
Waiting For His Master. mount -p à is d pat hi

'hildreP, I arm sure that you ail s
!ove animals, especially dogs, and Io d horse w

.one' reason why you lôve them is e
becuse. ogsalaysloe ~*'Masterlovesme, a.nd. 1, love hinbecause dos alw ays loe tei

masters, and it'is a pleasant thing
to know that our household pets
really love us. .But; do you think
that horses can love human beings? -. of each other, especiayfÉes;îhey ýcaan. Look -ant the horse sw together andlive in the sai

WAITING FOR HIS MASTER.

in our picture: lie is waiting for
his master; he is saddled; you can
see the stirrups hanging down, and
the bridle over his neck; .he could
run away if he chose to do so, for
no one is holding him but he does
not wisli to run away, for he loves
his master, and would rather stay
with him. Now, do you think, when
his. master'comés, that li 'Will lash
his horse with a whip ? No, he will

stable. I once knew two ponies,
one an English pony, the other a
pretty Arabian, and these ponies
were kept in the same stable for
more than two years. At last they
were separated, the English pony
being sold, and taken away to
another home. Then the Arabian
began to droop, he would not eat,
he became very thin, and at last he
dièd. I asked the stable-man of

.m what di ease thie poor Arab«>in had
el-, die. The stabie-man Sad He

iphas, just: died of 'a broken heart; lie
f,.- couldenot live ,withouit*bis oild'com-,

,'panion.'. Was it aptytt
te they had been: separated ?-

-But-noWI must, tell' you ,some-
tidng lse tht wlllamuse yo. I

idOnce knew a pony hin Scotland that
-becam,.e. very fondof a lti ic

te

Scat!-and, strange to Say,, thé -littie
cat ds eay fond of the pony, and
used to sleep Il the stable every

niolit, Sitting on the pony's bak
One day the.pony had gone a long

way with Is master, ando did ot
get. home agait till past ten oclock.I
Poor pussie went mewing about the
stable-yard, as thougli she would
say, Whére is my fiend the pony?
1 can't find stm any.Where. then
at last the pony arived and walked
into -sthe stable, you should have
seen how pussie rubbed herse!f
a inst his legs, purrin d.wit joy
to see him again. Then wit a
great spring, sle got upon his back

.,.and settled do-wn- contentedly to
sleep. It sounds very odd to hear
t is, J:it it is a ztrue story.-l The
Prze.,>

_Hi de and Sek.

*Ber.tie'Grahiam iived in a village,
near..to a large forest. , He was a

*bonny boy offour years old, and
ead a sweet litte by brother.
EverY fine afteroo inbter took

theen fohi a wal,' baby in th
amýbulator, and' ]ertie -runningr-aid-
skipping by lier side.

Soineties, when thee das shop
ping .to be done, tvey wet to the
main road, where ath. shops
were. Sometimes tliey, waiked
along the pretty green lanes, pick-
ink caves. 'and wid flowers; and
sometiees they went tron ahilag
of the aorest

Now and then mother woud ask
Bertie which way he would like t
go. fWren sle did bhis, ihe always
said, Let us go to the foreat.'

One reason why tertie chose the
forest was because he liked to play
bo-peep round the trees. He woud
hide bebind a large trunk for al
minute or two, and then quite sud-
denly run ont and cilap is hands
il front ao the baby bother, wlio
was just oid enoug tod be tamuse
il this way.

ometimes yertie would ces out
of seglit so long that mother pre-
tended to be very friglhitened, and
wonder if lhe lad got lost.h

vOh dear Oh déar !'he would
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