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CUDDLE TIME.
A e iin wuBNIE AT ki
land, L e L
05 A-TO to me so;
Gﬁ”mﬁhﬁ me to hold him
On my knees -Pd “nock-a-bye,
As the purpling sun sinks lower
In the g|m western. sky.

he cuddles to me nearer,
A'l’;:, the firelight softly glows,
And across the d

Ghostly flickering shadows throws,

i arms about me
And two dimpled
Are clasped tighter for a kiss—
Ah, was richer, rarer necklace

Placed about one’s neck than this?

1 clasp and hold him closer.
A;‘gme tousled bf:;ad of“gold,
begs dad for a 1 :
A;_;.ech a hundred times I've. told;
s to have me ““tell it over'’—
Of the quaint Red h“l:ldmg H?]od,
v
the bears—that happy fami
O;Jving in the deep, dark wood.

Soon the drooping, drooping lashes
Cover up two eyes of brown,

And the tousled head s0 golden
Or my breast sinks lower down;

. er yet, till, deep in slumber,

Cuddled close to me he lies,

With the glory of the sunset
In his sleeping, dreaming eyes.

his eyes, in whose rare lustre
InShinee the beauty of the dawn;
Till I know that into Dreamland

My wee golden-head has gone,
Ah! the sweetness of the pleasure,

Making life one golden rhyme,
With a dimpled babe to fondle

When it comes to Cuddle Time!
—Los Angeles Express.

baby, dressed for Dream-.

sects.

bad humor.

head around

stump.
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angrily, and he ' had CAPADE—BROWNIE. '*hf(;“‘:g(tiim;tw rescue her.
“So your father tells me Miss Olive |y, bt R\ . Glad
flies | is coming  to-day, Master Duke,’ hands with her like o m‘”'"‘u‘;‘;l“'l“;’* — - e e ——
said Marjory, as he passed her in man, while T L A e
hhege. the ‘hall, ‘bt o o day’s fishing, i rothe om went Whistling off

WE HOPE.

We hope all our readers will read
this from a Columbus ( Ohio ) paper:

Two horses stood, yesterday, hitch-
ed near emch other on Gay street.
Ore of them was patient, comfort-
able, and in good temper;
lighted upon his back occasionally, |
but he drove them away with
switch of his long tail.
horse was impatient, restless, and in
He was stamping the
ground and moving back and forth
the vehicle to whith he was hitched,
Occasionally he would throw

The

been champing his bit till this ‘mouth
Wwas covered with foam. The
alighted om Rim and stayad

He could not «dislodge them.

moved his tdil but it was only
It had been docked, its use-
fulness destroyed in order that some

person's foelish or cruel
be pleased.

flies |

other

fancy migit,

“Yes, it shall be ‘to-morrow, "
ed Miss Bush.

o | Place little girl in a railway
riage. Still, it was to home, swee
tery, ‘to another tragedy to be
acted ere the sea gave up its
cret. \

en

“Yes, and 1 wi
ing amother with
@oing on to the doo

a
t. “IT'll try

an echo, as he
into the street,

There wes in the oon- y

trast of those two horses a

that ougkt to have ‘been suffici
convince amy person of the
ty of docking horses’ tails and leav-
i.ngthea.n:inm.lsmtthemercyof in-
Any person who saw
still could mot understand

try the experimert of sitting out in
& field with erme bound amd
means for keeping flies away
moved

an
shoul.

"HER WILFUL WAy,
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By the Author of ‘““Dolly’s Golden Slippers,

CHAPTER X.—Continued,

Miss Bush never knew how be got
loose from home, who sent him, or
bow he got there; but he was srort-
ing defiance at the gipsies’ dog;
they closed in deadly battle, It made
Miss Bush's heart ache to hear the
poor creature’s cries, as if getting
the worst even at the beginning of
the battle, but she may not tarry by
him. ‘Terror once more lent her
strength—surely she was enacting the
story-book heroine; by the way she
fled, wee Olive now fin her arms,
now in Bess's, for the girl did not
forsake them. Ah! the shadowy no-
things of the dowms received and hid
them, or rether the hand of Prowi-
dence interposed between them amd
their foes and hid them; and when
that hides, who can find! The whole
crew of gipsies were beating the
downs, but our three heroines  es-
caped; they were {n the wirding noad
leading to the shore and the mest of
& town, and they could halt, and
teke breath, and think. The moon
too was risingover the sear—the wan-
ing moon that would shimmer until

wn,

“Can’t I live with you, lady ?
They’d have carried the little lady
off but for me. They hid her onee
from the ‘perlice, they did, but they
thought it best not to try it on
oguin; they were off with the turn
of the night. Ha! ha! they ain’'t
g0t her,” laughed Bess,

“But, my dear, who played spy
and found the way into the young
lady’s room, and so to nob my
house?”’ said Miss Bush, standing on
T own doorstep, ringing her own
» and feeling something like her-
sell again,

“1 did,” wag the
“but T didn’t mean to. I did, but
tell motvher-]e:wcwnys her as I calls
mother; she air’t mo mother of mine,
though,”” quoth the child, with a
Sorrowful ring im her vioice— ‘she as
Promised my own mother to be mo-

to me when she was dyin’; she
like a silly, told

candid reply;

trick of OMn'
did, and they
garden.  yoyu wihart.

and they took Miss Olive here, 'cause
'IBJ‘VNQ, and they thought she’d ‘tell
on them,’

This was Bess’s story, told partly
oumidg the house, partly within, on
night when all was

the window, they
made me watch in the
kmow

fi

ti

be

o

Brew up into
married and
ger, little Oli
would

But I never saw her
t to India wi
th died there.
they left behind th

this in the
herself co

‘“Yes, dear;

perverse and self-p,
that has brought
upon you amd upomn

‘“Yes, 1 thought of lit, Miss Bush,
th the €ipsies, and 1
s they would kil me;
and said ‘I win
Was the humble little con-

when I was wi
thought Perhap.
and 1 prayed
egstion

“Shall T te]

do

mot

1

" “Claimed at Last,” etc.
““Whet lesson
mean ?°’
“Is it mot to
she asked hum

you think

questioned Miss Bush.
do what I like best?’’
bly.

to be so selfishly
leasing—it is thig
all your troubles

your friends.’’

you of amother Olive,
dear—my Olive, as I called her?”
said Miss Bush,

‘‘Yes, please, Miss Bush.””

“My Olive

11 it was

‘““No, Miss

the little ome.

back, and you were
whom I never cont;
dicted, to whose faul
too late, My
a beautiful girl,
left me—left me in am-
Ve, no need to tell you
Dot understand.
again: she went
th her husband, amd
you kmow wihart,
em?'’

Do

Bush,

“A little girl,”

dear,

living
I wrote
Fred, to the address
beg, wnd made inquiry,
me yes, you were
daughiter.””

in India, aunt seid '
““Yes,
gramd-niece, my
“How do you know ?
“Well, dear, j
are like her livin
when she came in
hooms, played
drewing-room,
SOngs you see in th,
damcing feet maki
the house when her voice was
Oh, my dear! your mother wag
house, and you are
me back.
of cutting off Rolf’
your mother  did once,.
naughty perversity,
I can’t tell

found the very
themselves in you.
in the train, I thy
mm;m, for
sister;

you
own

and

the piano in
sang those
€ music rack, her
ng mustc

and

with
to

the first place you
€ self, as she wasg

That cruel trick
8 hair was

when left alone
you how T felt wher, I
Bame . faults showing

When I met you,
ought I could mnot
T knew you were in

my niece’s

rolled or conitna-

ts I was blind
Olive
amd

?
what?”’ pamted

“A Tittle girl—what was her
name?’’

“Olive.””

“Do you mean me ? T was borm

are my little

Olive's child.”

out of these
the

old

about
mute.
all
like

just
in

your father's
your  Uncle

lesson
ent to
barbari-

all
re-
Docking is a blght on our
civilization. The beauty and
fulness of the tails are
and the man who does it or
tenances it is marked
or brutal.

use-
destroyed,
coun-
a8 thoughtless
—From ‘Our Dumb Animals, o

I

be

q | shall I say?"’

Anon Guy
the way of the garden, ana mounted

on 'her apron.

“She's coming’'—so much the
heard—‘‘Miss Olive's comimg.’’

“Who’ll go to meet her?’”
he, gravely. \

‘“Master Duke and Tom.””

“I shall ask mamma if T
may I, Marjory?’ said Guy.

‘““Yes, Master Guy; the more the
merrier—if merry's the word to use.
How’s your mamma?” inguired Mar-
jory.

d boy
d asked

Better Marjory, thank you; she
calle me the clever doctor and Dr.
Guy,” laughed he. “Fancy Jim

Ramce’s letter not reaching papa at
all. Tt must have been lost in the
post semehow, for Papa has made
every inquiry, amd, of course, Jim
posted it all right. Poor old Jim!
how he cried over it all, that first
evening of my coming home, he, and
I, and papa together, and mamma
shut away from us, too ill to hear I
was come.”’

‘““Ay, Master Guy, 1 think she’d
have died if you hadn't come back.’’
“Isn’t it beautiful to be loved s0
much?’’ said Guy gently.
““Ay, dearie; and you ought
make your life beautiful to
such a love.”

“I mean to,”’ whispered the boy.
Theh he cried ‘“Heigho! I must = be
going,’”’ with a growm-up air of gra-
vity.

But loss and mourning were for
the time forgotten by them; and
Tom and Guy drove to the station
along the wellknown lanes and
field-ways. Marmaduke had not re-
turned from his fishing excursion, so
the two had it all their own wvay.
Ard e funny way it was, too! Tom,
like a very Jehu, whipping up old
Jack to a camter, and driving into
every rut and over every uneavenness
in the noad. He had attained to a
good stretch gallop, when who should
come into view round a cormer but
Duke and Markham, his friend, mak-
ing for the statiom.

“I say, Master Guy, here’s Master
Duke, and old Jack like mad!’’ cried
Tom," trying to rein him in.

‘“Well, give him his head, and let's
show Duke how we can drive.’’

to
crowm

“Ay,"” quoth Tom, “I'll show him
a trick. This is the way to drive,
Master Duke,”” ‘cried he, flounishing

his whip, and grasping the reins |
seat with both hamds, Jack
skittish tham ever.

Out came the pin of the wheel, off
came the wheel itself; no wonder at
either, seeing over what they had
driven, Jack swerved a moment,
then over they went, head over heels,
the boys into a dry ditch, and Jack
& prostrate hero on the hard noad,
kicking in his traces. Oh, how the
two beholders laughed at the dis-
comfited charioteers, for boys fall
lightly, boys’ bomes are not easily
broken. They soor scrambled to
their feet, very shame-faced and ra-
ther dizzy.

‘“So that’s how you drive, Maseer
Tom?”’ said Duke, he and Markham
springing forward to befriend poor
str 14 Jack.,

“‘}fgwlzun?t the drivin’ in fault,

Master Duke, but the wheel,”” mut-
tered Tom.
‘sYes, bad workmen always guar-
rel with theit tools,” socoffed Duke,
trying to liberate the donkey, kick-
i.ng and struggling in his  harmess.

“1 ain't a workmen, Master Duke,
and ‘the cart ain't a tool, mor the
donkey neither,” dissented Tom co-
mically, scratching his head.

‘““Hold the creature while I
the traces.” L

““Oh! dom’t cut the traces, sir ;T
knows a better way than that.”’

“Don’t teach your gremmy, but
just do as ‘re bid."”

: At this 'Ig&ugﬂnned and Markham
laughed. “That’'s coming down the
ladder with a vengeance, Sir Duke:
owning to being granny to a—what

more

cut

A dolt if you like,” sfid disdain-
Duke;

day Olive i'ut this
n Rolf was better, and

" si1gh-

And to-morrow saw her off—not to
sail in the Pretty Sally blithely over
the sea, but just like any common-
car-

home; even it if was to loss, mys-

se—|u

sh she were bring-
her,” he replied,
to

meet the train,’”’ came back to her as
ran down the steps

came wandering in by

may go—

ik
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gentle turn wath the two
in the garden, among vhe FlRE '
and late flowers. Miss Rush
had been telling Olive that the police NSURANCE ¢ 107 8t. g
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Of course the

lifted out by some

“Duke is con
cart, but we ha
and rgot late,”
they walked

“A spill?’

“Yes, got u

“And Ellie

“Why, Olive,
up to the nursery, there to find | Guy forgot tha
Marjory crying, and wiping her eyes | know till he

Wanderings.

noon, "'’
““No,

said the
no no!’

“Now, Guy,
duce us to
with a solemn
which Guy did
cour'tier. QOh!
were,

cart, Tom ban

he could with

longiings.
“UncleFred!"”

fate of Ellie,

sit once more

for Niger,

Because
best,”’
sorely this morni

she

back, and she still lost to them
it hurt him to speak her name.
fell as Olive stroked the

A silence
dove, and out of

request, ‘‘Guy, may I call
wing my very own?'’
how can you ask 2"

““Oh, Olive,
cried heart-sore

could be amyore’s but hers.”’
‘“Very well, then, I won't

her—I'1l try not;

“Well?"’ said Guy,
“T promised Aunt O

—not to be selfish.””
more firmly, Guy holding on to the “A véry good pnomise, if you keep
that wasn't keeping it
to ask for Silverwing.'’

it—but, Olive,

‘‘No, and—’’
Mrs. Rainsford
it was something
days to sit

‘“Mamma, could

thing, do you think? something just
& little sad, you know, because of—'’
80 far Guy spoke his request, halting
@t the dear name as at something sa-
cred. .

His mother stroked his head as it
rested on her kmee, ard looking away
over the sea, sang weakly, yet most
sweetly, as in gentle response —

““ ‘Come out, little maiden, corae ot

to me,’

Called a fair mermaid o'er ‘he deen

blue sea,

As she reared herhead from the rain-

bow foam,

And the deep, deep depths of her
ocean home.

But the mmiden answered, ‘No, here
I stay

Why do you call me away, away?’

““ ‘Lo! I call thee Lo see my ocean
cave,

With its coral floor, which the waters

ve,
And gem-decked roof, the rick spoils

of the sea;

Oh! why wilt thou tarry?

out to me.”’

But the maid still answered, ‘Nay,

here I stay:

Why will you tempt me from home

away?”

“Then the mermaid beckoned with

jewelled hand,

ing sea;
Come out, little laggard, come out
Ot Sl the maiden tarried, the maiden
der | stayed, !
er. ‘Nay, I dare not venture,’ was all she
you = Ugnig,
“‘Come out, and I

Jewels rare,

Guy go and meet hwes
P With the donkey

T luggage.
Ung with the donkey

out of the station,

pset into a ditep !
too 2"

t he himself giq not,
reached home after

“Know what?’"
‘“That it is feg
off the rock on

a8 they went rou
where Duke, Markham and the don-
key and cart waited for them.

do the oivil and intno-
this lady,” said

a courtly party
surely, ag they trudged home-
with poor dejected

his' broken knees dragging
with Olive in solitary gl
ished to follow as best
her trunk amd

this was how th
received into her u
taken to the nursery
with a child's woe
when she saw
empty chair, her empty bed
missed her silvery tongue.

Or the mornow Guy
to fetch Olive to sce his

and to pay a vi

sit to his pets. As
he eyed the Ilittle girl
black

rather shyly with his bright
eyes, but Silverwing fluttered diown
upon her shoulder,
Lo do with Ellie.
“Look, Guy,.she thirks I'm
4ie,”’ cried the delighted child.
““No,” returned Guy gravely; ‘‘Sil.
verwing would never make that mis-

“How do you know?'’

Guy was missing his friend

in the
Guy at his mother's feet, Olive
her side, if only Ellie had been there
to mestle in her lap.

her siren call echoed in to Jand,
h‘*ll ‘Come out, little maid, on the toss

‘11 deck

. priceless sea pearls Il

T, and we'll come

Wee maiden had beer.
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bind thy hair,

be—

Oh, a mermaid’s life
free!’

Then the maiden la
emerald foam, \

From her childhood’
childhood’s home.

maid band

and land;

ing bore
shore.’’

QOme

Of ocean green fabric thy robe shall

‘“One sad little heart 'mid the mer-
Ever hungered and sighed for home
One wolice came ringing across

main, 7
‘Ob, wavelets, carry me home again,
And amon, white arms in the gloam-

A dead little maiden to the
(To be Concluded. )

Will Build Ten Little Chapels.

(From Extensfor, ).
May was kind to us,
the weather, for behoill

is boundless and

unched on  the ALED T

SR
until Thursday, August ;9
the constraction of & Lrill

8 loves and her

of tender obtained at this
g’he caretaker of the Post
Yersons tendering
will not be considered
the :orm supplied, and signed
ures,

cheque on a chartered

sandy

if the ‘p:mn tendering deeli;

n led
complete the work cont;
be n

The Department
the lowest or any te,
By order,

'W will not be
b L B
T T AN

/tn .muu‘dqt
as she ls;‘

5

1;
the amount of tnni:lnduir‘;’:h
ne
to
at acoepted the cheque will be ret

Department of Publie Works,
Ottawa, Augnst 22, 10¢7.

ENDERS addressed o
signed, and endorsed T\
Sherbrooke.”” will be re

ived at

en
e

with their actuul
Kach render mu't be accompan

toenter i
86, or |

FRED. GELINAS,
Becretary,

id fort

it w hoylgl?g:g
& AL

th
der lor)i:l‘lﬁidl'l'lh.
8 office
-19(7, inel,
Hall Jcﬂm

Plans and specification can

vely, f
borbrooke.

be :cen :nddf?v me
A-l'?ihe?hmﬁ?,

are notified that tanders
unless made on t|

iod by am necep-
. made bl
.th u[{sp;:u {1
B b faric
hu on)
e
If the
urned.
dnelnd ot bind iteelf to aceeyt

yrinted
Higoa~

) of
ed

A con-
fail to
ten e

B
AN




