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All he would ever permit or accept was the help of
a thrust from behind to the truck as it lumbered along
through the ice-ruts. Patrasche had lived in harnessand he was proud of it. He suffered a great deal
sometimes from frost, and the terrible roads, and the
rheumatic pains of his limbs, but he only drew his
breath hard and bent his stout neck, and trod onward
with steady patience.

''Rest thee at home, Patrasche,- it is time thou
didst rest -and I can quite well push in the cart
by myself," urged Nello many a morning; but Pa-

,

rasche, who understood him aright, would no more
have consented to stay at home than a veteran soldier
to shirk when the charge was sounding, and everyday he would rise and place himself in his shafts, andplod along over the snow through the fields that hisfour round feet had left their print upon so manymany years.
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"One must never rest till one dies," thought Pa-
trasche; and sometimes it seemed to him that thattime of rest for him was not very far off. His si^ht
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''My poor Patrasche, we shall soon lie quiet to-ge her, you and I," said old Jeh.n Daas, stretclilg
out to stroke the head of Patrasche with the old withered hand which had always shared with him its one

and the old dog ached together with one thought:When they were gone who would care for their dar-


