v .-
Py

KOCKWOODL REVIEXNV.

-aarked with black. His voice was
sedeep bass, and when he chose to
wLfit hecert unly could beheard.
We never alluwed him to sleep on
i1 beds. He was shut in the shed
«tmght. There was straw where
he could tie if disposed to be lazy,
and an open window through which
he could leap if he desired to take
his nightly walks abroad. One
night father heard an odd noise,
went to the window, and saw ano-
ther ¢t ascending a pine tree, with
‘Tabbyafterhim!' Tabby had worse
vitemies than this.  Twodogs lived
sear us. Before Tabby came to us,
21ey chased hiim into a shallow bay
“1 tue rviver once, where he got a
cfuy - under a rock, with only his
nose at.ove water. The times that
he was chasel up trees by those
dogs, T could not number. At
times he took refuge in a hole in
1. chifi. Father wentto the porch
¢ ne moriiag, and rescued him, the
degs were pushing in the outer
deor.  On another occasion, he ran
oif with a newly fried chop, and
after a severe slapping, on account
v { his ~tesling milk, he would be
teiacd wien the milkman appear-
v, But those dugs never gave up.
Late in the autumn, he was caught
aid badly werried. I carried him
bome. and he, with pitiful mews,
1o to inform the others of what
Yt nappened. We thought at first
“hut e would not live, but he did
aicr wdl. The neighbors who had
hejt Tabby rcturned, and as we
weie re- leave the Pines, it was ar-
seaged for tham o teke him again,
We carriedd hum over to the new
Lotsc,onee nowever, safein a bag,
Chave heard that *‘cats are attached
woolaces and nat to persons,” but
s il not Betieve, The same
cabta of Tal-by wis taken to the
Sotls agat o he steod mewing at
vonew Boose, Al that winter he
Saeoegrer eatsg and sle o the
’ A nexg

LLJVU RLE A

summer he lived with us, and part
of the next winter. He very rarely
jumped on our laps, nevertheless
he loved caresses. If I had space
and time, I could relate many amus-
ing things that happened to Tatby.
If milk, beefsteak, or fish, were
mentioned, he always understood,
and mewed loudly. Tabby’s end
was a sad one. He took bad fits,
and seemed very dangerous, =0
alas! he was shot. He was much
regretted by us_all, and lies in our
yard, in Brockville, in a grave over-
grown with grass, thistles and pink

catnip.
P D. W. K., Lancaster.
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SUMMER EVENING ON LAKS
VICTORIA.

Let us go a rowing, rowing,
O'er the glistening sheet of water,
Called by some the River Avon.
Let us watch tne shifting landscape,
Mirrored in the Lake’scalm surface,
While the changeful hues of even.
Gather in the Western sunset.
Let us hear the catbird mewing,
Hear the hollow voice of bittern,
See the swallow swooping,dipping.
Whilst the robin tunes his whistle.
Let us drift adown the River,
Listen to the sounds of voices,
Sounds of merry voices singing,
And of laughter free and joyous:
Pull the skiff now past the rushes,
Past the rustling, reedy grasses,
Where the iris bolély blossoms,
Safe from plundering hand of
maiden,
Spreadis., wideits%urpleb\ossom&
See the Western shadows deepen,
Hushed the bird songs in the
gloaming, . »
Frog and cricket now are piping:
Dusk the shadows of the hillside,
Dim the outline of the headlands:
Far out on the blackening water,
See theglimmer of the bright lights,
Lights %rom household, street and
wareroom.



