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- Hz stands in » corner from meming till night,
A’ patient old thing with no feet,

' His face is a3 solemn and round as &« moon

* . And, oh, so exceedingly neat.

‘From breakfast to supper,
Right on through the day,

*Tick-tock, tick-tock, T am only the clock,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,” hs'!l say,

His hands are quit\c tidy; they grow on his face;
When 1 grow to be big I shall know

Why one is 50 long and the other so short
And one he moves fast, and one slow,

From breakfast to supper,
Right on through the day,

*Tick-tock, tick-tock, 1 am only the clock,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,” he'll say.

At night when I'm sleeping, he keeps wide awake
To see what the little mice do; P

He watches the brownie creep in thrpugh the blind,
His little red shoes wet with dew.

From night-time to daytime,

" Right on through the day,
" Tick-tock, tick-tock, I am only the clock,
 Ticketock, tick-tock,” he'll say.

-

. 'And when it comes morning I wish he would tell,

I ask him, but never a trace

Of the wonderful things which he saw in the night
Does he show in his sober old face.

From breakfast to supper,
Right on through the day, {

* Tiek-tock, tick-tock, T am only the clock,
Tick-tock, tick-tock,” he'll say.

Hionzo and the Milkman

By Frawces A. Scaszipen.

Oxe day Alonzo went to walk,
Just as the sun was rising,

And met a milkman, who remarked,
“You're really most surprising!

* Perhaps you're not the earl¥ bird,

 Out catching worms," said hej

®But if you are, go back to bed,
And let the poor worms be."

*I'm country bred," Alonzo said,
“And being wise and witty,

1 fise at five; perhaps you'll guess
My home's near Boston City.”

*If you are bread,” the milkman saiy
“ And rise at such an hour,

Pray tell me, when you're in the east,
Are you a little flower?"
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] HEN Andra and I found out that we really
4 had to go on a visit to Aunt Belinda, we
4 submitted to the inevitable. " The ingvie
table” is something that Agnt Eva gets
Unclé Charles to say- you've got t& de,
and when you submit to it it means that you can't
think of any way of getting out of doing it. This
does not happen to us very often, but sometimes it
does. , .

We live at Toronte afd Aunt Belinds lives at Laith.
At least Leith is her post-office, and that is partly why -
we do not like the idea of golng—it must be very curi-
ous to live at & place that isn't & place at all, but just
a post-office. Aunt Belinda lives therg in the old house
where grindpa’s father lived when he first came to
Canada. She gays it is historic and she likes its being
historic so much that she says she would fee! “ out of
drawing " mnywhere ¢lse. Andra and I Jooked up|
“out of drawipg” in the Encyclopedia, but couldn's
find it. So we asked Uncle Charles, who said that, in
simpler wards it meant that Asnt Belinda couldn't
“fit in" anywhere else. This seems simpler but it's
not very simple, either, because h Aunt Belinda
is very fall, is not f:is around, and there are bara
of p in Toronto where she would fit in guite nigely.
Unele Charles said it wasa’t her body but her mind.
He explained that she Had' an '’ historic mind.” That
is anot reason why we didn't want to go. But we
both felt that trying to Pl ottt of it was useless. ,

“It's the hand ol ¥ate,” said Andrs, glooniily.
e Sii“ our runaway plan ended in a fiasco——"

“A what?" 1 asked politely, Usually I don't bother
about Andra's words, for she doesn’t like explaining,
but I felt cross myaself. :

“A fiasco,” said Andra, " is a fird-cracker that won't
go off.”

“That's a-squib,” 1 said, triumphant. ’

Andra looked at me as if she was thinking hard, and
then she saidt * Fiaseo is French for squib,

1 haven't started French yet and I told Andra I did
not think it nice to talle in that language when I was
present; but she only said: “ Don't be present, then™
as snappy as possible,

All this is a kind of “introducer” to let you see
how hard it is, most of the time, to reason with a girl.
Uncle Charles says that Andra is the “eternal femi-
mine,” whatever that means. But the real thing I amr
going to tell about began ta happen when the time
came for us to make up our minds how we could get
the most fun out of the journey to Aunt Belinda's.

“Have you anything in your mind?" asked Andra
She always asks me if I have an;vthiug in my mind,
but it doesn’t mean anything. It is just politeness,
The kind of things I have in my mind do not seem to
suit Andra; she prefers te use her own mind as a rule,
You will see what I mean when I tell you that she did
not wait for me to answer, but went right on to ask
me about the bump on the back of my head. She
came over and felt if.

“It’s a good size yet,” she said. “Is it very sore?”
-1 got the bump the last time [ fell down<stairs, but
that was two days ago, so I said'it didn’t hurt as long
as I didn't sleep on it .

" I|)|oem'l that hurt? " asked Andra, giving it a good

anch. . .
e No, it doesn't,” I said. “ But you needn't do it

. u-l’

qlWell. that's one good ‘idea gone!l” she said, dis-
appointedly, “If your bump was hurting badly I
thought we might play pilgrims.  Pilgrims are people
who go to shrines, and pools, and things, to get cured,

*Old Mike O’Neil did. Don't you remember, he had

a bone in his leg. He said it was ‘ most excrusiting.'
But we can't play pilgrims if your bump's better, un-
gare to bump it again!”

I said it might be just as well to think of something
else.

“Have you anything in your mind? " asked she, and ® responsible for A

then, just a8 | was going to tell her what I had in my
mind, she went right on.

“The only other ?(1!!_\ I thought of was for us to

. nights-errant werg, wple who

didn't have any regular work to do, $0 they just

mounted their steeds and rode all over the place, help-

ing people who had wrongs and were too to at-
tend to them.”

“What did ll'u}v1 get out of it?"™ I asked. 1 can’t
help thinking of these things. - ‘

Andra looked at me in 2 way I wished she wouldn't.

“1 hope you are not goinh to be like your Uncle
Thomas,” was 'all she said. y Uncle Thomas made
lots of money, but nevertheless is not comsidered a
credit to the l’a.mi:{v. I didn't want to be like my Uncle
Thtlnmu& but I didn't like the knight-errant idea either,
so I said:

“We haven't any steeds, 50 we can't do it.”

“DHE

.l 'J) 1;‘. ’l‘() l’

N

I Tost ny fop; ehschat
apitv!
But now its fute I knowr
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#  “Neither did they have railway trains,” said Andra.
e o Bt i s, Aashody’ st siabe
- game , erent. can e
- fike '{u!. Are you tgin‘{o be in the
or nde?r”

said I was, for'l knew if I didn't Andra would be

nhﬁ%-mtvizhoutm and Andra is very th i-
course, ng the older makes

k all, I'm & boy and & boy # &

boy éven when he is r, and 1 can't help feeling
ndra, asidﬂ. il 1 stayed out and
there was any fun I'd be sorry.

We talked it all over and took a solemn pledge of
knighthopd<not to mind ourselves at all, but just to
help everybody in distregs. 1 wanted to put in “ espe-
r'mll{ girls,” but Andra wouldn't. She satd girls didn't
need it any more than ather people.

There is something tf'ulr annoying in the idea of two
children being seént off into the country when they
don’t want to go, but nobody seemed to mind a bit.

Aunt Eva, who is an invalid, was not able to see u¢
to say good-by, and Abby, who looks ajter us, had
gonc down to Aunt Beélind#s the night before, but

usan gave us a nice lunch to eat on the train, and
uncle came to the station to see us off. We conld
never have found the train alone, for it was the big
Union Station, where both the Canadian Pacific ‘and
the Grand Trunk trains come in. He was quite cheer-
ful. The train was all
another ten minutes; so unele just put us in a seat and
told us to wateh out and behave ourselves like Mus-
graves and tiemen. Then he had to ge, for he is
a member of Parliament at Ottawa and Bad 3 commit-

ng.

ve a4 long sigh. “ Now,” she said, ” we can
bcgin. ave seen any one in disiress yet?”

" Yes ™ “1 saw 3 man on the platform in it
At least I believe he was. The baggageman smashed
his trunk and it had sixteen jars of preserves in it
He !n:.u taking them home to his wif he is
now

Andra put up the window and leaned out. Then she
suddenly put it down again. 1 imagine she'd heard

something' the man. was saying. Anyway she didn't
think we better be knights-errant to him,
“You see,” she explained, “ a jar of preserves isn't

like anything else.
I suppose we'd better look out for something else.”

I looked out as hard as'] could, but eyery one
seemed to be having the best kind of a time; every
one, that is, but one little girl, who was very miserable,
She appeared to be going away alone, and was erying
the way do. supposed she was being sent to
her gunt in the country, as we were, and I did not see
any way of being knight-errant to her when we hadn't
been able to help ourselves,

dru wWas ti‘m;e or !En I:?il?nlto a't Yh“ An&
a ca of the miserable little t seemed
to excite very much, and the next minute, before

I had time to reason with her, she was out of the car.
I tried to go after her, but there was a fat woman with
two vali the aisle and, by the time I managed to

COPYRIGHT, BY THE CENTURY COMPANY.(

!

, but would not start for

hen it's smashed, it's smashed.

deeply, “I suppose the

e, though
times, and in spite of myself I couldn’t help thinking
that this was one of the times. 1 ¢ t that perhaps
the man might not like it, but little things like this
never séem to worry Andral
“Ton't it a dear?” said she. “ Look at its beaut
au. When it lies down you can’t tell which is hea
on’t the miserable little girl be pleased! Let's go

#hf.iw’iuohar."
train wis going pretty fast by this time, but we
amnaged to get 1o the other end of the car, where the

“ non't crY,” SAID ANDRA,
SITTING DOWN BESIDE HER.
Y HERE I§ YOUR DOG, MY

"

DEAR,

little girl was. without aceident. She was still erying,
and one handkerchief was spread out on the window-
sill to dry. | began to feel that, after all, Andra had
done a noble thing, o )

“Don't cry,” said Andra, sitting down beside her.
“ Hgre is your dog, my dear.”

Andra always talks as if she were about fifty years
old. The miserable little girl gave a jump and looked
up. At first when she saw the dog she began to look
happy and made a grab for it—then, quite suddenly,
she started to cry harder than ever.

“ Oh—oh,” she sobbed. “It isn't my dog. Go "way
—1I want my own dog. I want my Togo!

I looked at Andra. It is never my way to say, I
told you so.” It is a mean thing to say; besides it
makes Andra madder than anything I know. I just
looked at her. Looks say a lot if you know how.
But I will say this for Andra, if she is a girl she's got

t.

“Stop crying!” she said, and the miserable little
girl stopped. Andra took her handkerchief from her
and spread it on the window-sill beside the other.

“ Now,” she said, "look at this dog.”

The little girl looked.

“Isn't it your dog?”

" NO_" .

“Weren't you crying for a dog?"”

“Y—es,” the little girl bcgan te blubber harder.

“Wait a minute!” said Andra, firmly. “Was the
dog you were crying for ‘anythingtike this dog?"”

“éh, yes. But I want my own dog. I don't want
your horrid dog!™ The little girl slapped the puppy
away and began to cry all over again. I could have
shaken her with'a will. She didn't deserve to have a

dog!

OXndrn turned to me. She looked sympathetic, but
reproachful.

‘“Well, vou have done it this time,” she said

Now what would yott think of that?

I knew it was no use saying anything, so I picked
up the dog and we went back to our seat.

“Tt is a most remarkable thing,” said Andra after
a minute. “I don't see how you ever made such a silly
mistake.™

Ilsaid I didnit see dgh:r.t - ! .

“1 suppose I am partly to blame—in a way,” she
went on in the mild tone of a martyr, " for I saw the
little girl and her father and her horrid dog just as we
were petting on the car.. But it was not until you
drew my attention to her that I reme our vow
about - le .in d&ntru;‘ lAlui thcnnlh:aw dtl:e “s‘ahn:;
man an g:ume of, but 1 suppose, '

dog was mmf"’

e what do you. think of

f f .: : riE H .' 1 :
We both looked at the dog and- he certainfy Gdb,l
dile:enl. But he :u : ni:etdo;. Ty .S

1 wonder if be can do any tricks?" uhd A "_

but belore we could §nd out, the conductor came along

the aisle with the brakeman after him. He saw the
at once. : I

No dogs allowed in the passenger gmm- he I
said, as cross as possible. " Here, ?f,:., take this pip |
into the baggage-car.” . : 30 TR T

Andra took the dog in her army.  She saw that the

conductor meant what he said and that it wes no, ube
arguing, so she just Jooked as if she didn't gee himat
all and give the dog into the brakeman's arms,’
EPIM he ca of him, Jim," she said,
ve
rinned, and instead of saying, “ Yes, miss,” as John =
s at home, he winked and said, " Sure” Then he
took the dog away.
“ Where are you two going?"”
in a very loud and impertinent manner, |
Andra did not answer, but handed him our tickets
as if he were the dummy in front of a clothing-stores
I don't know how she does it; I can't. Anvhowthe
conductor did not like it.

| -_
“The charge for the dog is twenty-five ccn:s.“m,{":l'i' )
) "

“(Give the man & quarter, Jack,” said Andra

tone Aunt Eva uses when the cook gives notim b |

course I had to fork out. What else could I do?
it was the only change I had, too!
the conductor {:ailing mad, so I didn’t care very

But worse was to come.

Anyhow, it

.|
mach,] 8
Things often seem to :
the worst till the last; and anyhow it happened '8

aay, this time. )
.lndra had just opened Susan’s nice Junch at a stae

ductor came in again with another man. The otﬁ
man did not seem cross like the conductor, but he
a worried look. They both came straight up to whers:
we were sitting. Andra had just set out the cream~
puffs, There were four. .

“‘There they are, officer,” said the conductor.

“ Impossible! " exclaimed the worried-looking man,

“ 1 guess not,”.said the conductor, and he put hisi
hand on Andra's shoulder. Somehow I just got hot!
all in a minute, and I struck his hand off with all my;

tion where the train stopped for dinner, when the r.on—l

might, '

“ Leave the lady alonel ™ I said.

The conductor turned red with rage, but the othep:
man said quickly:

“There is some mistake here, I think.” He sat,
down on the opposite seat, Andra looked at Him as
Aunt Eva would logk if the butler had sat down at the
table; then, when she saw that he wasn't like the con-
ductor, she stopped doing it at once.

The man bowed to her.

““With your permission,” he said, gravely. .

Andra smiled at him. The conductor was wild by
this time,

“ You'd better look sharp,” he said; “T can't wait! -
here forever. These are the kids that had the dog™

And then, suddenly, I partly guessed what had hap-|
pened. I got cold all over, The other man did not!
appear to notice the conductor, he just began to talk;
to Andra, -

“‘There was a dog,” he said, “ picked up at the last
stop. A thoroughbred Skye—Ormond. The owner
is 2 Mr. Cyril Murray, It seems that you children
have a Skye with you. Of course you can account
for him.” |

*“ Do you mean that you would like to hear how we
got him?" asked Andm, graciously.: “ My brother
"lf'f explain.” She began to eat one of the creams:
puffs,

Now what was I to do? Of course I just had to.!
By the time I had finished she was eating the second’
cream-puff. 4

The worried-locking man seemed more worried than!
ever, AL
“ Remarkable! " he murmured.

# Not at all,” I said as grandly as I could, for T-felt: "8

T had to protect Andra.

“Oh, ves it was, Jack,” said Andra, in the sweetest|
tone, looking up from her cream-puff, *“It was thnl
strangest thing! I don't see how you ever came to be|
so silly"” |

The nice man coughed and the conductor said somes’ -
thing I didn’t catch. ;

“1 don't know just what to do,” said the nice
leoking worried again.

“You don’t believe that yarn, surely?” said the u-! _'

ductor, sharply. .
Andra pirE
Jeft. I thought that even if we were going to be ar-
rested I might as well ‘make sure of that, but just
I stretched out my hand to take it, the nice man
to me and said:
““What is your name, my boy? " 1 :
“ Musgrave,” I said. “Mr. John Harrington M
grave and Miss Alexandra Musgrave. I am IOWH
haven't my cards with me.” ]
Andra was mean enough to laugh., The conductors
and the nice man looked at each other and then at us, |
“ Are you=-" began the nice man and then he pausedy
“Yes, we are,” said Andra, calmly, :
For a minute I didn't know what she munﬁ and!
then it suddenly struck me that they probably bl
Uncle Charles. .
¥ We sometimes get in a scrape,” explained A
to the nice man, * but we don’t steal 'dogs. Qur u

The conductor made a remark he
The nice man smiled, :
“Well, well,” he said, “perhaps we had better leti
it go at that. But I suppose you will allow me to Ye-!

you not, Miss Musgrave? " .
“1 shall be much obliged if -you will do o0, said!

Andra. “ And please tell Mr; Murray that Miss Ale:-4 £ E

andra Musgrave is very sorry to have troubled him.
But really
car.” 3 '
“Then, I think,” said the man, rsing and smiling
at us, “ we may consider the episode closed.” And hey =
and the conductor Jeft the car, : WAL
Andra looked after them and ‘her eves were all

twinkly as they are when she just emjoys somn!_:lng;',_i
-1 ‘7 %

then she said;
“ Did you see the conductor’s face, Jack? "
“\‘Vh,‘?" o
“ Oh, nothing.
this railroad.”
“Well?" T gaid.
“ Well—stupid! " oy |
I didn't see exactly what she meant, for T
Charles doésn't take the Teast interest in ‘copd
but I was too relieved to want to argue,  Ip seetnesd 1¢
me that we were well out of 2 rather awlkward son
and there was a certain thing that [ wished it
not have been mean to gay.  It's' al ry well to b
reckless when you have & brother alt?l\ll.ul P X
out, but supposing An hidd been aloned - S
* Have a sandwich, Jack? " snid Aw‘ £
Deginnion 1o b6 Honkey:- 1 alatiad dostt
was inning to' ungry. I gl
luncheon thet Andra had spresd
Then 1 looked at Aﬁl.
“ Oh, Jack," she saifl; “1 am
so excited and nervous 1 ate
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Only Unele Charles is a dmm% 3
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one around laughed and the brakemman “

asked the conductom TN

¥

ed up the third puff. There was only one| h
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the Hon. Charles Musgrave, doesn't apﬂrmi; of ::.a" B
shouldn't have,| N

-;
store the' Jost Ormond to his distracted owper, willt "%
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it's the dearest little dog! If's in the hgb; | o
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