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ONs autumn,
,.-en chilly days
t &"rt caime on, Baby

k~iifrd vakened
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lune. Sho had
nover boon known
to fail in carryng
thom saf oly. Gal-
ing old pasa, aho
hastily wroto on
a pioco of paper:
««Sond tho doctor
ab once; baby bas
croup." Sho tied
it about the soft,
pluxnp noCk,ý and
naid: «'Run, sally,
as fast~ a over you
eau 1 Rua on the
fonce; hurry, and
«ivo àL to grandpa."

Off wcnt, Sully
as faat as she could
go, and tho doctor
was ini the boume
in ton minutes.

" I was on the
streot," ho said at
the door, '«whon
old Saily camne run-
ning on the fonce
as fosb as hor four
foot would carry
ber. I feared thoro
was trouble, and
waited tili 8ho
could ioch us. I
think sho lias nuver
forgotten how I
took fish-bones out
of ber throat with
pincera: aho aIways
sem so glad to
800 MUe. .

The noxt day
Sully had a new
collar; on it 'was
engraved, «'From

ful poetrnftn 'I


