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RESTLESS BABIES.Ah soon as they had taken up their 
position wolf No. 1 dashed at the an 
telopes, which immediately scampered 
•way in the opposite direction, only to 
lie headed off by one of the wolves 

in wait. This hap 
again, the different

changed t.hg direction of their flight. 
And by degrees they were driven back 
toward the furrow in which the sixth 
wolf was lying concealed in readiness to 
tear one of them to the ground as they 
passed by. Here we have a combined 
scheme of action, carefully thought 
and arranged lieforehaud^ It is almost 
impossible not to regret that Colonel 
Campbell prevented it from being car 
ried to a conclusion by shooting one of 
the wolves.

An amusing instance of sagacity was 
recently recorded of n skua. The bird 
in question, somehow became aware 
that a nest hunter was searching for 
itfl ergs. It therefore left the little hol
low in which they were lying, hurried 
up to a sitting gull, drove it away, and 
settled down in its place. Every now 
and then it raised it? head cautiously, 
a« though looking out fur danger, and 
then crouched down again upon the 
eggs of the gull. At last, as the nest- 
limiter dre\. near. flew away with a 
terrified squall. Evidently the bird 
knew that he we . hunting for ite oggs, 
but concluded that he would not know 
those of a gull from its own, and con 
eoeted its little stratagem accordingly. 
You cannot call this anything else but

HOW MUCH DO ANIMALS KNOW.

By Theodore Wood, F.R.8. If your little one is restless and 
cross it is more than likely the trouble 
is due to some derangement of the 
stomach or bowels, and if Baby's Own 
Tablets is given the child will soon be 
bright and cheerful, and when the moth 
er gives her child this medicine she has 
the guarantee of the government anal 
yst that it contains no opiate or poison
ous drug. Mrs. J. F. honey, Allanford, 
Ont., says:—"I have used Baby's Own 
Tablets for constipation and other ail 
ments of children end have found 
them more satisfactory than any other 
form of medicine." Sold by medicine 
dealers or by mail at 25c a box from 
The Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock- 
ville

"How much do animals know I" The 
question is not an easy one to answer, 
and very different replies are given. On 
the one hand we have the physiologist., 
who asierts that animai,-- are noticing 
more than live automata, with liai ther 
reasoning faculties nor true power of 
perception: anil on. the other hand we 
have the writer of son logical romance, 
who endows his favorite beasts and 
birds with every human thou glee 
feeling and emotion, 
truth lies eomew.iere between the two

which were lying 
pened again and 
wolves springing up one after ano 
as often as the terrified antel

Probably the

extremes.
At any rate, animals can think for one 

another, and plan for one another, and 
converse
ow-n disappeared once for exactly * 
week. At the end of that time 1 haw 
him returning, in excellent condition, 
along the tops of the walls of the 
neighboring garden*.

He jumped down, went up 
ther, who was lying asleep in the sun, 
and woke her. For two or three min
utes the pair appeared to be engaged 
in earnest conversation. The eon then 
jumped back on to the wall, th< 
ther followed hit 
•I*I>eared for 
they return*

, Out.
with one another. A cat of my

LITTLE I-DON’T-LIKE-YOU.

i! I don’t like you!" 
of a girl who sang

"I don’t like 
It was a little 
out these naughty words and pouted her 
lips and frowned.

"I don't like you neither, then," 
said Joe, getting cross.

"And I don’t like you, missy,’’ said 
Frank.

bit

to his mo-

and the two die- 
week. after which 

fat as

"Peoples who come visitin’ ought to 
Kilite,” said Mary Sue.

"1 don’t like 
1 don’t like you 
n girl frowned 
cousins.

The little bit of a girl’s name wa* 
Anna, and she had just begun to he 
cross, for a whole week she had been 
a dear child, so gen 
Sophie called her Pi

"I don’t like you" She was frown 
ing at Aunt Sophie, and Joe and Frank 
end Mary Sue felt 
for «Aunt Sophie was a visitor, too.

n.
he lie ,

they returned as sleek and as 
if they had been living entirely

you I I don’t like you! 
!" And the little bit of 
at each of her small• cream. Where they went I do n

to Ibis day. But it is quite clear that 
the son hit upon some land of milk 
and the He Hue equivalent of honey, 
enjoyed its pleasures for a time, wish
ed his mother to enjoy them too, and 
then went home in order to fetch her. 
And undoubtedly he had to*d her why 
he had come. Here, at any rate, we 
hsvè thought ivd >'in”,'*;.-rati in. and th? 
Interchange of kn 1 11 

My peesent cat a blue Per m hi 
his supper at 9 o’clock. He then 
the door, -with the utmost reg 
and requests to he let out in order that 
he may return to bis haunts in the gar 
den. Being a delicate aiitinal, his pe 
tition is u invariably refused : and a I 
ter a renions! ran ce or two he retire1 
to an armchair and proceeds to make 
himself comfortable. The moment that 
the postman’s knock is heard, however, 
he returns to the door, for he knows 
jierfeclly well that the maid will brin : 
up the letters, and that it will be open 
ed, so that he can slip out. Here we 
have memory and the association of 
ideas. A postman’* knock is followed 
in unvarying sequence by an open study 
door, with a chance at any 'rate of an 
illicit return to the garden.

I have the record of a ease, too, In 
which a retrieve? dog yas seen to lie 
busily collecting mouthfuls of hay and 
carrying them to one particular spot 
in a field. On investigation it proved 
that he was laying the hay on a hedge 
hog, which was lying ciflled up on the 
ground. Having covered it up careful 
ly, he picked if up in hi* mouth, hay 
and all, and trotted away with it. the 
hay being evidently intended to protect 
His Jaws from ite spine. No Amount 
of Inherited instinct, will explain he 
havior such as this. It was a clear 
case, of reason.

Cate and dogs are domesticated ant 
mal* of courue. Their mental faculties 
have been developed, presumably, l>y, 
association with mankind through manv 
succeeding generations. Therefore they 
are probably more intelligent than their 
wild relations. But wild animals often 
manifest intellectual powers of a some 
what high order. Six wolves, for in 
stance, were seen in India by CoVme. 
W. Campbell combining in an attack 
upon some antelopes which were feod 
Ing together in the middle of a larg> 
field. After an obvious colloquy, lasting 
for several mkiutee, one of the wolves 
remained where he was and a aeoond 
made his way cautiously to a furrow 
near the spot where the antelopes were 
feeding, while the others crept along 
with equal caution, each to a different 
corner of the field.

But U l«

tie that her AuntAnd, i>ersonally, I find it hard to at 
liehavior of the thorn back crab 

quaint crustacean, as
tribute
to instinct. That 
even- naturalist
t> d!n*n!-e Itself bv

accustomed 
m seaweed 1 

all over it i ha *k •'irefully
”ant* very much ashamed,

rrranging them in position and pressing 
their rn ders or sucker-» tlmilv down 
w ith its great claws, until they are held 
in place by the tiny hooks with which 
the surface of the carapace ia covered.

This practice, of course, may be pure 
ly instinctive. Rut what are we to say 
of the feet that if you take « ne of these 
crabs, w'.ioee back Is covere 1 with sea 

4s, and place it in a link of s»a 
the bottom of which is covered 

with sponges, it will invar.ably strip 
off the seaweeds and replace them bv 
sponges! *

It is difficult to avoid the conclusion 
that the animal réalités that it h not so 
well concealed a it could wish, and 
discovers not only reason, but the rem
edy- in other words, that even a crab 
can think.

"I Don’t-I ike You!" questioned Aunt 
Sophie. "Oh, ia that your name! I 
thought it was Annal"

Now, the naughty little girl fully had 
expected Aunt Sophie to eay, "Oh, you 
must like me. Pussy !" She loved to be 
called Pussy. But when Aunt Sophie 
gave her another look, she cried out 
«gain, "I don’t like you!"

‘‘If whenever I look at that little 
nephew he would cry out, ‘Joe!’ I 
would know for sure and certain that 
liis name ia Joe, which it ia. If 
whenever 1 look at this little nephew 
he would ecream, ‘Frank!’ then I would 
know his name ia Frank; and eo with 
Mary Sue. Therefore, sure and certain, 
we have here Little I-Don’t Like-You."

‘‘It isn’t a Christian name, ia it!" 
asked Joe.

"'Cause Christians like people," said 
Frank.

"She must be an old Chinaman," de
clared Mary Sue.

"Little I Don't Like You," said Aunt 
Sophie, ‘‘didn’t I hear you calling 
name to a man in the 
it true that you have 
cook!"

"I’m afraid she screamed it to the 
ice mau." said Joe.

“Then it is all around the place," 
said Aunt Sophie. "I am very sorry, 
for It ia not a pretty 
as pretty as Pussy."

"1 Don't Like You ia an old China 
man, eo she is," 
a girl; ‘‘I—I—I’m Pussy now."

Aunt Sophie eat down on the porch 
steps, opened her arms, called "Pu 

I something

goe^to

AUTUMN.

By W. M. Ma*'kcricher, M.A. 
The Year, an aged holy pr!e?t.

In gorgeous vestment ? dad. 
Now celebrates the «oleum 

Of Autumn, sweet and sad.

/ I.public road 
told it to the■ '

The Sun, a contrite thurifer 
After bis graish days.

Through le-sening arch, a wavy blur, 
BJs burnish’d censer sways.

Tlie Earth-an altar all afire 
What hecatombs to claim!

Shoots upward many n g dden spire 
And crimson tongue of flame.

Like Jethro’s shepherd when he turn’d 
In Midlan’s land to view

The bush that unconsuming burn <i,
I pause—»n<l worship too.

name; not near

sobbed tlie little bit of

•sy."
soft and fluffy was iu

"I wish that Joe and Frank and Mary 
Sue would tell the cook and tlie ice 
man and everylmdy that I do like peo 
ides," said the little bit of a girl, wip 
ing her evee.

"'Cause you feel better when you like 
peoples, don’t you!" asked Mary Sue.

Then Joe and Frank as well as Mary 
Rue promised to tell the cook and the 
Ice man and everybody what Pusay said, 
and after that there was never again 
a little I Don't-Like Yon around dis 
turbing the peace.—Selected.

If a strenuous soul lie sad. so much 
the worse for him and his cause, 
is trying to shoulde 
verse than one man can carry. liCt 
us trust Cod, and right In the strai 
may find our month filling with his 
gifts of laughter. Loneliness, moroae 
ness, discontent, impatience, anxiety — 
leave them for the unreligious.

He
r more of tlie uni-

L___ ______________ ____ .r. ■ *■ > »...- .itfe a,, 'ut


