" ball, and over to grand-

LITTLE PAUL'S
NEW SUIT.

LITTLE Paurl was
haviog a “spell” That
was what nurse al-
ways called it when he
Wwas as cross a3 an X,

What was the mat-
ter! Why, he did not
want to wear a gll's
drees any more. He
was five yeara old. So
there he was in his
chamber “ sulkiog " be-
h'nd the cloaet door.

“Papa didn't have
to wear dres:es!"” he
thought, for there was
a whole sult over at
grandma’s hous?, In
the back chamber, that
he had worn when he
was & little boy.

Paul thought hard
for a minute; then, as
soon as nurse had gone
to the kitchen, he ran
down-stairg, out of the

He had not gons far
on his way homo when
Jorry and Dick Dean,
two rude boys, ran cut
after him from behind
a high fence, and made
sport aud shouted,
* Daddy Long-legsi”

O how heran! And
they did too. The
trousers legs unrolfed
and tripped him, and
he fell in the dirty
road.

Well, he got to the
Lomse gate at last, but
Rover would not let
him come in. He
barked aud growled,
thinking it & little
beggar, for I'm sorry to
say that Rover did not
like beggars.

Then Bridget came
to the door and bade
hlm go away,

Poor Psul! He
could not bear any
more, He leaned his
head on the fenca and
cried.

Pretty soon mamma
came out. How sho

ma’s house,

Grandma was in the
diiry, making cheese,
so ha crept quietly up

the baok ataira, laughed when she saw

Yes, there they hung who it was! And she
on a high wooden peg took him in and washed
by the chimney. He [NERUREEIERIEE & : : him and put on his
got up on the meal- MOBRNING PR AYER. pretty blue-cloth dress
chest, and then he with the white brald,
had to jump to reach them. i beyond his shoea. Then he rolled thelegs and Paul was nimself again.—Companion.

But such a nice time as he had dressing!|up like Jake, the hired man. Bat tha -
The buttons would not stay buttoned, and | jacket hung nearly to his heels, for papa A LITTLE child hearing & sermon, ani ob-
there was & hole in the jacket slesve-lining ;| was ten years old when he wors it. | serving the minister very vehemont in his
through which his hand would slip every, ¥et Paul went down and looked at him- | words and gestures, cried out, “Mother, why

time, And the trousers came away down  self in the duck-pond, and was well pleased. ll don't the people let the man ont of the box,”



