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For instance, there is a family llvine across^he street from us. The father is' a midlleaSman ,Nho has made money and rather likes to•mpress you with the fact, while not caZ to

Bald-headed and stout, enviably successful inbusiness, a pod husband and father, though atrfle impatient of his youngest son'^ wanf ofattention to his books-apparently enjojng his

prised to find such retrospects as the followingstored away in his desk. Yet there they are.

MY YOUTH

When I was but a growing lad,
A little shaver quite.

With coats that always got too short
And boots that grew too tight,

I had to split the kindling-wood.
And clear the snow away.

And bring the cow, and go io school.
And didn't get nnich play.

I used to hate to dean my boots.
And wash my hands for school •

I thought the boy who liked his books
Must be an awful fool
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