WHEN FATHER TAK E

skin '
of thléeﬁ?‘:ale very sharp and stiff. One
rowner the /Lrockle Burrs turned muech
rownic 281 the rest, so she was named
very miéeh‘ ne day Brownie (who was
ture) sam le\i?us and fond of adven-
coming dowal arge shaggy-looking dog
and thoy htl the patl} near their house,
only comge tl;['o herself, ¢‘Now, if he will
his rope, Is way I will catch on to
bl‘istlesga coat with my- little hooked
shall h. nd oh ‘what a lovely ride T
the Worlg‘ I will see another part of
Collie altogether.”” Sure enough,
mwniff;SSed that way, and little
hold Whenarely managed to get a firm
cat whicl away went the dog after a
ment Lit;’,lrossed the path at that mo-
ickly a 1e Cockl'e Burr’s heart beat
on he. hleltd}lel"hau' stood straight up
S00m ende da with fright. The chase
linbed 5 t, however, as pussy quickly
tempér. ay (1{69, an_d Collie, in a very bad
25 nd panting from his hard run,
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walked down to the edge of a small
pond and began to drink.

Brownie was now very much afraid
that she was going to be drowned, so

stuck her hooks farther into the dog’s

coat and clung on-tightly. Collie soon

felt this and, seating himself a little
distance from the edge of the water,
seratched g0 hard that Brownie’s hold
was loosened and down she fell into the
cool, moist earth. At first gshe was
frightened, but she soon became used to
the darkness, and being tired out after
all her adventures, fell into a deep sleep
which lasted all winter.

The next spring she awoke, and help-
ed by the kind sun and gentle rains,
grew and grew until she became & fine,
strong plant, just like her mother. She,
too, had a large tamily of little ones.
and she often told them the story of
how she left home. and warned the
children not to be in too big a hurry
to leave their mother.

——

a Walk

When father takes me for a walk
Tt makes me glad all day;
He puts his hand in mine and says:

(X3 .
Now, captain,

I take him to the chi
fish are thick;

boys dig for bait,

To ponds where
And where the big

lead the way.”’

pmunk’s hole,

He whittles me a stick.

And makes a willow whistle, too,
That we take turns to blow;

We scatter petals in the brook
And wonder where they 80

\ .
Then, when we’re tired, we

gtart for home,

And talk of lots of things—

Why mother has su

ch cuddly ways,

Why birds and bees have wings.

And father talks of business, 100
And asks me my advice.

N(:w,_ wouldn’t you,
Think walks like t

if you were there,
hat were nicef

— Louise Ayres

Garnett.



