
Little Folks.
The Buttermilk Boy.

Milk, millk, butter-milk !
The shrill cry, r'epeated several

times, at last penetrated old Miss
Mvartha's brain, and aivoke her frou
her afternoon. doze by the parlor
fire. She started up, thereby drop-
ping lier glasses, which fell witb a
clatter on to the rug, and stared
about lier in the bewildered way
which a person bas when suddenly
aroused- fromi a sound sleep.

' Milk, nilk, butter-milk !'
The sound was just outside the

window, w here her canary was hop-
ping about in his cage, and- the,
snowdrops in the big flower-pot be-
neath were turning their white
buis to -the strong afternoon sun-
shine.

'To be sure,' exclaiméd the old
lady, jumping up in? a tremendous
hurry. 'I knew I had heard some-
thing. It's the butter-milk man.'

So, as Miss Martha's little maid
was gone out for the afternoon, and
there was nobody else to .do the
business, she trotted off herself
along the passage to the kitchen
behind for a jug, armed with which
she trotted baèk again to the front
door and opened it.

.boy about ten years of age,
very ragged and dirty, stood.there.
Seizing lier jug le> inquired : 'Pen-
nyworth, mem ? I'll fetch it for
you directly,' and off he ran before
the old lady could find a word to
say in answer.

' Deari dear,' she observed plain-
tively to lierself. ' The butter-milk
nan shiould not have such dirty

boys- to take the nilk about. I
don't believe I shall ever be able to
enjoy a scone with mùy ten made out
of butter-nilk that creature has
carried. He bolos as if he hadn't
been washed for a week,' she con-
tinued to herself, as she watched
her unwelcome messenger slowly
returniug, holding the brimming
jug very carefully n öbth hiands;
'There, that will do, she said ias-
tily taking it out of lis orimy pas.
*' Child, do you never .wash your
self?'

-The boy stared at her in much
surprise, and made no rély, so Miss
Martha handed him the penny and
shut the door. Presently, however,
when she had deposited the butter-
milk jug on the kitchen dresser, and
was returning once more to lier par-
lor, she. was much startled by liear-
iiig a door upstairs suddenly bang
tb, and llking up, lu mûch alarmn,
she belield a very diity little face;
surmountëd by a tangled shock off
byrown cuirls, staring at her.:over the.
banistërsî. Mi s Maitth,,'as great-
1J alarmi4t irst, but tbnext mo-
ment ]*i-cfiglit g -vë way to per-
plexity, when the shrilf voie which
bad awakened her froi -her slum-
bers rung out over her head : 'MiIk,

milk, butter-milk !' and she recog-
nized tle'small boy she had a few
moments before closed her door
upon.

'Come down, boy,' she command-
ed promptly. ,' What in the world
do you want up there ?'

'Are there -no more folk live in
this iose,' he demanded, as he
obeyed her orders. 'The maister
said I was to go to all the folk?

' Oh, I see,' said the old lady, with
an amused smile stealing over lier
puzzled face. 'You thought there
was somebody living in every room,
did. you ?

' Aye, and I was to go to every-
one,' lie repeated sturdily. ' Willie
said I was to do just what Dick
Steediman tell't me, and lie said I
was to go to all the folk' -

' Who is Will ?' asked Miss Mar-

tha; Dick Steedman, she knew, was
the own;e r of tlie butter-milk cart.

'Will's my brother, and he got
me the job. I just started this
morning.'

And what's your name ?
'Tom-Tommy Heriot,' answered

the child, with a glance past her at
.the parlor door, as if he were still
suspicious there·miglit be someone

W.llg behind it he ha<l iiot yet
*isited. 'Is there nob.ody here but
yersel', mem ?'

'Nbody,'replied Miiss Martha,
amused at the litenit desire of this
small b.'y to do his dut. 'This is
not a land of bouses, my dear, but
one bouse all to itself. But you
are a good boy to be so anxious to
do your work, and if you wait a mo-

ment 'Il give you a piece of my
plum-cake. I like to see peopIe
trying to do their duty.'

That's what Will says,' remark-
ed Tommy, as he modestly stood on
the parlor mat, and watched wit
eager eyes Miss Martha cutting a
generous slice off the big cake on
the sideboard. 'And what docs
Will do ?' asked the old ladY.

'lHe's ln a beer-shop, mem.'
Oh, dear, that's bad,': said Miss

Martha, shaking lier head.
'-That's what lie -says himself,

mëm,' quickly returiied Tommy,
who secmed very proud of the ab-
sent Will. ' That's why he got me
into the butter-milk· trade. He
says the beer-shop's no' a place for
laddies.'

'Why does he stay in it himself,
then?' inquired the old lady, as she

gave the cake into her small visi-
torls band.

' Faither drinks, an' na- mither
needs all we can earn,' respondëd
Tommy; 'but he's lookin' out, mem.
He'll no' stay there longer than he
can help. Good-bye, mem, an'
thank ye.'

Miss Martha was much interest-
ed. The next day she sought out
Dick Steedman, the butter-milk
man, and made inquiries about
Tommy and the brave brother Will;
and when she found that- the tale
the little nilk-boy had told her -was
true in every respect, she invitedâ
him then and there to bring Will to
see lier the vlery next evening.

Only nind you have clenn faces,
boy,' she observed. 'Water's cheap,


