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reseilance [o a Cheshire cat surrotinded bv ser-
pents, with inîtenîse disgust, anda laid domvn lis pencil
with anr air of finality. His cves, dcfiaîit, desperate,
wcre fixed 111)01 the franicd picturc of the borse,
and then in appeal ripou I lerr Muller. 1do îlot
wish [o draw any niore," said lic firmly. Ido îlot
lîke the draiwing."

'fle Club gasped, and Herr Muller turncd slowl 'v
pale. "Fiddle, Fiddle !" said hie in a borrified voice.
"And you witli your great gift!

."No," said iddle firmly. tixose frigbtencd, lus-
ing eyes fixed unwavcringly upoîî tbe 01(1 mari, -1nu
1 bave nu great gift. At first 1 tbink perhaps yes,
I bave. But 1 have eyes. 1 sec the work 0f ces
messieurs. 1 sec mine. antI 10 o ot like it Ido
iîtt like it, because 1 do liot do it well. Tbat is wlîy.
1 xviil clcair the palettes, 1 wiil wasli the brulshes
iu ol andi hot w~ater, 1 will threc [inues a (lny fecd
ilaxiiiieni, 1 w ilI do evcrything but this drawing.
1 (Io not dIo it well, andl 1 do not like it."

'l'lirc xva' a great silence. At Iast- But the
hiorse ?' cried old Muller, looking suddcnly agetl,
"tbe horse ? Yon niust bave a grent gift, Fiddle.
'l'lie horse us woliterful. And you did it, child?"

'*'es," saîd Fîddlc, sadly, shrîggiîig bis shoul-
ilers, tlic xi'tful. puzzled expression strong tnpoîi
liin 'yes, 1 did it. It was vcry easy. 1 found a
lîcautiful calendar tînder the couniter in the store,
aIl gilde(l, witb a horse ripou it. The liorse wns aIl
raiscd up, standing ont froin the back of the picture.
1 laidl [thc l)ruw paper' upon it and 1 mun iny penicil
along the raised lue',, andI there %v as the horse agnin.
But mny miother told nie 1 was miot to [ell yoti 1 drew
it that way. 1 knosv now [bat was îlot the rigbt
\vas' to do0 ut, lait it xvns easy.''

le looked implorinigly front onie to tbe other, lînt
the nmciiîhers of the Club svould not look froni their
liaper. At llcrr Mtuller tbcy dared not look. The
01(1 man stood 1 inoinless. strieken, bis face in blis
bauds. But tbey ttirne(l at the cry of Fiddlc.

'lhîe ebild liad IeapC(l to bis feet, anîd stood, white
ani trembling, his hands outspread. "Ah !" lie cricd-,
andi the lads winced at the sotind of bis voice. "Ahb
now 1 understand! Yon only ioved me becausc you
thouglit 1 dreîv that horse in the lirolier way, a's
these gentlemen draw !Ah! motn pere, oilly hecause
of that. And now you do flot love nie anry more!
1 will go away, 1 will go back tu thc littie brothers!
1 did not know, 1 did flot understand! Pardon!
Pardon! 1 will go, 1 will go. You do flot love il-l
any more, mon pere. The gift was not great!

His hand was upon the door. and the Club
caught its breatb in somiething like a sob. But
Muller held out his hands.

"The gift xvas îîot great," lie said in a shaken
voice, "but thy heart is great, my liddle child. And
mine aiso. Corne thon to it."

Again there was no sound in the roomi but [he
sounid of riddle's sobs as hie fled to bis m-iaster's
arms.

BJ1LL Y 'S BEATITUDE
BILLY in the fes-very nîcli ini the flesh,lîeiug of the round( anid rosy variety of boys

-was in the goosebemry gardeni; but the
incorporeal BiIly wvas iii the sevcntli beaveii

with the nuoon, tlie stars, nnd thie mi]ky svay sbining
liazily leagues below.

Hie imassed ah [lie superlatives lie kîîew into a
senîtence descriptive of bis state of mind, then threw
the superlatives and [the itlea [o the winds togetlier.
\Vhen a boy is free f roui cnrping care, wben every
lîeart-beat is haîf snuotliemed in joy, anud a tensiîg
angel of content is boring tlimpies in bis freckled
checks, words are flat, stale, unprofitable.

"N ice day, isn't it ?" 'lhle nîelanclioly voice of
John Archie Hamilton broke in on Billy's blissfîîl
iîîusings, the melaîîcboiy eyes of said John Archie
îîeered through thie ircunwork of the hack garden
gate. Biliy vouclisafed no answer. Who cared
abutt the weather, anyway?

"Wliat's tickling you?" the meiancholy voice
went on. "Sunday school picnic coming off, eh ?"

BilIy snorted derîsîvely. Wliat a fool John
Archie was 1

"To sec y.ou doubied up With fun makes me wish
I was hack in the happy care-free days of boybood
once more."

"Oh, Ann'ii lie in good humnour to-morrow," was
Billy's apparentiy irrelevant rejoinder.

"Witb !,.ric Brown, neyer with me," moodiiy.
"I baven't had a decent word for a week. Your
Aunt Azîn is a Iîeartless, fickie-minded young woman
wlio-"

"Who cares?" broke in Billy. "We'll go down
to the river and sit on tlie old scow awhule."

"We'll do no sucb thing," firmly. "Your mother
is forever warning me flot to take lier only child
wliere he'il mn the Ieast risk of being drowned."

This remark s[ruck BiIly as being very f unny.
Hie lauglied until lie lost bis breatb, and feIl in tlie
gooseberry bush nearest him. John Archie opened
[lie gale and came [lirougli.

"*What's the fun? Tell us ail about it, Billy."
"You know liow sick a fellow gets of being bis

naînmie's onîy angel chuld. 'specially if he's had [lie
jiob ail bis life. No matter wlia[ lie wants to dIo lie
gets pulled up short wi[li: 'You're ail the boy mother
lias, bier hopes are lionnd up in you.'" The imita-
[ion of [lie voice and manner of Billy's miaternai
piarent is so perfect [bat John Archie's nielancboly
dlissolves in a. grin. "Goodness knows," goes on
BiIly, "it's bail enougli [o lie tlie onîy kid in thie
bouse wi[bout baving [lie fact tbrown up to youi
every time you [ry [o bave any fun. I've bad n
double dose of 'dotn'ts' riglit along; don't go swini-
ling or skating for fear of drowning ýma's onîv
child, don't do aîuy scrapping 'cause your datl's a
iuiinis[er. Gee! I've neyer had any fun, but-
with a joyous wboop, "I~m going [o, Fi goîng to."

"Be careful," urged John Archie, "bc very care-
fui."

"Sho! Haven't done a [bing aIl îuîy life but lue
careful. A cbap [bat can't get off [o sebool witbout
bis ma calling him back [o remind him that lie's
ail the boy she lias don'[ need to take lectures in
carefulness from no amatenr like you, John Archie.
He gets aIl tbat's coming to him, and don't you
forget it."

"You've. a lot to bce thankfuî for just [lie sanie."
"True for you. in so happy Vv~e got to bolier.

Lot to lie tliankful for! Well, you'Il say so, when
you know ail."

By JEAN B LEXVETT

J ohnî Arcbie sigbed baîf enviotîsly over the
haiaîniss ini Biîiy's face, and Billy's voice and(
Billy's every mlotion. "There's a cooliiîg aliead of
you," to quote a country provcrb. *'You're iii too
b igli fenther, altogether," lie begaîs sententiousiy,
then broke off to lauigl. Billy's hilarity wns con-
tagions. *'Whlît is it ?" weîît on johin Archie, -the
M11 1y you'vc been svnnting so long?"

"Bctter'n [bat, oh, heaps better'n tbat!
John Archie xvas growing excited. 'It-you

baven't a new brother-eh ?"
*Better'n that," cried Bîlly, standing on bis bend

and kicking bis lieds in thie air.
"Youi've always nmade ont you werc crazy to have

a ir(tber," complained John Archie.
"Wbat do you say to two brothers?", Billy

r<eversed himself, and stood with bis legs wide apart.
'\Vhat do you say to twins?"

"Twîns 1" echoed the other weakly; "twins !"
"XVhen dad and 1 got home from preaching anni-

versary sermons out at Chaimers," beginning in [lie
middle of bis story after the fashion of boys, "the
twins were liere. Soon as we arrive up rushes
Aunt Ann to break tlie glad tidings [o dad. Rîglit
on bier heels cornes that Miss Beatty who lias been
výsiting ma for a week or more-only now she's
decked out in a sort of uniform with a nurse's cal)
on bier head., She marches straiglit up to, dad. 'Nice
littie boy,' says sbe uncovering the bundie in lier
arms. 'Hé is littie,' says dad kind of disappointed
like. 'Wait [iii you sec the other one,' says she.
'Another Il asps dad; 'you don't mean [o say [here's
another ?' Wilen Aunt Ann. lias lier innings. 'Two
of [lie dearest, sweetest, cutest tliings! Nothing in
ail [lie world is quite s0 nice as twin boys-uniess it
is twin girls.' I up and hoilers hip, hurrah! as liard
as I can, and dad gives me one of bis pulpit looks,
and asks me if I realise in a back number, and that
tbe twins will take ail the [me and attention the
family can spare. Tliey cami bave my sharel' 1 [tll
bimi ini a hurry. in so biamed tired of being It
I'd like no better fun than playing orpban for a
speil. and dad forgets lie is a minister an(l lauglis
ont like a reai mian."

John Archie plucked a gooseberry, dusted it care-
fuîiy, and put in bis moutli. "Most young aunties
would tliink twins a nuisance, but" witb a horrible
grimace due [o [lie sourness of [lie gooseberry, "dear
gentie Ann-"

"It's nonre of bier affair," in[errupted Billy with
some beat. "Tbey aren'[ lier twins." Then as bis
comipanlon subsides into a sort of sighing silence,
"*You're a nice sort of professor, you are. The
Bible says you'rc to laugli with [lie folks that feel
good, and cry witli the other kind, but you neyer dlid
the weeping act witli me, or for me, ail tlie tinte 1
was weighed to [lie earth with lieinLy ma's only cbuld.
And now wlien we've got [wins, and iive twins, andi
Fim so tickled I don't know how [o liold myseif, you
can't scare up a soiitary snicker. You make nie
tired."

111'il tell you wliat," explained John Archie, "w'e'll
go tiown to the river andl taik it over. Corne along."

"Aunt Ann'iI biame it on you if any[bing bap-
pens.' warned Billy.

",Let bier biame, wbo cares ?" courageously. "Be-
sides," bis boidness decreasing, "you can explain
that you suggested it first, or" turning quite coward-
iy, 11we won't [ell bier wliere we've been, then she
cani't blame anybody in particular.".

"'fli twins are named already," confided Billy

as tlhe two struck aeross the couinons. "Mother
calleil one IDouglas Hope, after lad, amnd Aunt Anti
calld thue other-you'll bie mati as luops if 1 [ell
you.

"I camu guess," mielancboly marking him for lier
t)wu once miore. "She was telling me the other day
that Eric was lier favourite nanîue. Who cames ?"

"Noboly," chuckled BiIly, "only it was Archie
she tacked on to tlie îoor kid; wantel [o give hinu
[lie John, [oo, but ma said she drew the line at [bat.
1 should think so."

"Like [o get on [lie olil scow for awhiîe ?" cried
John Archie gaily. "Drowned! Nobody ever gels
drowned lîcre. TÉhat's it, rock hiem a little if you
want to. She's fast in the nird, couîdn't tip if she
tried."

Oh, tlie golden afternon, with thbe stinset flarimig
yellow, and tlie ripples cbasing cadi other merrily.
BiIly's bhoum of beatitude was perfect. He lay
stretchel ont on the bot[om of [lie scow, whicb was
warm and smelîed of pine-pitcli.

"Ever nuotice bow [lie ruslies'll keep saying a
Word over andl over tili [bey make a song of it ?"
lie asked at lengtb.

John Archie nodilei dreamily. He knew [lue
word and [lie song by heart-Ann! Ann! Ann!

"Genreraliy it's something you want more [han
anything, but-"

"ht almost always is," but in John Arduie witiî
a faruons smiie,

"But to'day it's something we've got. Listen to
'emh, will you-twins I twins I twins! I declare 1"
BîlIy's laugliter was the very giaddest [bing that
ever startled lieron or gaîl in the old marsh border-
iiîg [lie river. "You'l tbînk every cat-tailof [lie lot
bad cauglit en! Twins! Twins-s! Twins-s-s !"

The Good Earth
By C. G. D. Roberts,

FIE snueiî of burmîing weeds
Upon the twiligbt air;

'flie poignant cali of frogs
Frorm meadows wet andl ,a me.

A presence in [lie wood,
And in my blool a stir;

Iu aIl [lie ardent earth
No failure or denur!

O spmiîîg wind, sweet with loi e
And tender with desire,

Pour into veins of mine
Your pure, inupassioned ire!

O waters munning free
With full, exultant soîug,

Give lie, for otitwormn lrea'îî
Life [bat is clean and stromîg!

O good Eartli, warm witli youth,
My chuldlhood. heart renew!

Make Me elate, sincere,
Simple andl glad, as you!

O springing things of greenm,
O wai[ing [hings of bloomn,

O winging things of air,
Your' lordship nwresume!


