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thos getie .oft-eyed cows. Otd Spot,
Brindie Redy, Bess and Beauty.

IUp Jong the lano te the paeture fields
in thà*ntleifshadows 1Igo. There
thoy are st the bars, the dear old bossies.

In time to the music of. Reddy's bell
we mdihome.

"Hurry, Briîidle, hurry, Boss, to-nght
i am n i a hurry. Ah, goodyl there are
Vie and Jess at the stable door and
Uncle Wiil je unharnefflng tliem. Now
1 wMi soon know what lie hms brought me."
How joyously I hasten on. No pro-
sentiment of the great overwhelming guif
of sorrow soon to overtake us, cornes to
me.- Fuit of pleseant anticipation aset
the contents of the bundies 1 know await
nie 1 lurry into the house. Yes, there
they are piled Up on the corner stand.
Now for a guews. What le ji this parcel.
Oh, candies to be sure, and this le orapiges.
Nowý whatever can thls be. 1 can't
guese. l'il have to look. Oh, such
pretty stuf for a new dress! Thus do I
go tbrough the parcels, meanwhile munch-
mng candies.

Now the larnp je lit and it ie my bed
tirne so to the room beyond, off of whicli
ie mylbeclrooin, I go.

Sested in pleseant converse ase to the

day's eVet Granny and Unle Wli

linerawhieSddenlyje as I arn about to plopinto mybea startled call froin my
unele causes me to bound back into the
living roomf.

There, in Uncte's arme, lies Granny.
For one moment I stand paralzyed then
concluding she lies falnted I get a dieli of
water. But my unele'knows better, it le
no faint.

11o for lire. R-"2 he says to me.
Sei2Zmga wrap hanging on a nail near tho
door, I1liurry out of the house,-into tho
black night and run as fast as trembling
limbe will permit to the home of Mr. R-
a quarter mile away.

With Mms. R- I hasten back and the
sad truth is forced upon mne, that Granny,
my Granny, the onlýr mother 1 could ever
remember was dead.

Oh the great blackness, the unutterable
niisery of that awful night and the suc-
ceeding days. How can the sunshine and
the birds sing and the leaves fli(j so mer-
rily on the trees when dear old Granny
wlio loved it ail so is dead. Two de
paso by, 1 know not how. In and out of
the bouse kindly neighbors and far away
friends pass. The third day dawns and

carage arive and that gat black
h=earse, oh, how I bate its solemn black-
nese., I canot, oh, I cannot look as they
bear ail that is mortel to it.

Now tlie long lime of carniages lieaded
by that dread black vehicle are i slow
motion. ()nwards, onwards; for four long
miles and the old village churcli of W-
is in sight. Froin its tower the slow strokes
of the tolling bell f all like blows upon my
heart.

Into the church the body le borne and
the solemn service je held and then the
awf ut course to the cemeteris pursued.
Oh, I cannot bean-it! I willnot bear it!
put Mny granny in that great hole, oh, it
muet npt be! But even so it muet be and
1 shiver as I hear the earth fafling upon
the box and as it were frein a great dis-
tance I hear the voice of Pastor C- as
lie pronounces the solemn worde, the

dread-sounding words: "Ashes to ashles
and dust to dust."

How awful seeme my return to that old
home. What an agony its voidneus
causes.

It is no longer a home for ehe who made
it so le gone, but verily she is "at rest
from lier labors."

The Fiddler of Dooney

Wlien I1play the fiddle in Dooney,
Folk dgnee like a wave of the ses.

M y cous i epriest in Kilvarent,
My brother in Moharabuiee.

I passed my brother and cousin;
They read in their books of prayer,

But I read in my book of sobige
I bought at the Sligo fair.

When we corne, at the enid of time,
To Peter sitting in state,

He will smile on the three old spirits,
But cail me first tbrough the gato.

For the good are atways merry,
Save by an evil chanoe*

And the merry love the fiddle,
And the merry love to dance.

And when the f olks there spy me,
They will ail corne up to me

With "Here ie the fiddler of tBooney1"
And they'll dance like a wave of tho es.

For the good are atways merry,
Save by an evil chance,

And even the oule of the bleuaed
Have love for a song and a dance.

W. B. Yeats.

About John Smithor' Unaenq
I'veaBOUghtthetr MvaMn

For whâis .pool* emocr
Thoy're abso very paI&.

About John Smitheru ranner, too;
For nmre, inclinod to carp

Win 1.11 you that it'sa far too %hun4
And-otheru, mw*l too sharp.

Nor un 1I probehie montaliMts;
For it in widoly ld

Both that ho had a. narrow mind
And that bis hoad a .wulhd

TO leas for funde for aay came
Býut oe= oam.esào

And smre report hua Mm6at.
'ftuE4 tr*l, amthm ould appiar

An inconstont berng,
From details I have h" td bre-

Which jibe, wi"hut agreing.

Dear Frlend: Tour a.n-m. h'
dono woderm for me whbm ww7*f

eime fallod." Thece are the Wud
Mfflin uod ina arecuit letter te 0 a

~ptar, Mma Lydia W. Ld I
L~t, whose ad. appecre auspè3

"A word to the wie is a"foln.

TOO LATE TO CLAS8IPY
DEAFNE8S CAN BE CURE» by

E. M. Good's new diacoveryaude inCa
Good'a Deaf ne.. Remedy-twodr

mnniad ni ht until heariag la
A ofew gday. bin resuis. Orne OOq
droper onu 81.18 postpld orIv. bott1etàI

ro" r for 5.00 p os- ti id, e g s e d
Addr Alvin Sales Co.,Det. 21, P.O
Box 67, Winnipeg, Man.

COIRN $yIUJP-
7Some people prefer the white (LilyWhate) cornsyrup
for table use* others, the golden, cane-flavored,
Crown Brac

Authorities strongly recommend Lily Wit. for
PRESERVING, and candyý-raking.

ARDS

44L

lRhN SYR0I

CROWN ANS
CORiN syRlUP

Lil Whte and Crown Brand Cwon Syrup cma b.
ued for ail cooking purposes.

Both ar=pr food products, nourishing, Iiigh in foodi
valueaae great helps to household economy.
SoId by Grocers everywhere-in 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound 6mns

The Canada Starch Co. limited ou Moâtreal
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