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Dyo Stuff
BY MRS, DORA MULL.

Big Ted once sald to his own littls
brother :
* Something good I will give you,
But don't you tell mother.*”
So out of his pocket he took some
brown stuff,
And sald : ** For the first,
1 guess there’'s enough.”

Davy opened his mouth and popped it
right ip,
But it did not taste good,
This first taste of sln.
Novertheless, ha chewed it with care,
To get at the juice,
Which Ted told him was rare.

Indeed, it was rare; the boor little fellow
Began to turn white,

And then to turn yellow. .
Bilg Ted. standing by, began to luok

green,
For his poor little brother
So sick he'd ne'er seen.

Getting frightened at last, he called to
his mother,
Who quickly came running,
And saying, ** What bother !”
But when she saw Davy, suv pale and
80 siclk,
She cried out, “ Oh, Ted,
For the doctor go, quick !

Ted turned very red,

Saying : “ Him you'll not need;
I did but give Davy

A bit of the weed,”

Mor?l:
‘Chis lovely brown stuff,
Dying both the boys® faces,
Is causing to-day
Dying out of tho races.

A Methodist Soldrer

ALLAN-A-DALE.

CHAPTER III

wro pip 1v?

Leaving the dead sheep where it had
fallen, I gathered the rest together, and

slowly continued my way back to the
farm.

With a halt-defiant, half-despondent
air, I pushed open the gute leading to
the pen where the sheep were kept dur-
ing the night, and as I did so, saw Squire
Erling walking towarde 10 with no
pleasant look-on his face. He was &
hard man {0 cross, and when things went
wrong showed it plainly. Something
Lad already occurred to vex him.

While the sheep passed through the
gate, the Squire stood on one side, count-
ing them. ‘When the last had eatered he
turned savagely towards me.

** Where are the rest ?” he said,

“They're all there but one,” I replied,
not daring to look him in the face.

* All but one, e¢h ?"—echoing my words
—“and that the best of the lot. What
have you done with it? Tell me quick,
or Tii—~"

He held the whip threateningly.

“I lert it down the lane,” I blurted
ort, seeing that concealment was im-
possible, Then I hesitated,

" Well ?"

*and 'm thinking you'll find it dead.”

The whip fell across my back with a
force that well-nigh broke it, and Erling
caught hLold of my collsr.

“Dead, f3 it? And it's dead you'll
be, and hanged for sheep-stealing, 1f I
don’t find ont how that happened. Come,
show me where it {5

Down the road we went, I like & whip-~
ped cur, and he with his hand on my
collar. I could have bitten my¢ tongue
off, knowing the whip shounld have fallen
across another back than mins.  Still,
for the word T had given to the lttle

.

girl, 1 resolved to take It all and tell
uothing.

When we reached tha spot wherg the
sheep lay, the Squire stooped and t-irned
the animal over. It was still warm, but
quite dead. Then he caught me by the
coliar agaln. * This {s some of your
work, you clumsy Jout,” ha said, and
shook me, big as I was, like a child, He
was a tall man, and when in a passion
had the strength of three.

“It 1s not,” was all I could say, and
that in a suller manner which carried
no conviction with it.

** You tell me that, and hers is the stick
with which you wore beating them !

He picked up the stick as ho spoke;
and against such ovidence I could say
nothing. For a moment I thought ha
would strike me with it; but instead he
shook me agaln.

*“Now get home,” he said, “and seo
that you come to-morrow early. Bring
your father with you. Wo'll see {f we
can't get some cxplanation of this out of
your thick head.”

With that ho turned back towards the
farm, and I went over the hedge a3 a
short cut to the village, wondering
whether my father's reception of the
news would be any less rough than the
Squire’s.

** What's come over the boy ?” said my
mother as I pushed open the cottage
agor and tuok a seat moodily, without a
woird of my usual greeting. .

* Where's father 2" I said.

“He’s in the garden—but what's the
matter. Ycu look as if some one had
been {il-uelng you.”

**The Bquire says 1 killed one of his
sheeD.”

** And did you 7"

“Not 1.”

“Then that’s all right,” sald my
mother, her face, which had been anxlous
for a moment. brightening up again.
**Of courge thoe Squire will believe you.”

**That he won't.”

*And why ?”

** Because the sheep 1s dead.”

“Dead ! Then who killed it 7"

“1 will not say.”

** Do you know who did it 2

* Mother,” I said, ‘' don't ask me any
questions. [ have told you all I can tell
any one.”

She mads as if she would ask me more.
However, three or four of the younger
children running in at the moment and
loudly clamouring for supper, she went
about the kitchen preparing it, but with
a puzzled look on her face,

When supper was ready my father
came in.

*Well, Jim,” he sald to me, * how
goes it ? I've heard that the Squire’s
new sheep are doing mighty well, and
likely to fetch big prices from the
butchers in Winchester."”

At the mention of the fll-fated shecp
my mother started, and almost dropped
the pan containing the family supper.

“Ym in troudble with the Squire about
those same sheep,” 1 said.

“What ! my father exclaimed, his
voice and whole manner changing.

Then I told him as much of the story
as 1 could, inciuding the Squire’s order
that he should go with me to the farm
the next day.

He pressed me hard for further ex-
planation, but I remzined proof against
all his arguments, even when he went so
far as to doubt the truth of what I was
saying. It was plain that his simple
mind could not imagine any situatior in
which the truth about such a serious
matter as sheep-killing could be con-

“cealed, and though it went very hard

with him to do it, I could not help seeing
that be was half-persuaded that I had
done it myself.

At last he ceased questioping me, and
we ate our supper that cvening in a
strange, because unusual, silence.

‘‘ Whether you did it ot not, it will be
an expensive matter for us, my lad,”
was the last thing he said that night.

Aand an expensive matter it proved in
more ways than one.

CHAPTER 1V.
HOW WK SRTTLED IT.

The next morning my father and I
walked up to the big farm. As we did
s0o we met Joe Harter stumbling along
the road on his way to ‘““The (eorge”
for his morning dram. He leered at me
as he passed, and gave a loud chuckle.
* Who killed the sheep " he called out,
when he was g safe distance ahead. I
flushed and bit my lp. My father
looked sternly ahead a2 ¢ sald nothing.
It was not the last tirae I was to hear
that taunt.

Squire Erling was ready for us at the

farm, and with a gruft “ Good moring |

to you, Barber,” gddressed to my father,
led the way into 2 room that was bat
ravely used.

He seated Rimself at s tab', whiist

my father and I, as defitted onr positlon, |

staod respectfuliy before him. He loaked
qQuite magisterial, asd 1 am free ta con-
fess that 1 quaked in my boots

“Now, Barbrr,” ke sald, “this is &
eerfous matter that your lad has been
up to
and I belleve ho has a good name in the

village, but I must xnow ali about it
Has he thought better of it, and told you
how it happened ?”

My father shook hls head.

*“He tells me nothing, except that he
did not do it

The Squire looked sharply at me, and
I returned his gaze with a straightior-
ward stare. [ was beginning to Brow
accustomed to my unfortunate posltion.

“I'Il give you another chance"—he
spoke this time to me; “ what It 1 say
you were seen to do it 7"

*And who says that 2" I asked.

*“ Never mind that. Tell me again, did
you do it 7

“1 did not, and ’tis a lle if any man
says he saw me do L.

The Squire shrugged his shoulders, and
sald, ' Very well, you can leave us.
Your fathor and I wiil settle this matter.
You can walt in the house-place.”

I did ar I was bid, and sat down at the

I don't want to be hard on him, |

As wa walked I heard all that had
passed. My father, whila quita uvahls
to explain my silence. and @lmoat in-
ciined tn agree with the wquire that it
was due ta fear of punishment, had yel
pleaded suceceasfully Tha Squirs had
aceepted the suggestion, madn with great
ditidence, that I should continue to work
for bin without wage until my scanty
earnings reached the value of the dead
sheep. This was a declalon In keeplng
with my tather's belie! In my honesty.
and his strong, Puritan drtrrmination
that justice should b done.

Refore an hour had passed [ was again
with the sheep on tho Wil

{To bo continued.)

THEE NEW BKATES.

*“Oh, ho! shouted Tom Slade as na
balanced himsolf on his heols, and came
up standing to the bank where Ned was
buckling on his sister Clara's skates
Just then ho spled 2 new palr on Ned's

feot, " Of, ho! Now skates the last
of (January ! Why dldn't you waft till
June T°

I should I s'pose, it I hadn’t got
money enough before,” satd Ned smilipg

* My ! aren't thoy beauties,” said Tom.
*Bert six o! mino apy day. But ! may,
Ned, why didn’t you get them In some
scagson ? Here you've been siiding
around on your boots all winter, and now
the fco will break up In three weeks.”

* They'll be'just as good for next win-
ter. I hadn‘t the moncy of my own tu
buy them any sooner, and fathor don’t
allow me to go lnto debt for anything.
and that’s the reason I've been without
all winter."

“'Tisn't all the rcason, Ned Devitt*
gald Clara. . * You had mone; enough
before Christmas, [f you hada’t done
something else with {t.*

** What elso could he do to give up
skates " cried Tom.

* No matter what I did,” satd Ned.

* Yes, it 1s,” persisted Clara, “snd 1
shall teli. He had tho money all reads
and was juet golng to buy them, when
our washerwoman's by came with his
toes all out of his shoes, and <ouldn't

window of the house-place. Sud-
denly {n the orchard to my right I
caught a glimpse of a white dress and
sun-bonnet, and my heart leaped into my
turoat, for I recognized the dainty sum-
mer garb of the little girl.

She must have seen me, for she came
tripping across the grass, eager and
flushed. But I conld se: that already
she had been crylng., and I wondered
what new thing had occurred to wound
her tender feellngs.

*“What s ft, Ellen 2 I said, as I
leaned out of the open window, and
caught the little hand held up to me.

*Oh, Jim,” she sobbed, “ have sou seen
the Squire yet 2”

‘Yes, I bave, acd my father Is wlith
kim row.”

I wanted to tell you—oh, how can 1
tell you ?—Michael, that wicked boy "—
she sobbed again ‘1 heard him t.ii that
dreadful man, Harter, to sas that he saw
you kill the sheep yesterday. And he
went straight and told my father.”

*I was afraid be had,” I sald.

** Now, you must tell the Squire just
how it happened. I don't care what
huppens to Michael now.”

But I saw that she did care—now per-
haps more than ever, and as I thought of
the crnel manner in which Michael
Erling and Harter were trying to put
the trouble vn my shoulders, I grew more
set than ever in my determination to
carry it all.

* Dont fret. Elen,” 1 sald. “ My
shoulders are broad enough, and I don’t
think that the Squire will ever really
belteve I did it.
and mother will nct But., quick—run
away. Here they come !”

She slipned away as quickly as she
had come, and the two men entered the
house-place.

They were talking as they came.

*‘Then the boy can go back to his

shepherding, Barber,” I heard the Squire
say, and my heart leaped again, for ¥
knew that some settlement had been
made,

“And look here, my lad. I tell yon
I'm not too well pleased; but your father
has sald a good word for you, and I
agree with him that vou will be more
careful with my sheep in future.”

1 started to think him.

“WNot a word,” he sald. *“1I wounld
like you to have to.d me how 1t hap-
pened. You can thank your father. I
dor’t want another word from you unti!
Ihllze?r the true story of yesterday’s mis-
chief.”

With that he turned on his hecel and
waiked off, I;aving the {wo of us gazing
on the ground. No sooner had he dls-
appeared within the honse than my
father called to ms to follow, and started
down the ML

T am sure my father

| * Sehool-mistrassea.

go to school, and Ned sald he gueesed
| shoes were more needed than skates, und
; he went off and got tkat boy a peir of

shoes, and that's why ho didn’t have
j them sooner !’
' *“Jingo ! sald Tom with shining oyes.
y "1 couldn’t have done It; but it was
| awful good In you.”

By that time Clara’s skates were id
justed and the merry trio darted down
the pond as swift as an arrow,

I think Ned enjoy . hig skates all the

, more that day, and for aff the reat of the
'wluler. from the fact that they wer
truly Lis own. Skates that are not pald
y for do not belong to the skater, but to
y the merchant,.or to the one who lent
) the money to purchase them. Deobt i3 a
bad thing, and it would be better never
to skate than to use skates covered with
debt.
1 There Is another thing, too, of which
i 1 wish ty make mentlon . Ned was some
y thing of & hero In the oyes of his com
pantons ali the rest of the winter.
While, as Tom safd, they might not heve
been ecqual to the task of making the
sacrifice that Ned made, they were all
able to see that it was a noble thing i
do, and they admired him for the un-
selfish deed.

BEUGENIE'S VALOUR.

The cholera scars that has affiicted
Europe to a degree has recalled an in-
! cldent of the time when Napoleon 1II.
"was & the height of his power. The
‘ cholern prevalled to a frightfu! extent
at Amiens, yet never a day passed th~*
' the Empress did not visit the hospitaim
' to superintend, as {ar as she could, the
' noble work of allaying tbe sufferings of
: the stricken. One morning a cure rushed
{ lnto the ward where the Empross wax
| ennsoling a dying man.

*“0Oh, your Majesty,” cried the cure.
“two hours ago my vicar was break-
fasting with me, aad now he {s dead.”

Eugenie smiled placidly.

* That Is well""

' Well 7 replied ths cure in amsaze.
{ ment.

“Yes, 1t s well,” she anawered.
** When once the cholera oecomos as
! violent as tiat It ceazes.”

The Empress was right: from that dav
i tha plague abated.  Eugenle's valour did
‘much to fortify the proplo against tho
! epidemic to which very many. T am tal?
' fell victims through shees fright alope

. Beautles of Educal.on Pretly Schuo!
. Teacher “ Thomas, s*ateq s me of ths
, beauties of -ducation

Thomas (oldest 't':oy n the elazs)—



