
JOHN TRUES DECORATION DAY.
blessed households in which the baby's
uiap is 'lot a thing of terror and a glooni
forever to ail 'nature existence. As arule, the more noise you made the better
the True babies slept.

The door was open, as 1 said, and John
True stepped il, on, tip-toe. A rag mat,clean enough, but very old, lay in thelittie enitry ; lie looked down at it as lieentered, wiping his feet, whicli were duýty
dry, witli imechanical patience. The mathiad a blue flaiiîîel rose on it, touched offin black alpaca on one of the petals whiere
the flaîniel liad given out. A child's tinhiorse, witbout a biead, stood in the entry,an<l trundle<I about when bis foot bit it.The littie tiiîklinig noise betrayed bis
prcsence, aîid the lullaby >fl the innieî'1.00111 stopped abruptly. A wouhiaîî's voice
said

IlThat you 1"
I ts nie," sad Joint. lie hunlg blis batup aîîd sto>d liesitatizig. Tlie littie boywas singing with piertiing sbrillness:

"Wy shoulds ms*st.m(
If twyaleypere?

MY omoeizzein Yu-eV-"

l"81i-sh, Tommny ! " interrupted the wo-uîiali'N voice, dropping on Ineaniwlhue con-teiitedly into bier lullabY, "(G0 see wbothat iii iii the entry, Tommy. 'sh.sb-sîîhlniy dear! Lie still and glu-uiiber !"Tommiy cbecked himself in the mnidst ofbig religlous aspirations and rait to thedoo)r, wbere lie stood peerig-a pleasantlîttie rogue, well built and red; hie hadon a green gingliani apron, and lhad beeneatisig gigerbread. Tommy said:
" W'y, it's Pupper ! " with the eternalsurprise of childhood, to wbicli ail thinigsare forever new. His father patted himon the hend, and said:
"'There, there !" while lie ro-hung bisfitaiiw straw bat, wilich had tumbleddown. T'le bat was hrown, and bad arow of air-boles perforat

0ej about the crown-a new faslîiox1 then. True began to

counit thein as lie stood staring. The
child crept back and tugg5ed at bis mother.
True bieard himi tellilber that IlPupper "didn't kiss bim, but only patted bim.
The niother crooned on to tbe gurgling
baby.

CIJ believe l'Il cbange my clothes first,"
called John, without entering the room.

Tbe lullaby stopped short.
ccWby, .John?1"

Jolin flusbed, and went in at once. Asbie entered tbe room, details blurred andslippe(l away before bis eyes; lie perceived
chiefly tbat the Windows and blinds wereopen, and the late sumnier ligbt camequiveriîïg inito the western corner of therooni where the worman sat witb the baby;
the child fell heavily back upon bier long,mnaternai armns away from lier baif-drapeci
breast. Tbe light blinded bier a littie, andshe mioved out of it, holding up lier facelike a Madonna to the Lord. John kissedberw~itIu the sulent reverence witli whicli
even a house-painter, my estlietic friends,niay kiss bis wife when she gets one ofthese aureolas about lier.

"Now, Father," she said, witli sweetinock reproacli iii the voice of a woman towhom dlenr]y reproaching is niot nlatural,
CgYou inay go change your clothes ! The
idea! 1 guess it would bave been thefirst tiiine for twelve years, wouldn't it,Tomtmyl' Think of Pupper stopping todlean up before lie kissed us, Tom.my !"" I'd got anl extra daub on to-day," saidJohn True, glancing down at bis un-bleaclhed Cotton blouse and overalls. "CI'vebeen to work to Sethi Grinîace's. There
seemed to be such lots of-red."

Hie went away inito the shed and liungup the splaslied and. spattered clothes. lttook him longer than usual to "deean up,"'
a process which hie conducted by the aidof the yard-pump and kitchen roller.Sonie of the paints especiaîîy would notcomne off bis fingers, even for the turpen-
tine.

" 1 late to Paint a red bouse, " hoe said.


