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of the gospel, which several boyish escapades
had dashed. My father and she had little in
common ; and one day, as he watched us working
in the dips, my mother came along, under her {
sunshade, from the farm and stood looking on,
half-sad, half-proud. My father was wholly [
proud of me at the moment, because I had

pinioned a particular recalcitrant ram between
my knees, and, wriggle his head as he would, I
was his master. The farm-boys stopped to laugh
and egg me on—just as I have seen, since then,
cowboys roar with laughter when some branded
two-year-old (who slipped through unbranded at
one-year) has arisen and made a disturbance
in a corral.

My father turned about, and, seeing my mother,
gave lus sniff that prefaced a jocular remark and
said he :

“I think you’d better be glad that the boy
can baptise sheep instead of mortals.”

My mother stiffened under the sunshade,
held it up rigidly over her head instead of
| letting it make a pretty circle behind her head
and shoulders. She walked sadly back to the
farm and wrote a letter straightway to her
minister, asking him his views on sheep-farming
for a young man. The parson wrote back
b that sheep-farming was a lazy life.

\ My father was a queer old fellow. He was
a determined enough man, but very * jack easy ”’
as the word is. He would dismiss things with
a ‘“Pshaw—don’t worry me,” just when the
looker-on expected him to fight to the end for his
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