
one, like a pear, only it's too knobby 
on top). Why, so it is 1 I never thought I 
It is the bust of Shakespeare. Mamma, 
it looks just like him. Ladies and gen­
tlemen, here is the great Shakespeare 
himself. This is really just the splead- 
idest museum I It's wonderf'ller than 
Barnum'a V*

O a ''Company'll want pertaties for din-
surpmmi tmd delÿltod B^,mm or no Barnum. If youse
She laughed until the himy up ru b„ve to take a hand,

her silver polish and M Ann was gathering up her cloths 
seem - - The stiver lay in a re-

a regiment

"I didn’t mean to, Mary Ann; I’m aw 
ful sorry.”

The child’s face and tone were full of 
penitence, and the kind Irish heart be­
hind the rough speech and manner 
touched.

"Niver

MABEL’S MUSEUM.

The mistress of the manse opened the 
door decisively and then hesitated. Be 
hind her was the hot, disorderly kitchen;
More her the cool dining-room with its 
long table partially set, its shaded win­
dows; and in its farther cornef, curled 
up in the big rocking chair, the little 
daughter, smiling happily over her book. Mary Ann 
It was this part of the picture that had at her ownj

« ztâ-sc**
,eThe morning had been one of unusual But the episode had a subduing effect 
burry allj flurry. A belated letter an upon Mabel, who fell to work In silent, 
nourieing a party of guests for dinner "There, I've pared three. Three goes 
had thrown the quiet household into a in twentyene-that's one seventh. Mam- 
sudden fever of preparation. Mahel had mal oneeeventh are done.
Entered into the general excitement with How fine!
all the zeal and exhilaration that a pros. Now the art of digging potatoes is 
nect of ’’company’’ always arouses in a „ot included in any college curriculum,
child, aud her service! had been invalu- and jt was the family conviction that
able. But her mother had noticed how the parson’s potatoes carried into .lie
the willing feel had lagged a little on their 0Biiar every year enough of mother earth
last errand and the sigh of weariness for a nMt year's growth,
that had come unbidden. She had been “This water s awful muddy, mamma, 
glad to dismiss her to rest and wonder- if, just black."
land, and now there was real regret in “You had better pour it off and get 
her heart and voice as She spoke at last. more." . - llv ,,

“Mabel dearie, I ani sorry to disturb “Oh, but I dont want to. 1 like
know you are tired, but Mary this way. I'm going to excavate at Pom- 

‘ peii and then I'll have a museum 1 La
dies and gentlemen, behold me as I des 
cend into the depths I What is this I dis 

(I guess these two hugged up so 
in the hill that they 'moot grew 

together.) Ladies and gentlemen, these 
are the real-and true Babes iu the Wood, 

their cruel 
in the

A littleinoin, darlint.
water won’t spile my beauty.”

and brushes.
splendent row on the tabl 
of glittering forke and spoons, oommand- 

who seemed to 
wont with the

ed by Captain Teapot, 
be swollen beyond his 
pride of his glory. How dazzling would 
be the effect on the eyee of "company ! 
Mary Ann surveyed them with pride and 
an expectation of compliments.

A few moment* later the little girl 
stood at her mother’s elbow. She brand 
ished the potato-knife, and little drops 
of muddy water trickled from her finger
1 “Three thirds 1 Seven-sevenths 1 Twen­
ty-one-twenty-oneths I They’re all ready, 
mamma. My museum is finished—ten 
cents admission; but you shall come in 
for nothing, you dear little mammal I 
think it’s a pretty good way, don’t you, 
mamma? I’ve studied art and house- 
keeping and arithmetic all at once; dont 
you think that’s a pretty good way!

Her mother thought it a moet
excellent "way” to transform a disagree­
able task into a pleasant pastime, and 
she told her little daughter so between

Such an odd looking dish of potatoes 
had for dinner that day! Mary 

“hadn’t the heart to maeh ’em." 
“Venus of Milo” fell to me, and I ate 
it with much inward amusement.—Con 
gregationalist.

Ann is so busy.”
The little girl looked up in a dazed 

way. She had travelled too far into won­
derland to get back at a moment’s notice.
But the present with its delightful fore­
look was easily recalled.

“Hoi I’m not tired a bill What is it?
“Would you mind getting the potatoes just as they were left by

for dinner?” unclel 1 hope ne *ot buned l,p
The chair rocked violently as Mabel ashes to pay him." 

cgvpimh'p.l oui of it falling over her "Well, they got burled up, too.
feet, ami the book landed with a “Mary Aon. you mustn’t interrupt my

slam on the window-seat. museum. Here are two potatoes just a,
“Mind! Course notl" round—as round as anything. I tell you
And so stumbling and tumbling and whatl They're loaves of bread. Mam 

l.îghing?-he burst® into the kitchen ma, didn't you say they f.mnd
“Where’s the nan oh, Mary Ann!” she loaves of bread at Pompent 

sang ’ K "Yea' 1U1hM tÏZ,Wïe„r:„Pl.^' Uncle lack had taken Tom for a walk
Marv Ann made no answer. None oven more than 1.800 yeare ago. In the woods and as they came throughwas needed. The pan was self evident »f.ll her. the, «.!«*«J**[“ W'ZTt,™ idl, brjught hi, stick

But Mary Ann was grumpy. She did the day they were baked. Have a sl.oe, ^ ppon p fsm,ly anls u,at were
not approve of unexpected company and Mary Annl . . busy carrying into their home some"he was venting he, ilVhumor on . silver "So. th.uk ye I don ^ * Bh,d ^ le(t . picnic
teapot, much to the teapofe advantage, petal,,"came from Mar, Anna tightly
The little girl touched her frowsy head closed^ *}pJv .. goea in “I am sorry that the woodland news-
lightly with the pan as she passed by. Seven potatoes pare . one-third paper will have report I tragedy, said

“Oh I’m going down cellar-and-and twenty^nethree *£►-*■*• darkle I Uncle Jack, soberly. "They will have
-you're a good feller-ycs, you are, Mary Down I plunged again into tbjtdjk ^ ^ >whiU buey storing provisions
Ann!" the broken song continued. J. . . toffptherl I declare I—I do de- in their home near Long Pond, the ant

Mary Ann', clouded face began to vie «J*?4 win. I (I family was .truck by a tornado, and
with the teapot. ?i,™-hl vyiell von how itwael Ladies nearly everyone perished. This was an

“Qo 'long wid yet" but she chuckled tho g’• y|h, twin, didn't live excellent family, and was doing no harm.
with pleasure. Î nniW ' tSr One Ô them at. up In the home were «veral little ones, who

The pan suddenly became a tam^ur Xhl dinMr so the otiler couldn't grew. walled through the night for something
ine, sod a moment later landed with relied d scolded each other. to eat; but finding the house overturn-
daller at the foot of the «ll.rst.ue. ?eyquam.ltod an^^olded lnd the,r raillng, the, .tart-

"Mammal shout from the depl“}*• , ca]ne and buried them both ed off Into the woods snd were lost The.
The mother walked hurne y what comes of quar- cause of the tornado is unknown,

pantry to the head of the stairs to ask up. You see now wnat q „why js |t llk, thltr asked Tom,

’’"How many shall 1 getf" 'tS'po'se you remember that time 'The, have been at come
"Oh. that depmd. on the alw-twen- yoatnd Jack ,0 to «IjJAbblln ^ T#u pai£ to Lild that little house; M.

Befure’ehe had reached her moulding di.turb my eioavalin*. And tog"it'"'"ow"it U Uld'wtl? and they

ahe -rec,ned- sa.'ssrmM i 8ome °' th*
dear." ak. S' iTZl ^Sli’lffl”; "‘Moïïd "dSr’n^Lldn, at Urn'T think ,'U gettwenty one ,0 make thisHUa. V.™ - «bl „ „ , had made

». protracted eta, below wa, «count. „m JWaar, he, IWb.tub. of-ms. J» »£ tS”^,' nut* ’from

“"iVokM out ”i the (unn, one, I down and b?ok! oft her «me !" my luMh bex. and {b*,
could flnd Some of 'em are awful funny." A silence follows, broken b, ,h. el.t- He Uu. til. c.k. down -amfoU,. and

d.?= ^iW«-5SJ» =£3,5rix =s
vvarsftva MJ5L-i&rrss
“oh you bothersome child, you I I hard 'x.mple Well, I must descend “Pmbahly; !,"! if, they forge I ^m

[wt,tlea me,el,r ,he rr,tiow5d?r:jatitiss :u.- cr., did.-

The

TOM'S LESSON.

"I know whst

T

THE DOMINION PRESBYTERIAN10
SKETCHES

TRAVELThe InglenookSTORIES
POETRY

ar
e


