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Johnnie's Cure.

« Munma ! mamma !” cried Johnnie, ““do you
kow where my cap is? I can’t find it anywhcn:e,
and papa wants me to go to the post office for him
right away.” .

Mamma was busy sewing but she luid down her
work to look for the missing cap. As Johnnic had
wid, it was nowhere to be secu.

« Where did you put it when you came from
school not half an hour ago?”

«On the hat rack, I know, and now it isn't any-
where.  Oh, dear ! how provoking !”

After fifteen minutes diligent search shared by
all the members of the family the cap was found
tcked away in the owner's cont~ pocket, and
Johnnie ran away to do his father’s errand, while
the others returned to their interrupted work and
tricd to make up for lost time.

« Johnnie is growing morc caveless every day,”
said his mother. I don’t know what to do with
him. It isn’t always possible to make him look for
lis own things, and I'm afraid nothing else will
cure him.”

“«Suppose we try setting « frightful cxample,”
suggested his older sister.

« Perhaps thet would do,” replied his mother, as
the details of the plan presented themsclves.

The next afternoon Johnnie rushed in from school
aying, ¢ Mamma, Mrs. Harris says the ice' is
srong enough to bear us, and we are all going
skating ; but I've just torn my coat. Can you
please mend it right away?” o

“Yes, if I can find my thimble. See if it isin
my hasket.” .

“Why, I don’t sce where it can be,” said Mrs.
Black, feeling in her pocket and not finding it.
“Look all around the room.”

Johnnie, in too much haste to think how very
strange it was for his orderly mother to mislay any-
thing, hunted diligently, but no thimble came to
light,

“Go ask Jenmic for hers.” Jennie’s was ulso
missing.  * I think you will have to stay at home ;
you certainly cannot wear that coat as it is.”

Sore as the disappointment was, Johnnie was
obliged to submit. For a week the very spirit of
disorder seemed to ru'e the house. Every article
was left where it was last used, until the once tidy
rooms looked fairly cheerless with the accumulated
liter. There was one exception. While Johnnie
was constantly called upon to look for Jennie’s
gloves, or mamma’s scissors, or papa’s wmbrella, his

own cap was more frequently on the rack, his
skates on theic hook, his slate and books strapped
together. - . i

‘inally, after an niusually trying experience, he
exclvimed one day, I never saw such a house as
this is getting to be. I seem to be th’(’a only one
that ever puts things where they belong.”

The shout of laughter that went up at this extra-
ordinury statement somewhat abashed the speaker,
ut he sturdily maintained his point ; whereupon
the others promised that if he would continue to
l t such & good example they would cortainly fol-
ow it,

That weck taught Johnnie n lesson he never
orgot,

Bovs should never go through life sa.tisﬁ‘ed to be
ways borrowing other people’s brains, There are
me things they should find out for themselves.
here is always something waiting to be found out.
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Driving a Hen into a Coop.

When a woman has a hen to drive into a coop, she takes hold
of her ekirts with hoth hands, shakes them quietly at the de-
linquent and eays: ‘‘ Shoo, there!” The hen takes a Jook at
the object to assure herself that it is 8 woman and then stalks
mujestically into the coop. A man doesn's do it that way,
He yoes out doors snying : ** It's singular that no one candrive
& hen but me ?” and picking up a stiok of wood hurls it at the
offending biped, and yells: * Get in there, you thiet {” The
hen lmmedmtelg' loses her renson and dashcs to the other end
ot the yard, The man plunges after ber. She comes back
with her head down, her wings out, and followed by a mis.
cellaneous assortment of stove wood, fruit oans, clinkers and
o very mad wan in the rear. Then she skims under the barn
and over a fence or two and around the house back to the coop
agaio, all the while talking as only an excited hen can talk,
and all the while followed by things convenient for throwing,
and by a man whose coat is on the saw-buck, whose hat is on
the ground and whose porspiration is limitless, By this time
the other hens have come out to take a hand in the debate and
help dodge misiles. The man vows that every hen on the
place shall be 50ld at once, puts on his bas and coat and goes
down town. The woman comes out, goes right to work, and

has every one of thase hens housed and eounted inside of two
minutes.

He Bought a Carriage.

A YouNe man with a baby in his arms stoed on a stroet cor-
ner, says the Cork LEyaminer. The balgf was ot penoe with it-
gell, the young man who held it, and the world in general.
The youug man didn’t appear 8o satisfled. He looked quite
anxious and ill at ense.

e had been standing there with the baby in his arms for
almost an hour, when two young men, who had been standing
on the opposite corner enjoying the situation, crossed tho
street and walked u]: to him,

1oy, old chappie, where did you get the kid?"

“ A young lady asked me to hold it for her a few momenta
while she went into a store,’ * answered the young man, be-
ginning to look as if he wished she badn’t.

*‘She did, eh? Well, the best thing you can do is to take
the child up to police headquartera and report the cage. The
mother has deserted the baby,”

I don't believo it,” said the holder of the baby, but the
expression of his face seemed to belio the statement.

** You don't?” oxclaimed the second young man, * Il bet
you £2 to a shilling it's a fact.”

“I'll take that bet,” and the money was put ;:P

About five minutes lator a very trim little lIndy came out of
the atare with her arms full of bundles.

*Oh, John, how long I've kept you waiting] Has baby
been behaving itself? Come to its mother, poor little dear.
What? Youw've got to see a friend | All right ; hurry up.”

And as the couple walked off, the young gents on the corner
could henr the fond father say ;

b ;lSee, it will just buy baby that carriage you wauted so
R y‘u

Level means flat, yet the man who would feel flattered to be

called level-headed would object strongly to being called flat-
headod. 0dd, isn't it ?

The True Inwardness of the War Drama.
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HEROINR.—Ah, how noble Colonel Westpoint fooks, riding away at the head of his
brave fellows to battle for theiv country's flag. Oh, heavens, to think that perhaps we

may never meet again,
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