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_ 'LECTURE

-

SLIDE 1. ——SLEIGII 'AND PAIR OUTSIDE A me RCH IN WINTER "

“Oh a.l] ye beastq and cattle, bless ve. the Lord, pra.lse Him’ and ma.gmfv Hlm
v .

So had sung the congregation in‘ a fa.shlonable church whlle out.snde'

the gates in the wintry wind stood several elegant equipages, many of

thei being sleighs ; for a snow-storm of the day previous gave excuse for

~ a sleigh- drive to church The beautiful horses attached to many of the

vehicles were disfigured by the tight check-rein and the tail being docked.
One especiaily handsome pair attached to a sleigh, though closely clipped
had no rug over them, and stood, as we see them in the picture, a shivering

- pair, their sides steaming, owing to the rapid rate the coachman had driven

them ; also cruelly docked and with the check -rein tight to. the utmost

: dema,nd of fashion.

" - “Spot,” said one of the horses, “T'm- shlverma thh cold and

tortured with this abominable bearmo'-rem and tight collar. Let us make

a break for the country, and try-to find our old home and kind master.”
“ Don’t try it, Petrel,” answered- his comrade, “‘though I am just as-
sick of this wretched harness as you are, not, to speak of the bare-faced:
theft of our tails, and they saying the eighth commandment in the church.
Still, my dear comirade, T must repeat, don’t try to run away ; we couldn’t
run far with this sleigh at our backs.. Tt would end in a big’ sma.sh-up

."and the whip for us.”

“Oh, pshaw, Spot; you are a.lways preachmo"” exclalmed Petrel
stamping his foot impatiently. : < .

. “Well, yes, you are right,” responded Spot, emphatlca]ly, and txjymg
to nod his poor tired head as we do; but as we see, it is fastened back so
tightly he cannot say yes, with a° nod ds we do. ““You see, Petrel,”’
continued Spot, “though we horses are very wise and know-more- than_ -

L
~ most men, still I must confess to have learned- S\omethmg of men’s ways

from the talks our friend the kind boy, Dick Niven, has with our 1a‘nora.nt:
hard-hearted groom, Nettle ; and if I were in the pulplt in this/church
here, I would give the men ‘a bit of a horse’s mind 6n what I have. heard

" Dick Niven say about the eighth commandment and the stealing of o,ur talls

Goodness knows what we'll do w1thout them in’ ﬂy tlme [ /

-
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‘SLIDE 2.—DockiNxg ProcEss. . *

“True, true, Spot,” said the other horse fmckly, “I simply dread to
“think of "the horsefly, and I am positively ashamed to be seen since Fve .
& been docked. - Dick Niven is right. Those people may well call them-
selves ¢ miserable sinners’ in church after their treatment of us. There L
wasn't a prettier pair of horses in' town, though I say it, than we were |
before we were mutjlated in this way. All for - fashion, too! I declare,

‘ o ) bpot it. makes me long to kick some one when I thmk of it!”
' ’ “ And no wonJer, dear Petrel ? retumed Spot as he shivered in his
harness. - -

*“No wonder, mdeed"’. echoed Petrel ; «I tell you. what it is, Spot, o §
" when I feel this dust-brush instead of my own tail at my back, I wish I |
was a coal- heaver’s horse, who doesn’t go in’ for fashion, instead of a-
carriage horse, whose master or. groom declares must be in-the Sashion, T
' f  forsooth ! Things have come to a pretty pass when we, who came to IR
‘ “town high-spirited” colts, look with envy upon the unmuulated horse of -

the coal-heaver!”. Y, ¢ . ' '

“I'm w1th you, Petrel,” put, in his comrade, hastily.  “I'd a thousandv
‘times rather be Dick Niven’s horse N obby, and be hu'ed'oat, for any .

chance load, than belong to Mr. Highflyer with this horse-hair duster on
., - my back, for all the world like the feather lamp-chimney cleaner, once x ;
'+~ the feathers of a lovely bird, but now sticking up on the mistress’ bonnet.”

SLIDE 3. —SHowmd Lapy weArING EGreT PLUME 1N HER Bo~NET. " DR

“Dick T‘Tlven says ’ continued Spot, “that the beautiful egreb is shot ;
down by the cruel lﬁ‘imters when she is caring for-her young, just- for her N -
tail feathers to trim up the women with! So you see, Petrel, the poor . '
mother-bird and her young all have to die to tix up these bonnets' Is it i
not terrible, Petrel 1”7 - ) . . _

SLmE 4—-BEAUTIPUL EGRET.

) : “Terrible, indeed, to slaughter such a magnificent bird!” exclaigled' -

~ Petrel, stamping his feet as if to run away. “It’s my opinion, Spot, that - .

you are on the wrong track, when you preach to me to bear my wrongs s

" .patiently, lest T get the whip for running away from such cruel creatures ;

_as men and women. See, good comrade, how I have to seek to rest the - .

tired muscles of my neck by straining my head sideways ; and you also, ~ . !

«» poor fellow. "Ah! good Spot, I see you are shedding tears-over your
wrongs. But T’ll not weep, I'll stand it no longer, I'll run away!” "’

At this Juncture two boys Who had but just emerged. from a small
mission churdx around the corner, came along, and in passing several of Co
the horses one of the lads had stopped to say a friendly word. This boy" / '

. Was noné other than the friend of a.mmals of whom we have heard
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the horses /pot and Petrel talking. Yes chk Niven it is, who, commg
up to vhem bpot and Petrel stand, as we see in the plctune, calls out
cheen)/y .
SLIDE )—-chx \Tnm

' / *“Hello! Spot and Petrel ; he]lo’ Isay” On hedrmo' the well. known

,'/'Volce of: Dxck \Twen, there is a musical whinny from both horses
' (Operator wxll repeat. Slide 1. )

See! Ben,” said Dick to the boy who was thh him. = “See! ‘thése
are the grand-looking horses you've heard me tell about at the Band of

"Morcy. - Aint they dandies, except for bemtr docked and havmn thelr -

heads jerked back with the check-rein?”

““You bet, they’re dandies, chk, “replied Ben, the boot»blqck “go

- sleek and shiny as if a ba,rn-l of Iwr-ml had been let on ’em throun'h the
fire-hose,” said Ben, grinning. ) - : -

¢ Its dirty mean of ‘groom Nettle not to have thrown a blanket over
them,” said Dick Niven, stroking the neck of Petrel to keep hin ‘quiet.

“Yes, it's beastly wean of him,” said Ben; “I bet he’d wrap his own

greedy self up in the fur coat of his master.or his ﬂlibt[‘eSb "fore he’d stand
in a wind like this—enough to blow a fellow’s hair off. ~ Where is groom
Nettle, anylow, Dick ?” o ) : @)

«Oh, [ guess he’s kicking his lwels on the warm side of the church-
door, or playing cards in thp cabmen’s shelter round. the corner, replied
Dick. T S : .

*Yes, Dick, you bet your l)oot» that’s what he's at. - Gfoom Nettle i~
: a]WrtVa looking out for number one6 ‘Mean snidhe ! -sad Ben,. blowing
on his rather grimy fingers, being iy business for himself after school-
hours as a boot-black, and whohad b&en pressed mto the Band of Mercy
. service by the boy, Dick Niven. }’ .

“ But, say, Dick,” contmued Ben, the boot-black, « Say ! are you a«om
to spend the day acryin’ over thesé/ﬁere horses and go without any
dinner, save a blowin’ of yoursel” full of wind, or are you agoin’ home "

“Don’t try to be furmy, Ben, for! you miss it every time,” replied

. Dick, patting the neck of: Petrei and speaking kmdly to the restive and
tightly curbed animal; while he added, “I’'m. coming home, Ben, before
you couid shine a gentleman s ra.zor-pomted toe. . But first I am going to
unfasten the cruel and hideous check-rein on both these poor horses. If
-I don’t, Ben, this one here is bound to run away.” -
“All right, Dick, " said Ben, grinning. | “But ho]d up a jiffy till 1
" get my head under asleigh robe.. So as I'won’t have to swear in court I
saw you do it. Search me, I dor’t know, is'all they’ll get out of me. Go

on, give the horses a chance. I’'m near sﬁo"f’.hered under this here robe.

Fire away. Say when ?”
N T

»
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“Now Ben, all right, you ma} unw rap your pretty head,” said .l‘)ick
Iaughing; as he whistled a’Band of Mecrcy tune. “See, Ben, how ‘glad

they are to ha.ve the use of their heads. Now hand. over that blanket,

please—the -one 'groon_lv Nettle covers up bis precious body with, and T'll
throw it.over the two of thenl; it will be better than néthing. Our horse

Nobby has a fine blanket mother ma.de out of samples of cloth patched .-

fror'ether - And.ﬁow “Ben, for_a race to the corner, then home ; but first,

1 muist drop my card into’ the sleigh,” 7 - : S

“Youlr-card ! ” said Ben, in «ood humored fun “T guess wha.t s on xt

is, ¢ Dick Niven, as works at odd jobs arter school,” eh 1"
“Yes, Ben, you've hit the bull’s-eye this time. The card is about the

-best job T've rvot—the Band of Mercy jov; and my card shows the . '
check-rein-on and off the horses. _Coine now, ‘let us hustle. Mother told -

~

‘me to bring you home to. dinner ; we have raisin puddmfr to-day; so hustle

-.One, two, three and away !” ‘
“You bet I'll skute,” said" Ben, grinning.” “It isu’t every.da,y I géts

- raisin puddin’.  Your mother is a brick, Dick.” . .
“ No, she aint,”.said Dick, out ot breath with the run. A brick is too -

hard for mother ; she is more like a soft pillow.”
Stipe 6.—Dick AND Bex.

“ Hello! hello, 'Ben !” loudly called a.-boy running’after them, firing
a snow-ball at Ben’s back. He was a very well-dressed boy, hls boots and
pants bespattered with mud. ‘“Hello, Ben. Hold up, I say.”

Ben halted. in the. run, because the three boys attended: the same

school but Dick did so very reluctant]y, for he did not like the boy, and -

did not wish to keep his mother and little sister waiting for thﬂl’ dmner
He was hungry, too, for raisin puddm so he said breathlessly:

wish- me to chum up with him.”

¢ Ob, psha,w Dick; Bobbie’s ﬂot lot§ of tin anyhow so IlL. halt ” sald":._ B
Ben, a little crossly, and making a step backward to meet Bobble tht i

who ran up out of breath.,

SLIDE 7——DICK BE‘I ‘AND BoOBBIE.

' “Well Bobbie, what’s the row’l ” shouted Ben.

“Only this, kid,” replied Bobbie Flint, twirling his chewmg gum from *
" one cheek to a,nother ; “I want a. shlne
. "“You bet!”. responded Ben, the boot-black, scanding him cmtxca]ly
* «But where under the sun-did you get mud to-day? Your church is just
_ round the corner from your house, and the snow hasn’t melted worth a -

‘cent about there !” ) ) .

vt e eyt

& Don’t stop, Ben. Bobbie Flmt is not a good sort, and mothe doesn b L

st g e

[P K T

A T R

P

T




, starched Sundd,y éollar. *Caw’t be did: T aint goin’ to work seven days .
-in the week for you nor any other man.” -

“fi00d for you, Ben,” said Dick; “you’re right in with the fourth

" Dick Niveuy
"\ the street, . -
“Tald 1t then, you \Iercv Supe,”’ said Bobbie' su]:kily; “but mind I’ll

’: o 4‘:;‘.3—‘ 6

©«I'know all that, erazy. But I wasn’t at church. No, not. much. "

Dad and ma took a car and went visiting, Dad told me to go to-church,

but T went on a jo]ly lark instead, boarded a car out to the eastern rail " -
.. depot. Played robber in the muddy yards with some other fellows. - Set -

two dogs.on a cat.

Didn’t they make her fur fly! You:bet! Knocked

down six spa.rrowf: with my catapult. But, say ! 1 forgot that Band of-
* Mérey supe, Dxcl.j.;’\nen, was listening. I'suppose he’ll be mean enough

to tell a cop abo; i‘ my catapult But mlnd' this, Dick .Niven, if y.ou do Il
get even. . Seg ,f I don’t, , .

“You"l h:tfaxd over that murderous campw/t to me, Pobble Flint, ” said

7
xﬁrmly,"“ or you'll hand it over to this pohceman commg down
:g Choose qmcL I

1 YI"}lf lumt T'm 1endy for you,’ sald Dul\ ; “but I do wish,
e Flint, yowd act on'the square with the animals.and birds.”

fir corner.. I'll go round .with you and get ashine. I don’t want to

poiling my nmew suit. Come on, I’ 1i make it ten cents—five for the shine
and five to brush me up. Heré we are at the corner, I'll skute raund

with.you,” said Bobbie Flmt ‘sure tlut the offer of ten cents would fetch .
: the- boot-black: :

L Cant be did, Bobhlé ? said - Ben - jerking at his uncomforta,ble

commandment this time.”

“Such rot!” cried out Bobhie Flmt a,ngrlly “My da.dv says the

comma.nd ments were only made for them Jew fellows. There goes a car.
Those men work on Sundays, so ought you, you lazy fellow. Do you see

. 'the cars,. T tell you: ‘They run, and you should. work, t00.”

‘.‘[ .

SLipDE 8.—HORSELESS CARS. .

“Yes, I sees the cars. I know they run. I aint blind,” returned

Ben. But the slaveys as runs ’em is scared of getting the grand bounce '
“if ‘they refuse to work Sundays. They aint - in an independent profession

like I be See" ” he added p!'oudly, whlle ﬁnng asnow-ball ata telephone

®

* pole.

« All rlght soapy Ben; but Ill° get even, see if I don’t ” shouted -

“~Bobbie, spitefully, as he ran round a corner after throwmg a snow-ba.ll at
Dldi;’s cap, knockmg it s1dewa.ys

v
o

. A - . . o

v .*Gne us & rest, \uve,n ” replied Bobbxe, crossly. .“Now, Ben, here is.

how up at home with all this mud on. Dad will kick up xblllrh about my’
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vl wisl:; Bobbie Flint wduld.a.ct on the square instead of trying to get- '
- even and-knocking a fellow’s eap on his ear like a soldier,” said Dick,

good-humoreclly, while taking off his mits and unbuttomng his overcoat,
for the gun had come out bright « nd warm.

Two blocks farther on brou«h ‘Dick and ‘Ben to Spruce Street whmh
was little better than alane in omparison with Bower Avenue, which

was to the front of it.  The home of Dick Niven was at 15 Spmce Street,
being one of a row of neat frame cottages.
The father of Dick Niven: and his little sxster Molly had been dea.d

" for two years, when we first became acquainted with- Dick. His fa,ther
had been an honest, industrious pedlar of fruit, with a far-ringing. voice

a8 he sang out, ‘“Strawberry ripe. here! Fresh Oakville stravﬁber;yv'!”--

Dick’s father had owned his ho®se and cart, and had treated his co-worker,
the horse Nobby, with kindness and consideration. Dick and.his good

'motber had deeply gneved at the death of this honest ped]ar of frult

‘Szioe 9.—NoBBY AND H1s CART.

Nobby,  the h01:se, was-now largely the bread-winner of - the smﬁallv

family—the widow of Niven hiring out the horse and cart to carry any

light load, or as'an express waggon. -The horse Nobby was well cared far

by Dick, and indeed was petted by each member of the family. He stood

in a-small stable in a little back yard which Dick’s little:sister Molly .

. called the garden because i in summer- dandelions and sweet clover showed _

théir pretty heads among the green grass. The back wall of Nebby’s

are now all well acquamted and whom we have 'seen standing shnermg,

docked and wearing the cruel check-rein which their friend Dick Niven,

we must remember, had loosened while they had stoodoutside the-church

waiting to draw their mistress home. The master. of/épot and Petrel was '

absent from town, but . their. mistress, Mrs nghﬂyer and her htt]e son
Ne]son had gone to church.

SLIDE 10. ——DICK’s- MOTHER AT Door oF COTTAGE.

little stable was almost-close to the grand brick stable in which were B
ihoused the pair of long-suffering horses, Spot and Petrel, with whom'we

Here we see the good woman, chk’s mother, openmg the door for her,”

- dear boy ; we hear ‘the sweet voice of a little child singing the second

verse of a Band of Mercy song, to the tune of ¢ God Save our Queen

- Let us, hstgn as the boys did, to little Mol]v as she sings:

.
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- SLIDE ll —Baxp oF RCY HYM\I.‘

(TU\ E—God, Save our &een ) AR

Y Oh, may - -we ever ﬁnd
‘ Sw eet joy in being kmd
’ A happy band.
We'll keep our cards with care,
With-Pledge so- broad and fa.u-
And Badge of '\Iercy wear’

l‘hroudhout the land v y L

C «Well: done ! ’_’ shouted chk cheerily, and entering the bri ht 11v1ng~

-, Toom of the three:roomed cottage; plainly furnished indeed, but omfort-
~able:and spotlessly ¢lean, the mixed smell of onion stew and raisin pi ddmg :

: ﬁllmﬂ pleasantly the nostrils of the hungry boys.

. % Well done, I say | ” repeated Dick. But where are you, my five-
year-old sister 7 : -

“T’se in here Dickie, in mother’s bedroom an” mire. I’se feedin_’ the

: sparrows on the windowssill,. with some ¢rumbs mother gave me. See,

. Dickie, an’ Ben too ; but Ben might frighten: the sparrows so he must .

B peep gently wih his one eye.” v
© “My eye!” said_Ben, grinning. «rd havé you know, Sissy,' that
Ben, the hoot-black, have more than one eye. For I seed two on.’em in
‘the gents’ toés as I give’em a shine. How’s that for 197

Al right, Benny, ‘said little Molly ' “You may peek with your
©twoeyes, an’ as you’re so smart, you'll be able to.count ‘all the raisins in

mother’s sweet puddin’; else if you only had one eye, you’d think you only
"got half the count of raisins mother- gives chkle an me e
~ “That’s so,” said Ben, laughing. = . v
- “See, Ben,” continued little Molly “See ! .don’t the spa)r:dws peck
- pretty out of Dickie’s hand?” - :
“You bet they do, the hungry | httle beggars,’ sald Ben' HE but I never

’, saw a.nybody feed ’em . before They've pretty spots on ’em too an’ I guess
“I’ll never fire stones at ‘ein any ‘more.’

. Come to dinner, children!” called the kind mother frouytﬁb next

room, as she bustled about the base burner with oven . attached, the live

“coals shining brightly through the transparent mica. “And Dick, my
son, take Ben into your bedroom and both of you wash your ha.nds then
please comeé to our nice hot dmner

SLIDE 12. ——NFAT C(')JMFORTABLE LIVING—ROOM THE. MOTHER wl'rn HER
_ . CHILDREN, DICK AND Morry AS WELL A8 BEN SEATED AT TABLE

-« Dick, my son, please say grace,” remmded his mother
“ Yes, mother, but may 1 say one out of my own. head? I’d ra.ther

et
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-~ Certainly 'you.‘ma,y, !‘ep‘lied his “mother, l;ir‘ldl’yv All bowed thef_rt
heads excepting Ben, who stared wondenn«vly at Dick as he prayed: :

«Oh, heavenly Father, rant we pray Thee, that this good dinner
‘may make us all so strong, that we shall be able to protect all Thy

S

we may not be so horrid oreedy as to eat up. everythlno and not save a
-

~our good horse. -Amen.

. plateful of nice hot- steW Ben, though he wiped a smile off his face with
‘his hand, said a loud “Amen resolun«v thiat- should Dick’s miother -give

- . the whole core for \Tobby, the horse.

The little party ate the stew with 'hearf,y relish, not a word bemﬁ o
spoken for several mlnutes When. chk and Ben were given some more, :

little Molly found voice to- say :

church, ’cause mother told -me Nobby would ' be more lonesome when he-
did not hear Spot and Petrel talking and sta.mpmg their feet, see !”
“Yes, Molly, I see; and you are a good. little girl for koepm" Vobby
- company. All a.mma.ls love to be ta,ken notice of and dislike . mopmg by
) themselves.” : : :
I  “Bay!”. sald Ben spxllmg some of the stew he was carrying te-his

of the-child’s long fair curls bhroh"h his fingers, n’Jeamng to be kind:.

me any more than mother would, nor chkle,
« ~_ Bitoria! So theret” -
This hasty little speech of '\([olly caused them all to IauO'h mernly,

“her blue eyes on Ben alluding to her ds a baby. “

said her mother; “he’s as gentle as a lamb to her, dear, old fellow Dxd
you go into Nobby s stall, my dear %” :

| '{' sald the httle glr} gleéfully

" Dbit of dinner for Trixy and the- -stray dog, or.a blte of apple for.,l\ obby,:

AR " When Dick, ended O'ra.ce, as. hlS mothpr served each one with a large

-mouth, in his astonishment. "« Say, Dick, you never let this.haby go to'
‘the stable a.lone, the horse might kick her!” and ‘the baot- bla.ck drew one-

B L and Molly hkmg the sound smiled- throuoh the -tears that ha,d brlmmed .

“There is no feat of our good horse Nobby hurtmg my little girl”

defenceless crea.tures from cruel ‘treatment. * And, dear Lord, crrant that -

him one of the shining red apples he saw. on a s.lde table,’ he would’ save

* Dickie, when - you were to church, I Went out to the sta,ble and
. talked to Nobby, so I did; and _Dickie, T waited until I heard: Spot and " )
Petrel go out of their stable to fetch Mrs. Highfly and Nelson home frony R '

“I’se not a ba.byl” cried Molly, red with anger “T'se a qua,rter” :
past five, an’ I can -feed our cat, an’ the sparrows, an’ sweep ‘the floor, an’
sew. patches, an’ "go to church, so I can. An’ our hobby wouldn’t ku:k

¢ Oh, yes, mothdv,’ -an’ T pia.lted his long tail, an’ he letted me, an’ ' he -
s peeked round at me, an’ he smlled at me thh his long. noee, 50 he did,”™
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R | guess'peoz Spo£ and Petrel would like to-lia.ve borrowed.our horse’s’

long tail more times than he could spare it,” said_ Dwk -his eyes on, ‘his

o good mother; as she served the sweet: raisin pudding. - :
BN § ) dlrty thean to dock a horse,” sa.ld Ben, his face bea.mmg mth~ o
~ smiles on Mrs. Niven giving him a generous. Supply of the pudding. «1

“heard a policeman_ tell a. gent, whose shoes I was a-shinin), that he had
seen a horse docked-the other day, and the poor animal suﬁ'ered so much
“from bemg seared with a red-hot iron, as well as the dockmg, that he

gave such a big sob as turned the cob sick for two davs Here the boot-

-black -cried out Oh!” and fell to- rubbing his knee, on mey, the cat,

‘ creeping softly to -his. s1de a.nd stlckmcr a pa.xr of sharp claws mto hls' o

knee in beugmg for a bit.

» “Little Molly Yaughed merrlly, a.nd 0ettﬁrg off- her chau', carned the
cst?back again to her patch-wark bed by the stove:

o ‘Qur puss went to you because she- thought yeu were anodder boy,”

sald Molly, “and our puss thoufrht you would give her a bit, 'cause you . ..

“wouldn’t know we don’t feed her at table. Isn’t she'a cunnin’ puss?”-

“You just bet shie is,” said. Dick, as he and Molly helped their motherf

' to wash. the dlshes, £old the cloth and gather up the crumbs.’ GET §

« Here, Trixy!" ca]led out Mrs.-Niven. Here are. the scra,ps “for
you.  Come, puss, to your oilcloth in the corner..  You see;, Ben, I can
easily wash the bit of ‘oilcloth, and so, our pretty rao'-carpet is nelther?

greased nor stained.”

“You thinks of everythmo ma’am i said Ben,‘ sorrowfully. “Now,i

my step mother
, SLIDE 13. ——BEN’s STEP-MOTHER.

Just sa,ys cats is dirty beasts, an’ ‘she” up with the broom or ra.ke an’  drives

‘'em out. when I brmgs em in out pf the cold since I ]omed the; Band of -

- Merey.” : : i
 “You have a- na.sty step-mother an’ I hate her! ” crled Molly, with - a
: staxqp of her tiny foot, “but I just love cats, they. are so soft an’ buzz so

E ~ pretty. Do you know,Ben, what I’se gom to do when our: Tnxy dles?»

- Guess.”
“Bury her, rephed Ben promptly . N
¢ No' no!” cried Molly, clapping her chubby hands. T knowed

you couldn’t: -guess. %Z)se gomg to- have a muﬁ' made out of her fur coat _

. for mother. See!” " ' - U K

. BLDE 14. -—SHOW&NG MOLLY 'AS SHE TALKS-—THE Car BESIDE HER.

¢ Yes, T see that will bé a ‘dandy muff,” sald Ben, strokmg the cat,
: who had jumped to his knee,

ow, my dear chlldren and you also Ben, come and mt aronnd the{ o
; stove, sa.ld Mrs vaen, aﬁ'eotlonately, “and we sha.ll ea.t an apple ‘and
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B have a- qulet ta.lk untll it is time for. us to shut up house ‘a.nd go to
.. Sunday School. .Tell me, chk whzt the text was this morning?” ;.
. “That's too easy, mother; Zive me a harder question—and youwill say
- 80 when I tell you that it is the text on the wall i in my bedroom, ¢ Blessed
" are the merciful for. .they shall. obtain mercy.’ Mr. Young was the
preacher. and he explamed the text very well “but I wished he bad said -

something more than he did about showing mercy to the poor defenceless

animals; but, never mind, next Sunday Mr. Young preaches altogether .

on kindness to animals.. Anyhow I practlsed what our 'good Mr. Young

preached, by unfastening the cruel -check-rein on. those lono-suﬁ'enng’

hqrses, Spot and Petrel, so I did. ”

_“Oh, Dick ! ™ cried his mother," T know it was a mercxful act to ease - ,
the poor horses ; but I hope groom Nettle did not see you do lt——he hasa "

_nasty temper, you know; dear.” -

““Yes, mother, I know he has, but’ I’m not a coward so I left my .
_ card about the check-rein in the sleigh, so-he won’t blame any other
- fellow, for groom Nettle knows my card all right... But, oh ! mother dear,
" what noise is that? I think it is'that poor stray dog whining outstde I’ll

" run out and let him into the stable with Nobby. Come, Ben.”
.’

On the retarn of the two boys, little Molly said :

‘SuipE 15.—THE Oat-TRIXY. B

K N ow, hsten, Ben, with your two ears, I'se.going to tell a cat storys
“the way the children do at' Dick’s Band of Mercy. Once upon a time—
I mean pudder day—Nobby's visitor, the stray dog, creeped in under the

fence and comed into our yard. ~But, D1ck1e, what is the stray dog’s .

name, I want to say it?” asked- Molly in the middle of her story
<« Call him Stray,” answered Dick, promptly.

) “ Very well, Dickie, I wxll Well, Ben, Nobby’s frxend Stra,y was
o i:cold and wet ’cause it'was raining, and, I spec’, hungry, too. It was the

puddgr day when Dickie had saved a crust of his bread and put it on the

fence for the sparrows 'fore he went to school. . Well,  Benny, the- -spar-
" rows were so scared when Stray crept under the fence, that they let the -
- crust fall'down; an’ it dropped right into Stray s big mouth, ~ Wasn’t that
~ too funny for anything, Ben ! Eh.” '
' «The fun was all on the doa’s side,” answered Ben, grinning.. ¢ But
say, Slssy, what about the ca,t'l You said you was goin’ to tell a cat

story.”:
. REPEAT SLIDE 14, -—Mou.r

“SoIis, Ben, goin’ to-tell a-cat story right now in a mmute It was ’
. on the daythat mother ‘was out next’ dodr a-dessm an’ a-washin’ Mrs.
. Timms’. new doll- -baby, an’ so I pu_t.xmyA rubber shoes ‘on—the ‘ beautiés
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7 Dickie ;;rave me that he made out of newspapers ; but they aint the same-
_-color as newspapers. Anyway I put the shinin’ rubbers on, an’ I went

"dad “used ’fore he went up in heaven. Well, Ben,” continued little

.- creeped out of her out-door house—a box with a bit of carpet an’ straw in

nice, good puss any more, so you shan’t, you nasty

* getting wet, so she crept out of her out-door house an’ went down the

. Wasn’t that sweet of our puss, Ben?”

. Mercy. ‘._-'Eh,” Dick 7

chewing-gum league, you look quite like a gentleman.”

in Ben’s shlmn boon Tsn’t she cuunm

‘ﬂoor beside the stove and .stroking the cat. They are very useful, too,
in scaring away rats and mice ; indeed, in cold storage vaults and gran- -
-aries they are of great.service. I wish we. could have a cat tax, which

" i ‘time a lady took sick. She had a cat of which she was very fund “Well,

| 2

~

out into the garden, an’ held dear dad’s umberel——thé.dne Dickie told me -

Molly, as we.see her ta.lkmg in the picture—* well, Ben TI-holded dad’s
umberél . over. Stray for fear he’d take a cold in his head, an’ I wiped a
drop on his nose with- my bancherif, so'I did. Then our cat Tnx_y . Bt

it—an’ say, Ben, what do you thmk our big cat Tnxy did? Guess?”
“That'’s an easy one, stsy, said Ben. “I guess yom- cat flew at the Ty

_ stray dog an’ blinded his eye.”

““She never!” exclaimed Molly, angrily. « An you shan’t stroke ourv
lforrld boy.” _
«“ Molly ! Molly!” said her mother, reprov ingly,~* tell Ben what a good -

" Band of Mercy sat our Trixy is.’

© “Very well, mother, so I shall.. ‘Well, Ben, our good puss saw I was

garden-inthe rain, an’ she stood up on her dandy-lona Iegs, an’ lifted the
latch of Nobby’s stable door so that Stray could go in, an’ he dxd go,

" “Yes, you bet it was. \Ve’ll make her a member of our Band of

. All right, Ben. ~T’ll call on you to'nominaté the _new_member.’ I -
wish some of the little kids in our Band had as fine a set of furs as she
has.” - . ' Lo o :
“This. here new coat of -mine is :avjarm as any cat’s fur,” said Ben,
smoothing the sleeve of his coarse cloth coat with pride. '

"« Ben, my-boy,” said Dick’s mother, *it’s none of my business, I know,
and T hope you won’t mind my remarking on it, as your mother and I
were old frlends, but I must say since you ve joined the anti- tobacco and

“Oh, say!” said Molly, laughing, “see our Trixy a-lookin’ at herself .
£ . . ) . ’ ‘

- SLIDE 16. —-THE CA’l‘ LOOKI\*G AT HER ~REFLECTION N BEv’s' B‘oé'r

« Cats make very pretty pictures,” sa.ld chk 31tt1ng down -on the N

would make them be better cared for Cats are very fond of those who -
are kind to them. Listen, wee Molly, to my cat story Once upon'a -




’ thls ca.t moped and pmed while her good friend was ﬂl She must ha.ve
‘thought the family was: starvmg the lady, for every day she brought the
" choicest bits of her own dinner to ﬁw bedside of her friend, and one day,
:as a‘great treat, she carried a mouse'she had killed and two fat cock-
. roaches, and ls,lq them beside her face on the pillow.”

.~ “TUgh't how very, very nasty of that cat,” said httle Molly, makmg a
gnmace o

¢ Children,” said Mrs, N1ven, “it is nea,rly time we were all starting -

for Sunday School. I shall go first and put on my bonnet and coat ; and,

. Molly, dear, you must now say to Ben what you promlsed me you would ‘

about using the word ¢ hate.””

. “Very wel] mother, but I doesn’t want to, said the littlé glrl droopr »

1ﬁo her head ; *but I ’spose I must Ben, ’cause I promised mother I

" would when you and Dickie were out m the stable. But I doesn’t want
. to say it, so I'll whisper it, Ben, over in thls corner by mother’s sewmg

Y
SLIDE 17. —MOLLY %Vmsmmz\c TO Bn{

. machi.n'e ri whlsper, Ben, so as only you and, God can hear

Al rlo'ht Sissy, here I am.’ o
“ Well, Ben, can you hear me whlsper?” .
- “Yes, Sis.”

“'Well, Ben, I promised mother to say to you that I was sorry I said

I hated _your Step- -mother, *dause she chases cats out with a broom or a
rake, Axn’ now, Ben, I've said what mother teld me to say, but I’se

. afraid, Ben,.I hate her all the same; so I does. But, Benny, I've said what

mother bid me, haven’t I, Benny?” ~ ‘
“Yes you have, Slssy, whisperggl Ben, “an*1 hate her, too, ‘cause she

- licks me for nothin’, an’ she dashes scaldmv water on dogs as I bring in

to get warm &so, Sissy, I'm goin’ to run ‘away from her soon, an’ I'm goin’
to live in the working boys’ home, so I am, sure pop !”

“Molly ! Molly 17 called her mother, “ come now, dear, and get your
coat and hood on.” " :

“Yes, mother, T’se comin’. Now, please hsten wh1le ‘the boys are out - .
sayin’ good-bye to Nobby, an’ givin’ water to the stray dog. Listen, ~

. mother, if T know my verse. Are you listening, mother?” asked the i
A httle girl, as her mother buttoned on her warm coat.

. “Yes, dear, I am lxstenmo .Go on; sa.y your verse.”
“Very well, hsten close, mother :

««Little hands and dlmpled ﬁngers ’
"Are not. made to pinch and tear ; 3
But to move in deeds of kindness,
And to fold in thoughts of prayer.” -

R A g R N AR DAL €GN i LN Sk s TR

xi
.

S




14

“ Do I say it-all mght mother ?”
-“Yes, little daughter, you do say it all rxght but I want you to
" remember to practise‘what you preach, as our Dick!cays. "Now, come,
boys, it is time we were starting for Sunday School,” said the good woman.
“Motlirr ! ” whispered- Dick, as they went theu- way to Sunday School.
b Mother way I.ask Ben to come back to supper with us? “His home is,
so noisy on Sunday. They play cards for money; and poor -Ben is’ rea.lly
" trying to be a good boy. = His step—mothel 1s not a good woman, Mdy I
ask him, mother?” :
“ Yes, Dick, you may. I must spea.k to Mr. Young about hlm I
. should like him to learn a trade. Yes, ask him t6 come and spend every'
) Sunday with us, where he can eat his dinner in pea.ce and quletness
© - “Thank you, mother ; you never forget to. practise the ¢ golden rule.’
“«f am afraid I do sometimes, my son. Molly, child, give ‘mother your
hand going up the steps, they are a httle shppery Now, try to be a good
girl in church my dear.” » v

3

’ SLIDE 18.—DICK DELIVERING THE “ DAILY PosTER.” \ -

-Monday inorning came, and 'Dick and his lﬁother were- -up and dressed
by six o’clock. The stove was raked out, new coal poured in, and- the.
‘ashes removed by Dick, who then hurned away to the office of the Daily
“Poster.  On. procuring his parcel for delivery, he rushed through many '
streets; droppmtr the newspapers into the letter-boxes of the many
subscrlbers of the Daily Poster. After doing his work cheerfully
and promptly, chk ran through the dusk of early morning to his home,
whistling merrily and catching the Deceniber snow- ﬂa,kes in the palms -of

his hands as he ran. The city clocks were rmrrmg, striking and chiming

in a musical tangle the hour of eight o’clock as Dick reached the corner
of Sgruce Street, ran along to ' No. 15, and’ entered the door of Hhis cottage:
home. :

“ Well, mother dear, here I am. Are any of the clothes ready for me

“to hang out’on the line before we sit down to our breakfast ?”

“Indeed, no, Dick,” ‘replied his mother, bustling about, “my hands
can’t fly at the wash-tub, as your feet do in running around delivering the
Daily Poster. . But breakfast is ready; so ‘come, my son,. before the
porridge gets cold ; you'll be hungry, a.s usual, a.fter your run’ there is
no tonic like honest toil.in the frosty air.’

! “That’s so,. mother, said the boy, ‘“‘and our tonic is no patent medlcme
swallowed down in pill form, eh," mother ”

~Wheén: breakfast was over. Dick went out to the stab]e to feed and
water Nobby, pet and ta.lk to. him, ma.ke his stable clean and tidy, see
that the wmdow-hole at the ﬂoor was open to, let i in the, fresh air, and the .
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one at the roof open to drive the foul air out a.bove and also to remove
the used litter, so that the stored ifrod would taste sweet when all 1mpdre_'_

odour was removed. This Dick d.d every day, niever foroettmg to -rub
his good horse down and clean his feet out every night, lest he.might
have picked up a stone in his shoe during his day’s work for Nobby
being well cared.for and a good horse to go, was hired out almost every

‘da.y, thus being in a great measure brea.d-wmner for the w1dow and her -
_children. - ' :

" While Dick was working in the stable, he sang w1th cheery eamestness
to the tune of “ Hold the Fort ” ag we see the words on the canvas :

SLpE 19.—Baxp oF MErcY SoNG. . ~ .
' (ToNe— Hold the Fort.”) '

. <Hearts of love with hands of mercy—
. Hear our joyful song; - . .
Highest hill and lowest valley
~ Roll the words along.

’

. CHorvs.—dJoin our Bands, the word is spoken

« ¢Mercy’ is our cry; _
We will plead for voiceless creatures, °
=T _ Vlctory is mgh ” *

SLIDE 20. ——Pomcmi.w B

As Dick sang -he heard a loud ring at the front door of the cottage.

In a minute or two his mother had come to the back door, and in a-voice

unlike her own, a voice with fear in it, called out shrilly :-
- “Dick! Dickie, my son, come! ecome quickly !”-

4 Poor, dear mother, pe-rha.ps she has scalded herself 7 thought Dick,

- running in.

SLIDE 21.—D10K Niven.

“Yes, moth‘ér, sald Dick, as_he stood as we see him, having closed
the door and standing cap in his hand.
““Speak low, Dick,” whxspored his mother, with a white f;ce and

. trembling voice, “I don’t want to awake Molly, the child would not -
" understand. T have bad news, Dick. A policeman brought this dreadful
~summons for you to appear in court this morning.’ Thank God, my poor,
".dear boy, that we have a children’s court.”

“ But, mother dear, what is the charge a.gamst me‘! ‘What do they
say I have done? Tt is all a mistake.: Cheer up, mothe_lj ”o

« No, Dick, my son, it is no mistake. The charge is that you inter-
fered with private property yesterday, in unhooking the check-rein on
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Mr nghﬂyers horsea and in meddling W/x/th his sleigh robes Oh, Dick! -~ -

I feared groom Nettle would do you harm. Oh, my v poor, dea.r, fatherless
boy, my boy ' crled his mother, sobbm@

“Don’t cry, mother,” said Dick, é;tl/utt;mcr his arms about her, “and
“don’t fear. You remember Job" said, ‘That which: I most. feared ‘has
‘come upon me, -now, mother, I do/ not fear wh it «room Nett,le, or any

- other man, ¢an do unto nie, for ‘the Loxd is on my s1de a.nd I may sa.y

on the side of poor Spot and Petrel, voo.’ :
. As the brave boy talked hls/mother dried her tears and’ became ca,lm
There were a few minutes of sﬂent thought, when Mrs. Niven said :

“T tell you what we'll d/o Dick. Nobby is not. hired out until this

a."iternoon T'll wake Molly; bath and dress her, give her some’ hot

porrldwe, and then drive her over to her unc]es for the day. Afterw vards,
we shall engage ‘Mr. Pmder to defend you.- We have $310.00 sa,ved and ‘

I dare say Mr. Pinder will nos charge us over the $10.00. -

““He won’t charge us anything, mother, because we won’t retain h1m ‘
A lawyer could only tell the truth, which he would first have to leatn

from me ; then why not save the money and speak for myself’l Y es, I’ 11
be my own lawyer. And, mother, I’d rather unclé dldn t know a.nythmcr
of this, until it’s all over; it would only fidget and worry him, and I can
plead my cause, the cause of the animals, better, if uncle isn’t in court.
And we are bound to wm, “added Dick, trvmfr to cheer his mother. I
am sorry to be obhved to miss soi)ool this morning, but I must try and
make it up. . Now, 1_uor,her T’ll go and hang out the‘ vcl'ot._he's that are in
the basket all ready for me, while you dress yourself and Molly. . Then

- T'll hitch up Nobby and drive Molly over to uncle’s, and afterwards conie,

for you, mother, and we’ll drive to court in Astate.i’ : - .o

L -7
"Sripe-22. ——-SPOT AND PETREL WITH . THEIR (CARRIAGE FACI\G NOBBY IN
. )

" uis Cart OUTSIDE THE COURT-HOLSF .

An hour and.a qua.rtet; la.ter in the morning, Spot andv Petrel ha‘ving‘ .

drawn groom I\'ett;le, as the accuser of the boy, Dick Niven, to the court-

house," stood facing _Nbbhy,_as he pé,tiegtly waited in. his easy-fitting.

harness, for Dick and his mother, who were for the first time in their pure
“and upn«rht lives within the walls of a court-room.

“T am ashamed to look you in the face, N. obby,” sald Petrel fro-thmg
at. th‘e mouth from the tightly drawn bit. *Yes, Nobby, I am actually
ashamed to" look you in the face after the way in which oux cruel groom
has acted-to your kind young master, Dick Niven.” | :

“And well you may be ashamed, Petrel,” said N obby & Tt's a

monstrous piece of injustice to bring my dear master into court, just for

-
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ngmg you the use of your own head And you tell me if chk hadn't'

: ea.sed 'you, that you were on the P rint of running away !”
' “That T was, indeed,” rephed Petrel.  “Your master, chk Nxven, )

2

has told our stupid groom aver and over again, that the bmrmg-rem

‘lessems the horse’s strength, and forces him to work ‘with cramped mu&cles‘

_instead of by his own weight—does not prevent the horse from falling, as

1gnorant people say ; but actually makes us fall much more badly when

we do trip on those wretched icy or muddy asphalt pavements. If men

knew as much as Dick. Niven, I tell you what it is, Spot -we would have
- paper shoes, after the new (xerma.n patent. Dick vaen says we horses . -

would never shp if we wore paper shoes. Yes, Nobby, your kind young

master often tells our groom a]l thls, but he pretends he is deaf, or else’

abuses the b v.'

“ Yo d, I often’ hear him throuo'h the stable wall,” said Nobby,
“gnd I often wonder you don’t kick him. Why, don’t yout!” -

“Well, it’s just this way, Nobby,”-answered Petrel, angrily, “I don’t
" kick him because my comrade, Spot is a,lways and eternally_ preaching
patience !” -

« Well, Spot !” said Nobby, wonderingly. “That’sja‘ queer text for
a horsd to- preach on. © Why, even men, who know so little about horses,
confess that we are the most patient of animals!”

“Yes, Nobby,” returned Spot, “1 know they do, and knowmg how'
" patient we are, is the very reason they take a mean advantage of us. -All

the same, dear Nobby, I.must preach patience to my comrade, Petrel ;
because if ‘we horses cedse to spt men a frood example, 1 don’t know how
1t wijl all end.” : '

“Well, yes, good Spot, Vperha.ps you;are in the rlght ” remarked Nobby, -

thoughtfully ; “but all the same, it was a gross piece of impertinence .on
the part of your cruel groom to summon my dear young master to court.
Poor boy, without.a father, too.” :
“Yes, 1ndeed it is an abominable shame !” cned Spot and Petrel in-
dlgnantly, as they stamped their feet in anger.
_ In the court-room, cleared of all loafers, Dick Niven had been accused
by groom Nettle of inter fenno with his horses.

" “The beasts is owned by Mr. Highflyer,” said the groom; “but they v»

are more like my own beasts, as I have the care of them, an’ as I likes to

~ see ’em hold their heads up—the lazy brutes. I told the master an’ the

missus as they must wear the tight check ; an’ here comes this saucy

young rascal, with his confounded Band of Mercy nonsense, an’ unfastens
the check, an’ drags about the sleigh robes to dress the horses up, as if

they was human beings. But I have no fear, your Worship, but that you '
will severely punish this errant beggar, as interferes with the property of

4
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) nch gentlema.n like Mr, nghﬁyer, not to. spea,k

~Honor. ‘Why, your Worshlp, this boy, Dick I‘uven has the cheel\ to’

lecture nie, as was with horses ’fore he was born, on u
: slr, what were whxps made for, but to use

“ Now, your Honor bemg a gentlema.n knows tha.t fashmn iseverything
——everythmg, sir, with carriage horses. Why, even the' la.dles likes to
see 'em lookin’ so smartrlxke as when docked. If my horses:don’t stand

still, even in fly-time, I gives ’em' the whip, 'cause I knows my business,
sir, and I won’t stand’ bein’ lectured to by this here kid. Horses, is only "

) horses and can be bought so cheap, your Honor, that the facti is it doesn’t
pay to be a pampering  of them, especially when a man owns’ them, body
ahd bones “And the aroom, red with rage, took hls seat,

-SLimf 23.—Dick Nxvx«:x'PLEADmG, R CA‘SE N CoOURT.

8

“ Dick Niven !” said the Court, wha.t have you to say to the charges

agaifist you? Have you no lawyer to defend you, my boy [l

“No, your Honor,” replied Dick, modestly and respectfully; « though
we are not beggars, as groom Nettle has called us, still, sir, since father
died mother and I try to save—yes, "and do save—a few dollars every month

- —but I beg pardon for taking up the time of the court. But I would not.

agree to mother spending money on a lawyer, your Honor, who could only
tell the truth, which he would first have to learn from me. So I am here,
sir, to answer to the charges against me. I am here to plead for the
poor. horses, sir, and for myself,” added Dick, gaining courage on seeing
the magistrate look kindly at him. “There are just two items in groom

Nettle’s charges against me, which I shall notice, your Honor. First, -

he ‘speaks as if he owned the horses, ‘body and bones, .as- he has

stated. Well, your Honor, I claim that Mr. Highflyer, by -purchase,

owns them ; and I don’t think groom Nettle had- any right to summon
me to court in the absence of his master—who has always treated
me with kmdness———and who rvslly, by purchase, as has ‘been  said,
owns the poor\ horses in quéstion, sir. But, your Honor, I claim
that there is One who has a higher claim to the horses thap even Mr.
Highflyer—One who has said, ¢All the beasts of the forest are mine, and
" so'are the cattle upon a thousand hills.’ Secondly, I maintain, sir, that
groom Nettle, in persuading his master to agree to the cruel, the Zideous
process of docking the horses, has broken the eighth: commandment——has,
in seeking to'revise the: work of the C’reator committed a’ theft of the
- horses’ own tails. Therefore, your Honor, it has been clearly proven that

.,
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- greom’ Nettle not bemg well ur in his duty to- horses, it is my d as a
Band of Mercy boy, to endeavor, ¢S my pledge tells me : <To try to b kmd o
. to all hannless living’ creatures, . d try to protect them from cruel usage.’
This is a,l] I have to say to groom' Nettle’s charge, sir. ' This is my
defence, your Honor, that in giving Spot.and Petrel the temporary use of -,

their own necks, I was merely carrying out my Band of Mercy Pledge.

Further, sir, I firmly believe that had I not given this temporary relief to = -
- those.dark bay beauties, they would have made a dash for freedom; and
perha,ps, qmte umntentlonally, sir, ran over the little children who were .
- coming from the mission church near by. This, your. Honor, closes

my. defence, exceptma that, in reply to'groom Nettle’s complaint in that

I had meddled with his slewh robes, I would say, sir, that here, too, I

" merely carried out my Band of Mercy Pledge in throwing & rug over the

poor, closely elipped horses. Ah, your Honor, the shame of it, that a
.coachman will wrap himself in furs to the eyes, and leave his noble friend

© - and co—worker lipped and shivering ‘in his harness. A, sir, my heart

aches for the p\sor animals,. horses, and dogs alike, sir. And: ndw,_your

Honor, this closes my defence.” : e
That Dick’s boylsh manner and words,’ glven with so much earnest-

ness, ha.d made a/\orood impression his mother noted with thankfuluess,

and g.room Nettle, starnnrr to. his feet thh (il concealed rage, . said

excitedly : L N
“Your: Honor, may I have the Iast word?” -

“Well, no,” replied the magistrate, coldly.: ‘; The, Jast word i is for the

Court. But you may speak if you will be brief.”

““T will, your Honor,” qulckly responded Nettle in cringing tones. -
“Your Honor is too great and wise not to see that this meddling boy is a -

little off on the subject of animals. Why, sir, only think, this crazy
Band of Mercy boy, actually has the impudence to tell me, as has been.
about horses all my life, an” he with only a poor worn-out nag, as is only
fit for the bone: yard-—thxs impudent’ fel],er I say, has the cheek to come to
my stable an’ tell me as I had oughter to clean out the feet of my horses

. every night! Just think of it, your  Honor, clean ’em out every.night !

Suré- your Honor knows, bemv a gentleman, as it would make them as
tender as a chlcken, so it would, not to speak of the waste of time of it.

‘Me as doesn’t waste time a-washia’ wy own feet but once in six months!”

At this unsolicited confession on the part of groom Nettle, a roar of

laughter filled ‘the- court-room, in whlch D1ck &énd his mother with relieved "
. feelings took part.

The verdict was given in Dick’s favor, with the a,dvme to ring up the

Soclety for Prevention of Cruelty to Amma.ls, or call'a pohceman The

costs of the Court were to be pmd by groom Nettle, which were to be
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handed oyer to? chk to repay. him_ for the loss of a half- day at suhool -
~the magistrate adding laughingly, “That tﬁ\ money would help to-feed

the poor worn-out nag, Nobby,” addmfr further, that “he hoped soon to

_seea Jaw passed making docking, over-head check, and too much; or in: leed
-any, use of the Whlp a criminal offence.” - :

- As Dick and -his’ mother prepated to lea.ve the court—room, the magis-
trate called out : :

- ¢ Dick Niven ! Dick vaen' ta,ke your good mother home And see

here, ‘you’ premature pleader-at-the-bar, . I am going home by Bower -

Avenue, and shall drive round ‘to-15 Spruce Street, and shall go in and . -

ha,ve a :talk with you and your mother, as well as have a look at that.
worn-out nag Nobby, whom Nettle says is only fit for the bone-yard.”
. “All right, sir; mother and I will be right down glad to see you, sir,”

i rephed Dick, Joyfully, as he prepared to follow his mother out of the court:

room, but ]mgermﬂ' a minute to add :
- “ Nobby will be delighted to see your Honor, and W111 be a llvmg wit-

. ness not only on my side, but on’ the side of Band ‘of-Mercy treatment of . -

the poor animals, sir. Good-bye, your Honor. .
“Good-bye, until this afternoon, my boy

- SLipE 24. -—BAhD OoF l\IER(,Y SONG TO TUNE OF “GOD SAVE OUR
QUEEN.” ¢ ’

“ God help our loViﬁg Band,” ete.
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