
I like t’ play wif dollies an’ I like t’ go 
t’ school; 

- I like t jump my skippin'- -rope in morn- 
ings ‘when it ’s cool; 

I like t’ play go-visitun while dolly takes 
her nap, 

But sometimes nuffin’ else 'll do but sit 
in mamma’s lap. 

I like t’ climb th’ pach-tree, an’ I like t’ 
‘make mud-pies. 

iE I 1iRe to play. wif’ puppy an’ 1 like a 
Y birf-day s’prise; 

I like to go out ridin,’ an’ ist wear my 
little cap. 

But when I 'm tired an’ sleepy, wy, 1 
~ want my mamma 's 

- 

a 5 gy like t’ ‘tend my alushecsiila th’ fait 
ra x place in town; 
Be nd like. to fo play. big lady wif long skirts a- 

I like ry > t’ Sunday school, ‘an® wear 
3 my new silk wrap—- 

But when a lump gets in my froat, ist 
C Gane ts want mamma's lap. 
o i Strickland GW: Gillian, nt Leslie’ 5 
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70 THE RESCUE. 
BY FRANK H. SWEET, 

. “The rain was slanting into the faces of 
two. boys who were unfastening a boat. 

One was kneeling upon the wharf, his 
fingers hurriedly but skilfully ‘untying 
“the ‘knot which had become sodden and 
almost unyielding; the other was in the 
Toa itself, Soe in the Mar. anchors 
of stone which k 

~ ing a chafing against the ils 

oF en; wh one 

 liearted, thoroughly, frightened way. 
(Outside the waves were curling i Sab 
An ‘white combs, ‘hissing as they broke ; 
inland was but the slanting: wall of rain, 
HEHE 4 few w blurred suggestions of welds 

bg vild din 2 trees had stood out clear 
~ znd distinct, and the boys had bee hae 
4 “them with a small spy-glass, which # 
lay forgotten upon the ground. 

epics “get the sere hose 

for shore. ain't Tike. wing 
Bute so Ors pt 

Ten minutes before these 

“Hurry up, Ben!” called Tower 

Be 

THE RELIGIOUS INTELJIGENCER. 
comparatively smooth water in the lee hollered and hollered, but no one heard. 
of the wharf into the turbulent waves “|Rén the boat drifted here, and we 

outside. Both boys dropped simultan- jumped-out,” : 

cously to their places, “Steady now, - “Never mind; it's all right now. You 
Ben! strong and steady!” admonished were brave little folks to paddle to the 
Tom. “We must keep her straight, bows rocks and leave the boat. We saw you 
on. If she gets broadside into a trough through a ‘glass. But come now, all of 
we'll be swaniped for sure. There, that's = you pile into our boat quick; and mind 

1'ght! Good! Now well make it all you sit perfectly still, Here, Ben, help 
tight” me get in the smaller ones. 
A few moments andthe wharf became * be scared,” to the sobbing five-year-old 

a blurred outline, the buildings and trees - child he had lifted in his arms; “’tain’t 
disappearing, The boys rowed on fof near so bad a storm as it might be. 
some time in silence, Tom, steady and well have you home all right, before 

-esolute, Ben just as resolute how as “you know it.” 

when they had started, but with his face “The trip-back was as quick as the one 
pale and his strength evidently being  cver had been slow, for now both wind 

strained to its uttermost, At length he and tide were in. their favor. As the 

Sp “You—~you didn’t s ‘pose ; visa 

¢ back out, Tom?” i 
oe course I didn't!” heats: “You ve i 

been tried foo many times for that, You 
were watching the storm just then, afd 
forgetting what the spy-glass. showed us. i {Of 

1 never thought for a second it you'd Pa ipl fier: she. had seen 
go all right.” Sa 
_. The younger boy Sox Revit A 
oe seas 1 did forget. for J ust ye Foci 

wharf they saw ‘several persons bending 

oe storm. One, the. boys recognized as 
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tiat in an en BM A 4 
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“iia his ‘work in a half. 
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Now don’t 

‘beat swung around under the ‘lee of the : 

forward, peering ; toward them through 

boys, Tow. Loki: you?” But a 
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