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HER USUAL WAY.
Srsmrsu~L- \~iv'Mr. Siss , Fimm so glad yot&ve

comek 1 hiven*t ,.en vtiu since 've h.-d such a pleasant time here
last -umflInCr.'
Mr. Sissy-0h! yeý, v'ou have. Vou've passed nie onth

s rcet hundred.ý of tUniee. \Vhat you niezn 1$. you Iaven't bieur'

HOW BOB CRAIG GOT HIS GUN.

ANV a laughlable story I have heard
É2- of poachers, but none more so, 1

think, than what 1 can tell you of
'~Bob Craig, and how lie became

te possessor of a fine double-
barelld -n.Bob one nlit

called upon Bill Stewart to have
a chat. They were discussing

'it the state of the weatber and
e~, prospects of an early fali, whlen

1a shufling noise iras heard out-

"What on eartlîs that?' said Bob.
" Whaf-s that 1 Sonie rogues at rn> apples again," and

Bill ran to the door just in tie to see a dark figure
getting over the fence.
xi' N'ou vîllain,"-turniing to Bob-" I believe you're ini
coipany with tlien and here to keD nie talking, while
your blackguard companions plunder."

Bob protested bis innocence, and as a proof proceeded
to advise Williami in the niatter.

W~hy don't you use that gun hangin- up there and
Proteet your property?"

l'The gun ! Lord preserve nie, you wouldn't advise nie
to shoot the de- the knaves."

"lWhy not, tbey bave no business bere, and you cati
surely fire at your own apples."

IlTbere's sometbing in that,» mused William, land if
you keep me conîpany on Saturdav might, 1'1l have a bailg
at the rascals, if they turn up."

Ill'il prom-ise," said Bob, who sais' somle sport in pros-
pect. ".1Just give thern a shower of sparrow bail about
the le gs, so tbat you'Il find out who they are; when you
can tell them you'Ll aim higber next timne."

After some prelirninary arrangements, Bob left, promis-
ing to be there on Saturday night, to prove that William
only fired at bis own apples, on bis own ground.

Bob went Il, me whistling gaily, when a hright idea
struck hini. "*l'il -et Tom Brown to act the robber, and
by some means must get firing the gun. Tom must
scheme he's dead, and- oh Christmas, somebody hold me
or l'il b-t-bust.">

On Saturday night, Bob kept bis appointment, and
after sanîpling the boule, botb set out with the gun well
charged. They had inot waited long, when they heard i
noise, and peering cautiously frorn their hiding place, saw
thîe forni of a man warily creeping towards a big tree.
Arriving lie began to climb and throw down the apples.
William levelled his gun, wheni Bol), taking hold of bis
arm, whispered,

"lGive it to nie, WVilliam ; the excitement is too mluch
for you, you're shak-îng, and you may make a mistake."

This last argument,- settlcd the matter, and Bill re-
signed the gun to Bob. The latter carefuly levelled the
gun at the foot of the tree-and fired. Scarcely had he
pulled the trigger, than a nîost blood-curdling yell came
froîn the tree, and crash through the branches feil the
robber, who with a convulsive struggle anmd a deep groan,
lay to, ail appearance dead.

"'lhat's the way to settle him," said Bob.
"Seule him! Good heavens, you've killed the miar."
"Go and see if you recognize him, Williamn."
"God forbid that I should touch a mnurdered mia,"

said William with a shudder.
Wihl they caîl it murder, WVilliam ?"

"Murder! Xou'il bang as sure as nîy tiame is William
Stewart."

ciBut they cannot bang nme, it ivas you that told me.
'l , leres your gunI to prove it !"

"Itus-it's-not my gui," stammered Williami. 'Il
just rail out when I heard the shot 1 No, no, the gun is
yours, Bob, and fine you know you bougbit it last Wed-
nesday nighit."

Now, no, Vila;taeyour gun and l'il bury the
body"

I tell you its not mine. Vou can bury the body and
take home your gun, but you wvon't get mie rnixed up in
the affair," and with that hie Mn into the bouse, Iocked
the door, and shakirig like a leaf got irito bed. Bob withi
a quiet chuckle, walked over to Brown, and said: IlIt's
al] right, Tom, gather up your fruit and let's be off; I
thought to liave a laugh but have got sometbing more."

W~illiam coulan't understand bows none of the neigh-
bors were amissing, and arrived at the conclusion that the
man was a strang'er, but often when hie meets Bob lie
asks in a whisper: IlHave y-ou ever heard who hie was,"
to which Bob's invariable answer has been, "lNot yct, but
I fear it will corne out some day."

AN ANCIENT TORTURE REVIVED.

P U PIL (readiing-" « And the assassin was condemned
to be liroken on the wbeel."'

TEAcHER-" What do you understand by that?"
PUPIL-11 They niade him ride a bicycle."

A FULL EXPIATION.

P ASTOR-" Mr. Blenkinsop, you have been somiewhat
neglectful of your religious duties. 1 baven't seen

you at church for the last three months."
BLFNKINSOP-11 No, doctor-but then V've been to two

Sunday 3chool picnics lately'
PASTOR (salm;ly-"l My friend, I ask your pardon.

Your fault bas been fuiry atoned for."


