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RUTH’S DOG, TOWSER.

A very funny thing happened at Ruth's
house the other day, and brought her into
ill-repute with at least one member of the
police force.

She is a very serious little girl of five,
with great, splemn, truthful eyes. No
one would ever dream of her telling what
was not exactly true,

and she never made :

It was perfeetly clear to Ruth now. ‘Yes, gir. Towser is our dog
Smith was putting the entire nei Up the steps agai t Mr. Smitk
hood under arrest, except those who kept | sharply rang the Ix
dogs! Mar 1 replied.

The minister had one, and so did Dr. “ Where's vour dog, mum?”
Blake. She meant to save ms ‘1 wld 1 that we had no dog. W
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joke in her life.

She was sitting on
the bottom step of her
stoop on this special
morning, when Mr.
Smith, the big police-
man, came along. He
interested Ruth very
much by going to the
door of every house, a
little open book and
pencil in his hand.
After talking with
whoever came to the
door for a moment, he
turned away, some-
times writing in the
little book, but oftener
not.
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thing, and st Dr.
Blake’s. Ruth par-
ticularly noticed that.
Mr. S..ith
tremendous power
the neighbourhood.
Not a boy dored to
shout a shout or fling
a ball when he was in
sight; and as for the
little girls—well, thex
8]“‘)1_“5 breathed freer
when Mr. Smith had
turned the corner.
Ruth wateched the
big man until he
reached her house.
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Then, with a quaking
heart, she saw him
mount her steps. Mam-
ma opened the door.

“Do ye kape a dog, mum ? 7 asked Mr.
Smith.

“No,’ rephed mamma; and to Ruth th
dear voice seemed to shake with fear.

Mr. Smith besved sternly, and turned to | down..

come down.
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A funny little gleam

came into mamma’s
eves.

‘ Ruth,” she called,
‘vou mav as well
bring Towser. The
fficer insists upon
soeing him.”
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