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- #he could remember she had gone with her
‘mother wherever the latter went. She could
have gone now if Things at home had been

= BOYS AND GIRLSeE<:

Little Dog Under the Waggon

‘Come, wife, said good old Farmer Gray,
‘Put on your things, °tis market day—
And we’ll be off to the nearest town, _
There and back ere the stn goes down.
Spot? No, we’ll leave old Spot behind.
But Spot he barked and Spot he whined,
And soon made up his doggish mind
To follow under the waggon.

Away they went at a good round pace,
And joy came into the farmer’s face:
‘Poor Spot,” said he, ‘did want to come,
But I'm awful glad he’s left at home;
He’ll guard the barn, and guard the cot,
And keep rhe cattie out of the lot”
‘'m not so sure of ‘that, thought Spot,
The little dog under the waggon.

The farmer all his produce soid,

And got his pay in yellow gold,

Then started homeward after dark,

Home through the lonely forest. Hark!

A robber springs from behind a tree—

‘Your money or else your hfe,’ says he;

The moon was up, but he didn’t see R
The little dog under the waggon,

Spot ne’er barked and Spot ne’er whined,
But quickly caught the thief behind;
He dragged him down in the mire and dirt,
e tore his coat and tore his shirt,
Then he held him fast on the miry ground;
The robber uttered not a sound
While his hands and feet the farmer bound
And tumbled him into his waggon.
5 |
8o Spot lLe saved the farmer’s life,
The farmer’s money, the farmer’s wife;
And now, a hero grand and gay,
A silver collar he wears to-day;
Among his friends, among his foes, e
And everywhere his master goes, ’
He follows on his horny toes,
The little dog under the waggon.
—*Waif.

Summer Days.

(By FErnest Gilmore, in the ‘Christian Intelli-
gencer.’)

]

Mrs. Duncan was going to the seashore by
the doctor’s orders. She had not been well
for a long time and the doctor had said she
must have rest and a change as well as sea
air, This was all right as far as Mrs. Duncan
was concerned, but to Kathryn, the only child,

- the prospect was rather dark. Of course,
‘she wanted her mother to

van her get well, but she
wanted, also, to be with her while she wag
,%ettir_:_g well. She had- 22'9:‘ been parted from

more favorable, ~But the trouble was they

were not s0. Her grandmother had come 1o
live with them and she was old and feeble.

Her little motherless cousin was staying with
them, too, while the latter’s father was abroad
~on a long business trip. 50
~ ‘Oh, mamma!’ exclaimed Kathryn, when she
was told that her mother was to go to the
seashore for two months, and she was to look
after things at home, ‘Why can’t 1 go with
you? What is there for me to 1ook after at
home? Peggy can see to everything, can’t

she? 1 don’t see what I can do to help her”

‘I wasn’t thinking of Peggy, my dear, when
T spoke of your “looking after things ac
home,” for T knew—to my great relief—that
ghe is a capable and faithful servant and wiil
do a1l that she is required to do. But you

liable to le

her temper get the better of her
oceasionally.” : b : %

%

have any of her tantrums while you are gone.

1 don’t know what might happen witl you not

here to pour oil—as you always do—on the

troubled waters. 1 couldn’t and wouldn't.”
Mrs. Duncan smiled. ’

~ +Oh, yos, my dear,” she said, 'Td trust you

to pour on the oil if it should be necessary.
As 1 said before, however, it was not Peggy
whom I had in mind when 1 spoke of your
“looking after things.” Perhaps L should have
said, looking after the comfort of our dear
folks at home. There are many little ser-
vices that grandma needs and will not ask
for. There will be only you to do these.
Your little cousin Helen will need you, too.
She is a poor little motherless child, and—as
Lve petted her considerably—1 suppose she’ll
miss me.’

‘Of course she’ll miss you—we all will.  How
can I help that?

‘Your own heart will tell you how. “hen
there is your father—he’ll depend on you while
T'm gone’

‘Why should papa depend on me? ques-
tioned Kathryn, wonderingly, ‘he’s all right.

Mrs. Duncan smiled again.

‘A father always needs his daughter,” was
all she said.

The morning of Mrs. Duncan’s departure
for the seashore was an exceedingly blue o012
in the household. 1t was Monday. Peggy,
having a good-sized washing on hand, looked
as she felt, unusnally glum.  Grandma felt
Jonesome and neglected, but tried her best to
be patient and cheerful. She made up her bed
as best she could. Peggy usually turned the
mattress for her, but 1t had not occurred to

" her this busy morning to do so, consequently

it was left unturned, grandma not being strong
enough for that kind of work. After the bed
was made, grandma dusted her room carefully.
She always did that ‘six days out of seven’
and enjoyed it. 1t was easy work and satis-
factory, for—as she had often said to herself—
‘when it was done, it was done’ The ‘hair
combing, however, did not please . her. She
tried her best ‘to get it right, but failed to
do so on account of the lameness of her hands
and arms. She was so weary after her hair
was arranged that she was obliged to sit down
awhile and rest before going on with other
little necessary touches toward personal neat-
ness. When, at last, she was ‘ready’ (as she
told herself with some relief) she looked into
her mirror. Her poor hands had not done their
work well, although they had done the best
they could. Her hair looked rough and was
one-sided, the small breastpin she always wore
was crooked, and her lace collar was wrong
side out. She sighed involuntarily, but, know-
ing it could do her no good to do her work
over, made no attempt. She sat down in her
rocking chair near the window with ber work
—the crocheting of a pink fleecy shawl. She
had to lay it down quite frequently on ac-
count of the weakness and the stiffness of
her arms. Krom her seat at the window she
could see Kathyrn swaying back and forth in
a hammock under the trees. She was reading
a book. :

‘Kathryn misses her mother, was grandma’s
mental comment. ‘I'm thinking we all miss

- “Lueys; it‘h\‘dp’en'tm like the same house

~without her’ :

 The morning passed away. Everyone in the
house had been lonesome and everyone had
kept the fact to themselves, grandma in her
room, Kathyrn in her attempt to read, littis
Helen in her restless wandering in and out of
the house, even Peggy at her washing.

At noon Kathyrn happened to be in her room
for a few moments. The door between her
own room and her grandmother’s was slightly

ajar. She heard her little cousin Helen come

into grandma’s room. = o4 s i
‘Ob,’ the little girl exclaimed rather wearily.
‘1t’s awful lonesome without Aunt Lucy, isn’t
it, grandma? i
“Yes, dear,” was the response, ‘it is lonesome
without her. 1 think the best thing you and
I can do is to cheer each other. Where nave
‘you been all morning?
- Kathryn heard a long sigh from her small

o. But you cousin as she said, ‘Lve be pstairs -
know her failings, one of which is that she is Scireden. wsteins and

downstairs and all over. I was in the kitchen
_ awhile, but I didn’t stay there long becauss

pelG. hakiay ety o L Pegny svaa o) hisy: that I ghe A
“Yes, 1 know. Well, 1 hope Péggy will not #9 iy thai 1 ghess she didn'l

‘want me around. I tried to make a dress for
‘my dollie, but I couldn’t get it right.
5% SWhy,;dggKg’t,:.yoy:aMgJ&ath‘ryn to help you? -
O:o-,h! 1 wanted to ask her, but she was
;:e:@ng all morning and 1 didn't like to trouble
Vs 3 A : P
Well” was grandma’s gentle and comfort-

~sitting or standing-

ing answer, ‘perhaps 1 can help withj\
dollie’s dress., Bring it here atter lun
and let’s see what we can do together’

Kathryn couldn’t help hearing the convers
tion and her conscience smote her. 45

‘Your breastpin isn’t on straight, excla
Helen, ‘and your collar is inside out.
fixed you up?

I rather think I wasn’t “fixed”—as you
it. My hands are so stiff and lame this n
ing that they seem to be all thumba.
my hair look very bad?

‘Not very,’ was Helen’s answer, ‘it does:
seem just right, somehow. 1 didn’t kn
exactly what’s the matter with it, but .
going to smooth it a little and I'll arra
your collar.’ e

Kathryn suddenly felt a great longing
smooth the silvery hair of her grandme
but she would not interfere with H
ministry. i

‘Oh it’s too bad that I’ve been so sclfish:
morning,” she said to hersetf re@oraerij~
‘and after all that mamma said, too, ab
caring for our home folks. T've been {
thinking of myself alone since mamma toig
the early train. What would she say if
knew?’ :

1L

Peggy was ringing the chimes in the di
room—it was lunch time. It occurred to Ka
ryn that there were several things that sh
should have done for Peggy on Monday morne
ing—her mother always did these things
busy mornings, as they kept but one servant,
She was sorry that she had been so thoug! 4
less. Grandma and little Helen were standing
beside their chairs at the table when she reach
ed it. She kissed them both as she passed
them to take her place where her mothy
usually sat, at the latter’s request. She m
no apology in words for her morning’s n
but, ‘actions speak louder than words
know, After luncheon was over ghe B;lid
her. grandmother, whose daily ¢ i ;
to lig down awhile: ’ y ‘ust‘o.m it

‘Grandma, if you'll ring your hel
yowve had your nap, Ill come upstairs .
you, and we’ll have “Afternoon Wea” in

ard.” N

“hank you, my dear, was the pleased
sponse, ‘I’ll ring it’ 2

‘How would you like to have me yisit s
this afternoon?  Kathryn asked of h‘ :
Helen after the old lady had gone to her ro

‘What do you mean?’ the child asked
deringly. ’

Kathryn laughed. i

‘I mean—supposing you play keep
under the maple tree. L1l be the dressm
and will come and sew for your dolls,
would you like that? :

Helen’s little face brightened.

‘Oh, 1’d love it, she said. o
~ ‘“Then I'll be on hand at two o’clock
ly. Get your dolls and pieces read
going to see if I can do anything for
now.’ g z = "

Kathryn, although tardy in her offer
a hand’ for Peggy, found several things
could do for her, all of which services
gratefully received. & She dusted the
room and the sitting room, wiped the
and ‘glasg from luncheon, beat the
a cake that Peggy was about
peeled some apples that she want
‘From the time Kathryn began to
~she finished, the temperature steadi
Peggy’s face until it fairly glowed
she burst out in this way:

“You’re mighty good to me, M
an’ Pll not forget it—that I won’t
I am a cross old thing’ =

‘You arn’t a cross old thing’ wa
forting answer, ‘and I like to he
only wish I'd thought of it ear
ing when mamma went away.’
By the time Kathryn was through
Peggy it was about time to meet he
ment under the maple tree.
been there some time and
the manner of a sittin
when she saw her
the house, dancing
chair, which the ch
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