
V<IIHN FATHER TAI{ES MEi, FOR A WII

ski11 becaiine very sharp aud stiff. Oîîe
'If the littie Cockle Blurrs turned mnueh,
browner than the rest, so she was nanîied

lý1rownie. One day l3rownie (who was
verY inisehievous and fond of adven-
ture) saw a large shaggy-looking dog

eOmning dowln the path near their liouse,
anld thought bo herseif, ''Now, if lie will
Oflly conie this way 1 will catch 0o1 to

hlis rough coat with mny littie hooked
brisiles aluJ oh what a lovely ride T

shail lave. I will sec another part of

the world altogether.'' Sure enougli,

('olh1e passed that way, and littie
BrPownie harely inanaged to get a fi""'
hold when away went the (log after il
cat Whieh crossed the path at that mo-

"lent. Little Cockle Bnrr's heart beat

'tlickly and lier hair stood straighit Up

on, her head with fright. The chase
"lO"n ended, however, as pussy qnickly

Cimlbed a tree, and Collie, iii a very bad

telper, and panting fromn his hard run,

walked down to the edge of a small

pond and began to drink.

Brownie was inow very muceh afraid

that she was going to be drownCd, so

stuck lier hooks farthel' into the dog's

coat and clunig ontightly. Colic soon1

feit this and, seatiflg hirmself a little

distance from, the cdge of the water,

scratched so hard that 13rowiiie's hold

wIas loosened and dJowil she fell into the

cool, moit >atl Atfstse was

frightefled, but she sooni became used to

the darkness, and being tired out after

ail hier adventurcs, fell into a decp sleep

which lasted ail winter.

The next spring she awoke, and help-

ecl by the kind suni and gentie raiii,.,

grew and gre\v until she became a fine,

strong plant, just like hier miother. She,

too, had ai large fanily of littie ones,

and she often told then, the story of

how she left home, and warned the

childrcfl not to be in too big a hurry

to leave their mnother.

When Fa ther Takes Me For a Walk

Whien father takies me for a walk

It makes me glad ail day;
le puts his hand inî mine aud says:

"Now, captain, lead the way."

1 take him to the chipniunk's hole,

To ponds whierc fish are thick;

And where the big boys dig for bait,

Ile whittles me a stick.

And îaakes a willow whistle, tOO,

That we take turns to bloW;
We seatter petals in the brook

And wonder where thcy go.

Then, when wc're tired, we start for home,

Aud talk of lots of thiflgs-
Why mother has such cuddlY ways,

Why birds and becs have wings.

AnJ father talks of business, toO,
And asks lue my adviCe.

Now, wouldn't you, if you were there,

Think walks like that Were nice?

-Louise Ayres Garflett.


