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How Daisy brought her Father home.
A Christmags Storp.

BY ANNIE TAYLOR, TORONTO.

OLLIE, where's Daigy 7"
m ¢ Eh, marm 7” said Mollie, suspending her scrubbing
and looking up at her questioner with a face.in which
good nature largely overbalanced intelligence.

“Don't you know where Daisy is? " repeated Mrs. Trovey,a
she wiped the flour from her hands. ‘‘She was talking withg
you not half an hour ago, and now you look as surprised as if
you didn’t know what Lasked you. Oh, Mollie, Mollie, I really
shall have to get you some memory powder.”

“Yes, marm,” said Mollie, looking at her scrubbing brush
wlth a deeply studious expression. Then her face brightened.
*Yes, marm ; Daisy i gone out. She came to me for some
bread and butter, and to have her hood tied. Then she went
down to the shore, marm. Britain was with her.”

““She must have gone to grandpapa’s,” said Mrs, Trovey, as
assuring herself that the Christmas pudding was boiling in a
highly satisfactory wmanner, she turned her attention to the
turkey. “Iwonder what the child wanted bread and butter
for?”

“ Eh, marm?” said Mollie.

Then the sorubbing was resumed, and Ms. Trovey's brisk
movements told that the hundred and fitty indispensables for
Christmas were making fair progress.

For it was Christmas Eve, Christmas Eve in Cornwall.
Within, the fire roaved and orackled in a joyous way, as it al-
ways does or should do at Christmas tide, turning the dainty
pink in Mrs Trovey's checks to & deep red as she bent over her
cooking, Without, the sun shone joyously, the wind blew—it

always blows on that coast—joyously—the long Atlantioc waves
rolled on the shore in a joyous way, tumbling about in a state
of joyous confusion—all seemed to join in joyous tribute to
Christmas tide.

Mrs. Trovey gave some finishing touches to her little
parlor, a veritable bower of evergreen, where the bright
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English holly contrasted oddly with
ocoral that owned its birthplace, amid
the falr islands of the tropio sea.
Then she must needs run down the
garden, between the shell-bordered
beds, to where the flagstaff stood,
and, shading her eyes with her hand,
looked over the sparkling sea, for the
white sails of the Cornish Lass.

Seven years had passed since its

_oaptain had brought her to be mis-
tress of the little roge-covered cottage
on the cliff, and he had never been
absent from home at Christmas, As
for Daisy, the one little daughter
whom (od had given them, the
mother's heart was at rest, for at the
trim, white house, where the old
coastguardman now keptloving watch
for hisson's ship, Daisy was a frequent
and welcome visitor, and grandpapa
did his best in his loving way to un.
dermine the mother’s training, while
grandmamms shook her head over
her knitting, quoted sundry Spartan.
like maxims, then ably seconded her
husband’s efforts. .

And Britain was with her—Britain,
the Newtoundland dog, who had been
Daisy's guardian aud playmate since
the days when directly mother’s back
was turned, the little maiden would
crawl down to the beach, and clap her
hands as the tide came rolling in,

Now it happened that morming,
Daisy rose early with mamma, being
too excited at the thought of her father's return, to sleep
any longer. She resolved to be very good and not hinder
her mother, 80 she ate her bread and milk without asking for
more sugar, looked at the Christmas dainties on the pantry
shelves with her hands behind her, saying softly, * Daisy must
not touch,” then wisely took herself out of the way of tempt.
ation.

A bright idea, She would go and meet him, She
knew just where he would be. Had she not stood by
mamma and seen him sail away into the sunset. Yet
there was something that sent her to Mollie instead
of mamma, to be made ready, and get provisions for
hervoyage, Then she trotted down to the beach with
Britain,

“Britain,” she said, as they got into the boat, that
was moored at the little wharl, ¢/ we are going a long
voyage. Iam the captain and you must do just what
Itell you. Do you hear?”

Britain in response wagged his tail.

“There is no place so lovely a8 the Spioe Islands,”
8aid Daisy, a8 she strove to undo the fastenings of the
boat, ‘That is where cocoanuts grow and monkeys
live. Oh, Britain, we must get o monkey. I have
wanted one for ever so long., Tasked papa to bring
me one, but he said one monkey in the house was
enough, it there were two he should have to run
away. Britain, do you think he meantme?” Britain
looked meditatively at the rudder.

There wasg a little jerk, and they were off. Dalsy
clapped! her hands with glee, Britain looked at her,
and then at the fast increasing atretch of wator be.
tween them and the shore, for the tide was going out,
and the boat was carried ewiftly out to sed. To the
left a ledee of rooks ran out some distance and at the
extreme end the boat jarred against them andstopped.
The dog turned to spring on the rocks, then caught
Daisy’s cloak firmly with his teeth, and, regardless
of a succession of slaps from her fat little hands,
strove to drag her off the boat, but in vaiu,

“Bnd dog! Naughty Britain 1” said Daisy, strug-
gling desperately.

Again tho tide carried them on. Britain let go his
hold and remained in the bont, barking loudly : but
the wind carried the sound out to sea.

Slowly the sharp outlines of the cliffs grew misty.
With a low how] the dog had laid down in the boat.

“You wicked, wicked dog,” said Daisy, who was
munching her bread and butter with great satisfac-
tion, “I'm suve you have gone mad—barking like

. that and trying to bite me. I'm never going to speak
“ to you again, and,” she added, severely, “I will not
give you one bit of bread and butter. I wonder,” she
continued, after a short pause,  how many monkeys
this boat will hold. Britain, you muat catch them for




