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hospitable frisnds, the fact of whoae residence there during

where they were hidden. Perhapa they wore in his pookets
and bag. “At that moment the clork looked np ionaly
at the fallen hero }

<1 thpught yon would bring tha ambrella batk," he said.
*1 guees | needn't prepare yuur room > A laugh arose
at thie sally.

In despair Bartt beckoned him to come nearer.

tLook hers,” he said ; ‘I must send u telegram off.” He
fashed & contemptuocus look st the sheriff. ¢ Then take me
1o the gaol it your peril ¥’ )

His esptors lnnghed. No cne thonght that a mistake
could bave been made. They had forgotten their momen-
tary doubts in the applacse of their admirers

he clerk duabicualy teok the telegram from the boy's
and and promised to send it. [ ran thus:

Dr. W. 8. Farrand, Editorial Hooma of Amleadale Religious
Influcncer,

1 ain in & Ax. Havo bheen arrested for a burglar. Put in gaol.

Bend word immediately or come to identify your son.
BURTT FARRAND.

Burtt stipped a hali-crown into the hands of the clerk, who
eyed it suspiciously, as if he thought it might be counter-
feit. Bttt now breathed more freely. hataver came
could not last long. But the ibility of one night in gaol,
and of the boys getting hold of the fact that he was arrested

aa & burglar acted as dampers to hia rising buoyancy. He .

knew it would never be forgotten at cnllege, and he sadly
saw in his inagination cartoons in the Cpllege News, and
#qnibs in the Junior periodical.
< We'll put him in Number Three,’ whispered the gruff,
black-baired man, with bis hand on Burtt's ann, to the bank
preaident. S ; R
" Have you got the cash ¥’ waa asked quoistly, in return.
«No, There was roeks in his pocketa and bag. A clever
dodge vo throw us oll the scent. We'll run it down yet
Don't yon worry.” .
¢« All'right,’ was the hopefal response, * Guard him eare-
fully, or the boys will get after him. They are terribly
angry now.’ i : .
go they were, Lt was best to whip np the jaded hores again.
The gaol was at the other end of the town. An egg broke
on Burtt’s cost ; jeers echoed on all sides. The officers pro-
tected him by sarrounding hine.
Two hours and & balf after Bartt Farrand had come to
Helenville, a bappy, hopeful, innocent seeker uiter quartz
crystals, he was locked up in cell Number Three in the town

aol.
" ever before since & mob had assembled to prevent the
paintiog of the Helenville achool-house any other coloar than

ellow, or at least rince the “great’ town-meeting was held to
Xecida about continuing to ring the nine o’clock bell, had this
tranquil town been thrown into soch perturbation.  Its only
bankand jewellerystore had beencompletely sacked. Two of
the audaciouavillains had been captured imwediaselyafter the
rabbery. The third, who had been seen and closely pursued
by several, had escaped. He had the treasure. Kxpecting
a detective, the populace had torned out to wateh the train.
Burit'a irregular appearaunce, tallyiog closel.y. even doym to
his shoes, with the description of the thief, immediately
turned the snspicion of the local police and town against
him. He was dogged, permiited to go, as the 1people
supposed, to get his plander, and now was securely locked

up. .-

F.Dnrimz this hubbub, in which the entire village had
joined—for real excitement was only to be had there once
in two or three years—an old zentleman and ngnnng lady
walked up to the desk at the otfice of the hotel and examined
the list of arrivals for that day. } )

© Why, Iather? exclaimed the pretty girl, ‘if Barts
Farrand isn't here! See, hers is his name in bis own
writing. He wrots me he mizht come at any time this
aummer.”

tThat's good. We'll hunt him up,” answered her father.
¢« What room did you put Mr Farrand in? he said to the
clerk, pointing to the name.

“That? Why, that’s no real name! It's some bogus
alina, He's the thief! They have got him in the lock-up
now, He's juat been carried there, He's one of the three
that made the break last night.”

The old man conld only utter an inarticulate * Whew I’
The danghter locked at her father blaukly; them her
face Emdually brightened, and she finatly burst into a hearty

lan !

‘%Vhlt. a splendid joke on Mr Farrand ! He will never
hear the last of it. hy, you've made & perfectly ridicn-
lous mistake,' she eaid, turning to the bewildered ¢lerk,
< That ie cur friend, Burtt Farrand, That's his hand-
writing. He is the son of the editor of the Religious In-

éuerm.r. What a joke on Helenville! What a joke on
arkt !’
She burst into another peal of langhter in which her father
gaily joined, . i . .

« We will iave to get him out immediately,’ 3aid the old
gentleman. ~

+ Here ia & telogram he gave me,’said tha clerk, beg-‘m-
ning to look sheepish. *I thonght it wae & blaff, and didn’¢
gend it. Will you look at it, sir ¥

He prodoced from his pocket o paper that looked as if it
had gone the rounds of Lfty dirty hands. This the father
and daughter read. The handwritiog was Burtt's, beyond
& doubt, and they laughed again.

* He has got & pretty apecimen this time,’ said the young
Iady. ‘Do goand let{nim ont, papa. Hurry ¥

In aboat hifteen mioutes Burtt Farrand, lookiog pale and
decidedly the werse for his inearceration, was bowing hia
thanks to his old friend. Tn ten minutes more the town
bod heard of the mistake, Apologies were profuse. The
young guest bad become the martys and hers of the hour.

*You see, yuu answered to the description almost to a
dot,” said the hotel proprietor, trying to find an excose for
his part in the matt *Same plexion, same height,
same clothes, same shoes.  We thought you supposed lyon
were unrecognised last night and so ventured ta town boldly
tp get your plunder and rescue your pale. When you ran,
that settled it. You oughtn’t to have run, .

The *detectives’ were marched in and mumbled their
“p?lﬁﬁ';' made & good burglar, anyhow,” said the black-
baived man, as he mada his way cut again amid the taunts

he fickle crowd,

d'bwell,' said the proprietor, half to the crowd and hall to
Durtt, * we'll bave to maks it up to you somehow, ‘What
do you want by way of & sst.oif ¥

“Quartz arystals,” sald Burtt. ¢ That's what I came here

‘oﬁ:tr.tb remained two or thres days at the house of hin

" ball.

the anu had quaite forgotten when his difficulty over-
wok him,

When he wont to the stativn to take his departure the
town had torned out in; end upon the platform wers
neveral bulky boxes marked with his sddress. All the local
hoards of guartz erystals had been dispoiled of their best
specimenn for his benefit. They had lLeen brought to the
station in the sare waggon and by the sarue horse which
had puraugd him on the rosd—both decorased for the oc-
easion.

* Well,’ anid Burte, as he glanced atthe boxes, * 1 don't
know but I'm glad I ran, after all '
Herreat D, WaRD.
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LITTLE PEOPLE'S LETTERS.

SOLUTION OF PICTURE PUZTLE,

THE LIVING SNOWBALL.

Dear CousiN KATE,—Youa should have heard the yells
of delight when Robin Hill first saw snow. He had lived
all hia sbort life in Wellington, and was spending his winter
bolidays in Dunedin.  One momning, on looking out of the
window, he saw that the gronnd and the trees were covered
with snow. He became so excited that he could hardly
wait to put his clothes on.. As his aunt whoee place he
stayed ab, lived in the country abont two miles out of town,
there were not many boys whom_ KRobin eould play with,
80 on this worning he had to play by himself, ang he made
snowballs and pelted them at the fence, Then the suow
looked so tempting that he thought he would like
a_roll in it, forgettiog that he was on the side of a
hill. So be rolled and rolled down the hill tiil he
eame to the foot. Ii you had seem him ¢hen yon
wouldn’t have thought there was a boy at all.  There
was just mm immenze enowhball, with two boots stick-
ing ont at one end, and head at the otherend. Robinmighs
have atopped there till the enow melted if his howls had not
been heard by a labourer who wea going past. This man
had a apade with him, and he scon dug Robin ont. Robin
was almost frozeu, and he had a fow braises, but he managed
to limp back o the house, He never wanted to see snow so
much after that.—ZoE, Wellington.

[DEAR ZOE,—What a very nicelittle sto:iy you have made
out of the pazzle! It was bis father who dug him oet, bat
your idea is very good, too. 1 hope to hear from yon again,
—CousiN KATE ]

Dear CousiN EATE,—It was winter and the anow wae
on the ground. A boy stood with his hands in his pocketa
as if considering what to do for amusement. At last he
seemed to have come to a conclusion, for he rolled over on
the snow-covered groand till he was in she cantre of a snow-
He continued to roll for soms time, when he came in
contact with a fence. A wan, apparently his father, came
to the resens, and with a small spads dug him ont. The
boy seemed ta be very frightenad, —8.11.5,” Bay of Islands.

Dear CousiN KaTe,—One day Jack Brown woke up
and went to the door, and the ground was covered in snow.
He had never seen anow before, and he was frightened, and
didn’t want to go to sshool, but his father made him go, so
off be went. Hehad to go down a hill, and as he was going
down the path he alipped a little way ; then he thought it
very nice, 80 he got up snd slid down, and once he elid further
than he thought, and he rolled over, and over, and over, and
as he relled the snow stuck to him so tight that when he
got to she bottom he was like a big ronnd snowball. He
sereamed, but nobody heard him, and sereamed tilk he conld
acream no more, for he was so cold. At dinner he
was missing, and thugodthonghb lle had been throw-
ing snowballs at somebody, or he had fumbled into m
diteh, so Mr Brown went to look for him. When
he got to the top of the hill he saw a snowman. He
thought his son had pub it there sndr!uyed the tally,
20 he thought he would stand it up and frighten his son
when he came back. He went down to it and tried to stand
it np. ‘T his surprise he foand out it was his own son, with
one%eg sticking out one end, and hin hesad sticking out the
othier, and his armssticking ont both sides. He got a spade
and dug him oat of the snow, then he got some anow and
rubbed, hix arme and legs and face; then he took him home
0 bed. —BELLE ALLEN, aged § years. Picton.

I have never been to school before, but perhaps 1 may go
next year.

[Yoars is a most amusing little atory, Betle, and & very

guess, too.  You are the next youngeat wil(? has written
it out correctly. I hope yom will write again.—CouUsIN
Kare.]

DeAR Cousin KATE,—1 read the GRAPHIC, and like it
very much. T do not go to achool, but we havae a governeas
who teaches ua at home. Iam in the Second Standard, 1
have two sisters older than myeell ; they both learn the
violin nnd the piano. I will give the readers a riddle to
guesn: * As [ was going o’er London bridge I met a London
scholar ; he took off his hat and drew off his glove; and
what was his name '—AMY SINCLAIK, aged 9. 3lenheim.

QLD COLONISTS, MERCHANTS, AND UTHERS INTERESTED,
=Ond Pmlt.nE: Htampa from leiters datod from 1850 to 1868 are of
valuc. some belug worth from 3d mdo:. 1o 302 oach. Weare cash

urghasora of aii Old Austrak

ash sentby return. STamr CoLLgcrors. The Improved Biamp
Album Nao, ©); bost and chonpest ever madebln:l notwithstanding
which we will glve with cach album aold 50 stampa enclosed in
pocket inside cover, Price 25 3d post froe. Colloctors send for
Ahppﬂ;v.] Sheets,—A. K, Laxe & Cop., 207, High-street, Christ
ohurch.

OUR FAVOURITES.

————

1 “'EJ T fa placing our horses in rather & bumble posi-

AW yion is i.: 0ok ? to bring them in &t the very end
of my litvle storiea about our pets, but you nee
they really belong to father, and vhough we ail
ars fond of them, they ars kept for use, and
not just for our own pleasors, as is the case
with the others.  We have had Kip for years
and years, sver since I can remesmber, and now
:h:hu old, a.ll:d onll does a little work, but
ather says he will never part with her, but
feed her and take care of her aven Whel:lalh! in of no nee,
for she has done her best for him all these years, Her real
NANE WAn * Lassie’ when we EM ber, but father stways calla
* Kip, lass, kip, lass,” whon he wants to feed ber, and so
IDI'I?G'J,DW her own name was dropped, and we all call hor
'Kip." She is dark brown, and very pretiily shaped, with
such & pretiy head, and the wiseat, dearest Iace sver pos.
sessed by a horee. She is a0 sensible, she seems to unnder-
stand every word that is said to ber. She has plenty of
spirit, but is so quiet with the children. One day, w"‘nen
Moliie and Guy were very wmall, we fonud thewm standing
with Kip in the back yard, Mollie by Ler side with & soap
dieh l'nll_ of warm water in one haod, and & nail brash
with which she was scrabbing Kip's legs in the other, while
was actually onder her, busily engaged in spongiog her
y. the pony standing quite still, her praceful neck
archied as she taroed her head to see what they were doing,
and watched them with her big soft brown eyes. Guy
someotimes leads ber a sad life, making a most wonderfnl
bridle and bis with the aid of string and a few links of old
chain, which somehow cams into his possession, and he
eanters about the paddock, hisshort fat lege stretched aeross
Kip's bare back, to bis'own great delight, but not 10 bers,
1 am afraid, But she is & verg indulgens old Indy, and
zeem?fready to give him plensure even when at nome cuet to
arself.

Father had one horse which mother Jiked very mnch, bnt
father never eared much for him—a big wl:ita?allow called
“Shamrock,’ He was devoted to father, and wonld hear his
footsteps when he was quite a long way off, and wonld neigh
with pleasure till father came up ‘te him, when he would
rub his head against him in the most affectionate manner,
Sometimes in the evening when it was quite dark, and
father was out, we would hear Shamrock neigh, and mother
would say, ‘ That must be father coming,’ and Shamrock
was always right, for in & few minntes we would hear the
front gate bang, and then the door would open sod father
would come in. He bad sach a fanny way of kueeling
down to drink if any water he wished to reach was too low
down for him to get at it easily, and nnless yon knew what
he was going to do, he was very apt to send you flying over
his head when he snddenly popped down on his kuees, and
you felt as if he was going Lo double up.

. We have got Selim now instead of Shamrock, He is all
vight as & horge, bt not an stom interesting as a pet. He
allows Kip to bounce him to any extent. %nmsu own she
is very greedy, and unless their feed boxes ara well-separ-
ated, he has to submib t seeing her eat iis feed, and then
go happily off to her own. He does not seem to care for
any of us, and I am sure none of us, except father, have the
slightest regard for him, There ia such a difference in
horses’ characters, Bome are so interesting and lovable,
and others are not the least attractive,

Guoy eame home one day in a great state of excitement,
beggiog muther to give him nixpence. 1 Lelieve he promised
tn be goad for the rest of his life if orly mother would give
him the longed for pennies,  Voor mother was not averjoyed
when she henrd that with this wealth he desired to purchase
two white rats, which & boy was willing to eell to him : but
Guy’s heart was 50 set on being the possessor of the coveted
rate thet mother yielded, and off went Guy with a reay de-
lighted tace, and ‘a box in which to carry his prize under
his arm, Before long he returned, looking happier even
than when he started, hugging the box, which with much
importance he opened, showing mother the two sleek white
rats inside. They are such plump wee thiogs, with hright
]:ink eyea, and with such queer little paws like tiny pink

ands, with which they bhold anything they want to eat,
exactly aa a squirrel holde a nut. Father made such a nice
house for them with an upatairs, and part of the front
closed in with fine wire netting, so that wae can see them
playing about, and when they are tired of being lovked at
they can retire into o little dark room which hasa door out-
side, and a smnll openiog into the other part of the cape,
but no window. Here they love to stors their food, and
when mother puts in fresh hay for them to sleep on, she un-
earths s0 many ernsts and otlier treasurea which they have
hidden away. Guy wos o pleased with his two rats
that he wot another, a big blaeck and white one;
then Mollie got one, so we hava quite & large family
of rate now. Guy acon negle’eted his, o father gave then
all to Mollie. She, for a time, was most attentive to them,
but gradunlly she also seemed %o thionk them s bother, and
before she atarted for school in the morning her last ery
would be, © Mother, please feed my rats,’ so they came to Le
lefs to mother’s care entirely. Shedid not feel much interest
in them at first, but now she i quite fond of them, and they
know her, and all come to the door when they bear her voice,
They have the most amusing little gawmes anmonzab them-
melven, playing hide nnd seek, and whisking about up and
down the ‘inclined pieco of wood, which serves them as &
staircase, into their little dark room, then ount again, and
every movement is so quick and yet so graceful.

g h b
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(T0 BE CONCLUDEDR NEXT WEKEK.)

Little Ethel went to chureh with her grandmother, and
for the first time put two penniea on the contributinn plate,
Leanivg over, she whispered very sudibly : ' Toat's all
right, grandma ; I paid for two.’

XFDR Tovalides and TDelicate Children, Aursz-

RROUKE'S ARROWROOT and TEA JI&CUIT™ are  unwur-
ponsed. DVT.}

FLao BRAND PICKLES AND SAUCE cannot be equalled.
HaYWaiRD Brow., M rers, Ch —‘_‘_nwo-? -

Patent Wheels, Cycles, Perambulators. Agents wabnted.
DuNKLEY, Birmingham. England.—{ADVT,

*QORB' CORRUGATED IRON will sover more—i )
way more—than aoy other iron, and for quality has no equa’,




