
CANADIAN COURIER

N HIS MAJESTY'S, SERVICE

'T is a day in June, down in Nor-
*folk County. Large farms stretcb
their verdant lengths on every

le, almost within view of beautiful,
*nny, fitful Lake Erie, and certainly
ithini sound of it wben tempests
ge. The birds twitter bappily in
e green bougbs of the tbick maple
ods. The leaves'murmur drowsily,
if wbispering in their dreams.

ere, along tbe roadside, a miedita-
re cow gazes pen, sively at same dis-
nt object of ber sleepy attention;
ere a chipmuniik darts gaily alang
e fence top; and in the distance
Sty farmers are busily at work in
e warmi June sunshine.
But we are nearing our destina-
>n, the little post-office down the
ad inear the larLye elm tree. You
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the way inta the "office,"-a low-
ceilinged, dingily-papered rooni, evi-
denitly daing duty as kitchen, dining-'
room, anà parlor for 'the P.M, as
well as genera] assemMly hiall, smok-
ing-rooanl, and post-office for the en-
tire counýtryside. Its very uneven
floor is covered witb heterageneaus
pieces of old rag carpet, evidently
contributions of "the P. M.'s" gener-
ous patrons. The walls are decorated
witb ail kinds and conditions of calen-
dars, advertisemeflts, and bills of auc-
tiop sales and circuses. The "office"
proper is a series of pigeon-h oles-
open ta the public-and occupying on
the dingy wall a very dingy space of
about three feet square, between the
front door and the window. Beneath
these "letter-boxes"-witb the own-
1" Inmnp written beneath each, but

everybody 'Il soon be coming fer their
mail. But you corne 'long again and
you'll hear the hull yarn. You see,
1 wuz a-hewin' square timber in the
bush fer our new barn about farty
year this spring. I wuz a-standin'
on a big log a-bewin' away on one
side, and brother Jim was a-standin'
an the log witb me witb his back to
me, a-hewin' away on tother side.
Well, every trne 's I'd give a chop,
out'd go mny leg backwards toward
Jim, and once, when be wasn't a-
lookin', Jie brung bis axe down anto
it. 'Phat -was when I was a young
shaver of about twenty-five or so.
That's what made me post-master,
and P' guess V've got the job fer 's
long 's I live. But I'11 tell you the
bull yarn somne other time, when you
come 'round, cuz there's the mail now,
a-commn' through the woods '" and
witb this he hol)bles cheerfully out
to the door of the porch again.

Yes, there through the window we
can see, along the roadway in the
woods opposite, an ancient, grey horse
ambling its tired way along before an
antiquated affaîr that does duty as a
"~buggy," wberein sits an old man of
many winters, wbo seenis to be part
and parcel of the outfit. As the mail
jogs leisurely up to the gate, the
P. M. hobbles down the path to get
the mail bag, then teturns to the
office, sorts the five or six letters and
as many papers, transfers to the other
bag those that are ta be sent to the
next office,, locks the bag, and after
informing us that there is nothing for
us to-day but that be will have a let-
ter for us ta-morrow if hie bas to
write it himself, he takes it out to
the patient old mnail-man. As we issue
forth from the porch, the ancient
driver gives the reins a gentle fiip
and off trots "the mail" to the next

once more seek the shady protection
of the maple woods, and again
give ourselves up to enjoyment of
the peaceful scene. But before we
pass beyond view of the little, brown,
time-worn Ontario post-office, we
turn for a last look at the contented
oId post-master, and as we turn, we
see bis bent, shirt-sleeved formn
hobblîng back inito' bis office, while
behind hlm lumber a couple of big,
heavy-footed farmers.

Thus probably, for thirty years, has
the P. M. hobbled bospitably back and
forth, utterly obuivious, doubtless, to
the beauty of the deep green woods
across the way, to the'sweet twitter-
ing of the birds in the trees, ta the
picturesqueness of bis littie nut-brown
homne nestling under the protecting
elm-tree; but we may be very certain
that he is ever conscious of bis dig-
nity at John Marston, P.M., proprie-
tor of the only post-office for six
miles around, and that he neyer for-
gets his duty as pos-t-master in the
service of the neighbourhood, the
Canadiari Government, and His Ma-
jesty the King.

A Song of Earth.
By STopP.ORD A. BRooxE.

A littie Sun, a littie ramn,
A soft wind blowing fromn the

West-
And woods and fields are sweet again,

And warmth within the miouinain's
breast.

Sa simple is the eartb we tread,
So quick with love and life ber

frame,
Ten thousand years have dawned and

led,
And still ber magie is the same.

A lîttie love, a littie trust,
A soft impulse, a sudden dream-

And life as dry as desert dust
Is fresher thaii a mountain stream.

simple is tbe Il
ready for nevw

eart ai man,
hope and jay;

gsince it began
gr than a boy.


