
CANADIAN COURII ER

"THOR'BREDS."

T HE coloured boy ieaned'against
the high board fence and gazed
proudly (lown the long waik.

H1e had danced anci somersaulted thîe
whole lengtb of it, a feat any boy
might weil be vroud of.

With the warmi sun bathing himu,
the high fence sbielding him from the
wind. hie rested a black atom, wbere
bis exuherance of spirits bad ieft
him.

There was not a cloud in bis skv.
He was whoiiy content. Wby
shouldn't bie be? He didn't have to
go to school, and wasn't he the owner
of a "purp"?

The "purp" lay at the boy's feet.
He was long and lean and bandy-
legged. H1e was snoozîng comfort-
ably, one clumsy paw shielding bis
eyes from the sun's rays.

The boy gazed at him lovingiy.
"He's a thor'bred aIl hunky,"' he

chuckled, lifting bis old, felt bat and
scratcbing bis wooily pate. "lie sure
is a tbor'bred."

H1e slippeddown on the walk and
gatbered the "purp" up in his arms.

By and by, the boy's head nodded
above lis pet. It was warm and rest-
fuI bebind tbe wind-break.

A- step on the walk aroused bim and
the "purp" squirmed and opened one
eye. A young man, stylisbly dressed
and swinging a ight cane, was pass-
ing along the opposite side of tbe
street. Hie was leading a beautiful
fox terrier by a»9iender cbain.

The boy, his chin sunk in bis
bands, watched bim. The smile had
passed from bis black face and the
corners of his moutb were drawn.
"Purp" scrambled out of bis arms and
rolled in the dust on the roadside.

At last the boy spoke.
<'You'd tbink him, dressed like lie

ail is, wouid be ow'nin' a tbor-hred,
Duke, " he said, addressing the " purp.",
"<But dat dog 'o' his'n'ain't nuthin'

but a no-'count mongrel. H1e ain't <le
shape o' you no-bow."

Suddenly bie sat up and rubbed his
eycs.

"Gollies, dat dog's tail bas been
bobbed," lie gasped. His sombre eyes
turlie( to "purp's" long tail, wagging
its giadness, and a frown puckered bis
brow. Hle arose ani leaned against
the fence again. lHe stood looking
downi on bis pet tbougbtfully. A sus-
picion that couild neyer become a con-
viction, bad kiiled for himi the joy of
the May morning.

Witb a sigb and a fearful glance
about bi be iifted bis battered bat
and smootbed it into a fedora shape.
Next he huttoned tbe bottom button
of bis coat and turned up the bottomn
of bis trouser-iegs. Wben be passed
back along the walk. the boy's shoul-
ders were squared and he waiked
xvitb a dîignified main. In one band
hie jaunitilv swung a stick eut fromt a
maple shoot and witb the other bie
tugged "piurp" along by a piece of
fisb-line.

At the corner the boy turnedi and
a gleam of pity sprang to bis eves.

"Wag that 'ere tail o' yourn, wair it
rigbt bard," lie said. "Kase to-morrne.
'puirp,' you-all won't bave any tail ter
wagr." Then squaring bis shouldcrs
and swinging bis stick, tbe boy passed
on, dragging "purp" hbind bii.

FISHIN' DAYS.

A S a rifle, Gran'pa was up, bis
breakfast eaten. and enjoying

bis morning pipe before the boys
camne down.

Tbis morning, mucb to bis sur-
prise, bie found tbem in tbe kitchen.
Tom busîlv attacbing weights and
books to two long lines and Dan pack-
ing a huge lunch-basket witb sand-
wiches and hard-boiled eggs.

"It's likely to bc a bard day on

the fish to-day, I guess," smiled
Grandpa.

"Look at those lines, aren't they
dandies, tbough ?" cried Tom, 1101(1
ing up two halls of new twine.

"lStrong enouglh to hold a whaie,
Tommie, only the hooks are too large.
You need smiall books for carp."

"Grandpa ought to kuow, I guess,"
cailed Dan. "Change 'cm, Tom, and
put on little hooks."

"I will," sa<1 Tom, going dowvn af-
ter his knife.

janc brought in the toast and coffee
and the old man sat down to break-
fast. The boys withdrew to a corner
and held a whispered consultation.

Grandpa fouind themn waiting, lunch
basket and Uines in hand, when hie got
through.

"Wbat. flot gone yet?" hie asked.
"You'll miss the best part of the day,
bovs."

"We wotild like von to comne along,
Crandpa," said Dan. "jim's going to
drive us over to the river. We'd like
to have voit. eh Tom ?"

"You bet," saîd Tom.
Grandpa settled back, a wistful look

on his face. Hie lit his pipe and puffed
it thoukhtfully. Then hie shook his
head sl(>wly.

"Rheumatismi and fishin' don't get
along well together, lads," he smiled.
"I'1d like to go, o' course, only I guess
1 hadn't better."

The hoys passed out and the oid
mlan sat thinking. Outside in a near-
l)V tree a robin was calling and trilling
his prophecy of a sweet April day.

When the souind of the wheeis died
on the gravel. Grandpa rose stiffly
and passed painfully outside.

A great splash of sunshmne fell be-
tween the kitchen and cook-sbed,
kissing bis face and giving him a jov
tinkre< with regret.

"Mavbe it wouldn't have burt me
aliv. after ail." he thought.

The sunt and the wind and the robin
seemed to him things fromn the far
past. Hie was over eighty years oid,
and the spot bie saw this morning lay
away iiack nearly seventy mile stones
away; and every mile-stone marked a
year.

He beard the biack-birds carroling

fromn the trees and rush-tops. Hie
smit the fresh, damip eartb again as
lie had smieiled it before when digging
for biait, Ile could sec the mossy
banik with its ncw coat of green
where bie had sprawled, bis eyes ever
upon the siender switch to wbich, the
long line was attached.

Hie camne back to the present xvith
a sigh.

"Maylîc it wouildn't bave hurt me
any, after ail," lie wbispered again.

He liftcd the spade resting against
the shed and turned over som-e of the
mellow soil at bis feet. A wriggling
wormi came to view. Hie picked it
ni) andl put it in an old salmon can.

The robin bopped around the build-
ing and watcbed the old man carn-
estly. H1e got uI) from the lumber
pile, easiiv ani w ithout one twinge of
p)ain, and commienced buniting for
more hait.

At the sotnnd of wbeeis on the
gravel, the 01(1 man picked up bis cani
of wornms and walked to tbe lane.
"The boys caught tbree carp and a
pike afore 1 left 'em," cailed Jim
jubilantiy, as bie drove up. "'Tell
Grandpa we wish bie had came,' they
says."

"If youi don't mînd, jim, 'III go
now," said Grandpa, handing up the
hait.

jini grinnted bis pleasure.
'Wlbcre'- vour canie, won't you he

needin' it?" be asked as hie helped the
old man in the rig.

('randpa looked back toward the
luimbe)r pile.

"0f ail things if 1 haven't left it
i>ehind." he cbuckled. "Neyer mind
the cane. Jimi, let's get a miove on."

BY AND BY.

\Vorid. hetwixt the wearv. grey days
And the tardy, scented May-days
Thev wiii comie, the dear oid play

davs,
By and by;

Sweet ýwith olden, golden weather.
And a song to iast forever,
And we'll drink of joy together,

You and I.
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