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What the.Dog Churned. -the basket of bernes, §aylng. Nero

By Marcia Purdy. churued something beside. butter
Chanle, wth ~ro .this 'Inorning,ý graudma,' ,and told' ,Charlie,, with-Nero -besidle''himn,

n as digging worins from·the fowe r t
bed near the cellar window aJ1nd 1 l. ks m .. a p.a--

bèartin . f or, his trouble, -aud lie, rau toe grand'na sny to Aut 'Suie,
'I should like 'a blackberry'puddig
fo-day, but you' cannot go for the a
beres, ad e the curning aDog's Qarre.
done the'sun will be too bot for n..,
o s I have a headacie.

* 'hr"ût etOlaniego?'~sedand a mÉstiff 'had, a- shiarp discus-'Why'niot let Cha,,rlie go ?' sked
Aunt Sue; and' grandma replied, o o a bouc, a .arred. y

'1e went so unwillingly yesterday
thatj do not car-to ask hi again ; bid ad before
I 'want bis vacation to' be as plea- they knew'it, over tleyweut iùto

saut s posib].' .the water.* Thiebaukswere so-higlsant as possible.' . .ý1 . D
elali' faerew red. Yes, lie. tliatthy weére forçed to swim. 'someCharlie's facegrwedYsh

had gone unwillingly; he was SO distaue before they came toi -
anxious to see the reaper a't work ing-plaée It a
that lie was not willing to give
grandna the few minutes it took '

to- pick a few berries, although lie '

afterwards ate his share of the pie
-with much enjoyment.

To-day-.he was going fishiug with
Ned Park er,s and. ought to start at
once or Ned would be waiting for
him, so lie had not'a'minute to spare
for berrying. Of course- grandma
had not asked him to go, and did.
not even know that he was, near
when she spoke, still he wished he l
had not heard lier, for it spoiled
his plea sure.

in a feiv minutes lie heard the
'cellar door close and'then the heavy
splash of the cream as it'was pour-
ed into the churn. At this sound
Nero left Charlie and sprang upon

HE TOWEDÎ HIX SAPEXthe dogn churs, ready to begon his
work " ' Newoundlah liewas as mucli at-

thisf monng grnmadtl

Wlat a good dog o sa-id lihominu'therwater as athseal. 
Charie to imself; lie neer waits .not oe povr kisBrucs moe struglnid
tobe told toh chur, but isalw and tied to su ade t

jin e wi abigt haeart.'Te

ready býefore -,the créant l,,5.1 liadmray.
This inade hMm think of tlie boy The' Newfoundla ndudog qicldy

wlo w no g ' f reaced the land,- and then turned
herris, auJ bs face rrew red agasin. to look'at ais old eemy. re saw

Fie heard graudma thîw off the plainl that is strength was fast
bralke, auJ theu came the steady failing, aud, that lie )vas Jikely to
iercl'ug ! herciug !'t of the dasher eyrown., So what liofl the noble

as ero began bis -tiresome trot fellow do but phnge in, seize hig
ùpou the wlicel. -By aud 'by thi; geutly by thc collar, !xnd, keeping
chauged to '.selfisli "boy ! selfish bhis nose ab6ve 'the water, tow lihui
boy!' ant ahthougli Charlie due safely into port.
fater than before lie could uot lielp It aas founyto see these two

ing i dogs -plook at eah other as they
At la-st he trew dow bisn trwel slook flieir wet 'oats.' Their g;ance

ah, sakingoois fist ero.'i,' sidas pliy'as W l
hi don't meau lf;t a h-et ètad 'never quarrel nernyimore.

of nie;' tlde picked. up bis basket ou 0 e tl
àndy, cliibing over the stoue:wà1l, ways beth fond ce idogs.
wert to t berry field.' The kehiss fta gWredsw are wagl

'WTeu he r r grandma w a and ani are
gatkerind the btter- liè u the grcatest care atdh sneneas,

' hechu ! hrchg I'of he dshe

everything being 'done that can
keep them healthy and happy.

There are dogs ,there of almost
every bre'd, and wheu the Queen
is staying at the castlie she goes
very often to visit her pets.

When aRoyalfdog dies it is laii
in a gr.ave, which is marked by a
stone'that tells its name.

One tombstoue is for ' Maurice,'
a- dog of the Mont :St. Bernard
breed, which belonged to Prince AI-
bert,.>and died in the year 1864.

Another is the grave of ' Prince,'
who died in 1865 ' lie was a Scotch
terrier that came from the Queen's
Castle of Balmoral in' the Hligih-
lands.

Of all dogs, Ier Majesty prefers
collies. Princess Beatrice is more
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fond of' fox-terriér's; and she has a
goodly number of thein.

'The Child's Companion.'

A Verv Good Little:GirI.
She never sighs,

She fiever grumbles,
She never cries

Wlien dowi she tumbles,
She never soils her pretty dresses,

She never spoils ler - silken
.tresses,

She never quarrels at lier piay,
She's glad and cheerful all the

day.

I love to hold lier in my arms
And kis and ·kiss lier for lier

charms.
O shle's the sweetest little girl!

And precious as a costl pearl.
What is lier naine? It's just plain

Polly,
And she's my dearest, dearest

dolly.-' Advisea'
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