and sec him.

That gentleman efferged from tbè
dressing room after a wbile, bis blue
tyes ny longer lowering, but jovial:
expression. In one powerful hand Wb
clutched the limp remuant of tfhe ,C*c
sure Pat, and in the other tht, t tl1
tion of splinters that had bèen the 'r
tan. The former displayed'to t ii
wben at his fatber's command îand-
tation be faced it and- apologited
miuch detail for the wîy-be had tre
ed bis teacher, a tear istained, andd
grimed face. The childftn li9ftn
breatblessly, and the éffect 'f the e
sode was flot destroyed wet'~t
resumption'of bis grand manner,'
OQuinn barangued tbe classAin eeg
to tbeir duties as punp ils of Mis4 Per
as future voters of Preciàt1;~ç
embryo aldermen for the- city pfB
ton. Miss Perry was hlot c ' fa.
wben be alluded to ber as "ethe pu
est young jool of -a, teacher in
length and breadth of thew
war-r-rd.»

"And as fer wbalin,," lie conclud
"if tbere's anny wbalin' to b. donc h'
sure- Oi'm ber man and glad to du
son or no son." That lait ph
sceed ta' pfr*àse b or
SOf, àh.repeaàted, $~' rce t
the dlass. But be did flot gower.
be turned-to Miss Perry. His
eyes twinkled, and suddenly one f

-tre rwed.4 >up lut. ,elep.ban
wink.

Tough.sss Explafié

The other day a gentleman ente d
acertain restaurant and orderéd a

cbicken. Thé chicken was evidi y
tough, forý when the waiter cane n
lie beheld the gentleman ia a stat
wrath.

"Waiter," said he, "thif chiclmê

Very sorry, air; but, you SOU, u$ t
cbicken always was a, euia I4
Why, wheu we came ta kili it we
couldn't catch it. It flew ýou the
hottsetop. E vetually ,,we had ta
sho ot h

"«Ah, by Jove! that accounts-4or h.
You must bave shot the weatbercock
by mistakel"

1,

.- ~ ',

hed the limp remaaa io Pat.
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The Christ Child.

"Oh, Brother Christ, conle -play wlth me,
And you &hall ahare my Chriatmas-tree.

"«Oh, littie Brother Christ, you rnsy
Have ail these gifts of mine today;

And wbat you will, you may talce home,
If you will core-if ycu will corne."

And s0 the little Christ Child came
To him who caUed upoiý bis name.

The guttering Christmas candles' lia'ht
Flickered and flared &cross tbe night;

Above the waiting heavens were starred,
But past tbem came the littie Lord.

The broken gift, the gllded bail,
Tbe tinsel star-Hle loved tbem all:

And overheari the ançrel train
Waited the Christ Cbild alin vain.

-'.By Laura Spencer Portor.
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