
VARIOUS REASONS

A thick-fleeced lamb came trotting by ' .
1Pray, whither now, my lamb? ' quoth I" To have,' said he, with ne'er a stop
1My wool clipped at the, ba-ba s!hop.'

Iasked the dog.: c V>ny -all, this din?
'

Said he: ' I'm fashioned outside in,
And ail my days and nights I've trted.My best to get the bark putside.'

A hen was cackling loud and long.
SaidIto her : " How strange your song! » -
Said she: " Tis scarce a song; in fact,
It's just a lay, to be eggs-act.1

' ,

Iasked the cat: 'Pray tell >me why
You love to sing.' She blinked her eye1My purr-puss, sir, as you can see,
Is to a-mews myself,' said she.
Iasked the cow: « Why don't you kickThe man whojwhips you with a stick 1'1Alas !Imust be lashed,' said she, -'So Ican give whipped-crcam, you see !

'
MORAN'S OWN

When Eddie began to understand he was instructedto tend Qias mother during the day, to^ give her themedicine, and do her wishes. At night the father
SSS h<>ver over* the poor woman" with a tenderness'which only these big, silent men possess. He caveheievery minute, and that left little Eddie very mucTT

The life of the son was cheerless. He could makeno friends with the other,boys in the street, as theday was spent with his irother. And she, poorsoul,was too fitful, too ailing to vouchsafe Mm more tfoanan occasional 'that's a.good boy,.Eddie.' As to car-essing nun— she was afraid to touch, to kiss him. Shewanted him to live. So Eddie knew little of a mo-ther s love and scarcely knew his father.Thrown upon his own meagre resources, the littlelad was practically compelled) to build, himselfa littleworld of farcies, in which the father-, ■ who often forgotthe boy's very existence, made the splendid', bravexlCt"O« * " " -
The boy's place at night, after the father's return,was a little stool >behind the range, where he was out°l * mtyy~for Mora-n needed much space' to moveabout. There he sat for hours-watch-ing his1 dad min-istering-to the sick raother. *~ ■" ■' " Odd ideas1 and queer notions came toEddie. Heoftenthought when he saw his big father heating water orpreparing a draught for the sufierer, how -glorious itwould be to be good and sick ' some time and havethe great dad be so nice and"tender to, a fellow.'One night Eddie somehow could riot sleep on his.mattress in the coiner of the. kitchen, and, quitelatehe saw his father rushing out .without hator^poat/ Hereturned very soon with the doctor, and- they shutthe door of the bedroombehind them. Strangesoundslike groans and sobs came from behind the door 'andEddie was just going .to get up to see if he couldnot help at anything when, the doctor came from theroom and patted him on the head. ■ .
"Poor little beggar ! ' said the doctor.

"' '
And then Eddie dimly understood, shivered alittleand felt more alone than ever. " . '
His aunt came, the following day and took

~
himwith her to stay at her house for a week. When, hecame back the place looked the same as ever—but it-felt differently to Eddie. The bedroom door stoodwideopen, and the bed within, was vacant. ' '

'The father did not notice or greet Eddie, arid "justsat with folded arms at the taible by the windowstaring into space. v
Eddie crept up to his usual place behind therangeand waited. But the cruel loneliness grew more andmore oppressive—and at last he could stand the uncannyquietno longer.
1Dad?1 he whispered, and trembled at the sound ofhis voice. * . y
Moran stirred, not quite sure of what he-hadheard,and again went back to his brooding, never seeingthe little lonely lad, who' had slid from his stool andto6k a step toward him.
The boy kept on., slowly, cautiously, and eventuallystood before his father, his hand clutching the edge ofthe table for moral and physical support. . '" Dad.,! he began again, his knees almost collapsing.The father turned arid focusse'd his swollen,btoodshoteyes upon the boy. '
1Well, what is_ it? ' -

The little boy shook lite^ an aspen, but it -yiras hislast chance, and he braced himself for the final effort.1Dad, please, dad, don't you think we- two should,
now stick together ?..'

And .then ,Moran awoke from1 his direful trance andsaw the quivering lips, the wistful eyes. In a flash thefew years of the boy's life went past like a vision.He saw the, lovelessness, -the harshness, the solitude,
and then JMotan stooped and gathered ,to.his breastthe little lad < who had waited"so long and patiently" for Ms niche of love.

Moran had found his own.— Exchange.

A FABLE ON GRATITUDE

Ihe wages paid to porters, those big, strapping,lusty fellows who handle cases like' mere toys, are notapt to put these hard-working men In the moneyed
class. And that was the only reason why the court-ship of JMoran and pretty Nellie Daly had stretchedoutover years. They loved one another as only thesincerehumble people do. They loved long before the weddingand their marrtage was only a way station on theroad to happiness. There had been little of romancelittle of poetry in their courting. They were of thesilent people, who have the whole,gamut of emotions,but who, lacking the dainty ways of a higher civilisa-tion, can only be so direct in their wooine as in theirhating. &

It had taken Moran Many years to be promotedfrom the sidewalk gans; to the shipping floor, and whenat last Ms elevation, with the rise in his wages, wasaccomplished, there was just one aim, one-purpose .inhis mind.
And, although to some their courting might -.haveseemed rough, uncouth, perhaps, on- the day whenMorancaone to Nellie and repeated to her the oft-eohoedphrase '

Ilove you, Nellie, g>iiu\' shenever doubrted,butbelieved, and that is the - end and object of allcourtingMoran was the essence of concentration. Whateverhe did was done with Ms whole heart and soul, whe-ther it was working or loving.
At. the big warehouse wherehe worked he had got-ten himself the reputation of being the most silenf andmost steady man.- The others, as healthy men willdo,.olten indulged in rough,, practical jokes, but Morannever shared in such skylarking. That did by nomeans make hip unpopular; He always was civil, andsmiled in a q.uiet, preoccupied sort of way and wasliked by employers -and fellow-workers.'Oh, Moran is always the same ;he never .makesfree, they said of him, 'tut he mdnds his own- busi-ness and is all right just the same.'
At home, however, the shutters of his big heart "

were always wide open, and the man became an awk-ward, laughing boy, clumsily helping the little womanwith her housework. As they had not stopped loving
at the altar, household cares, scarcity of money, and
minor tribulations were met with -courage and smilesWJiten the sweethearts were together all the rest of the"world was forgotten.

Then a boy was born to them. What first waswelcomed as the culmination of all their happiness wasthe innocent cause of- much misery and' suffering.The mother, never strong, was left enfeebled. Herhealth was shattered. Soon the case was diagnosed ashopeless, and- then came years and years of drooping,during which the boy grew into quite a little sturdyman. With every day the mother grew more '-tired,wasted to a shadow,. and ere- long even the husbandrealised that recovery was impossible. . .
Moran grew,quieter th-anev.er athis work. In srarifrhe was always1 by that, bedside at home. He racedhome in.the erenings, and, then spent half of a nightin caring for" the invalid. " . .

__ The snake was trying.'to shed his' skin." Help me oH with this, will you? ' he said to afrog that happened to be passing.
''

'The frog kindly -complied- witJi the request, andpre-
sently -the discarded sVin lay stretched.alongtheground."Now,' observed the frog, 'I suppose you will -dowith that as Ido with my cast-off garments^^eatit.'''

No;' said the snake. ' There' is something betterin sijrht.' - ..
he ate the frog:- ' " -. "'

The of
'
this is that there is* more thanonekind of- skin game, and some kinds are meaner '■iihan"others. f ' '

■ ■
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