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MAKING A C.alLl

Turse little would-
'be “ big folks,” as the
picture itself so pret-
tily suggests, are imi-

ting their mamma
ir. the interesting role
of making a social

Yot

ngviait. They have

}

doubtless had a pleas-
zant ¢little chat”
!}( which too often, how-

.§ever, in the instauce

Yof the elders, is any-

‘ l‘thm«v but “pleasant™
i vin some of its quali-

!

L

have come to the ex-

lgmes), and now they

citing finale of leave-
:takmg The excel-
ilencesof therespective
“babies having been
‘duly dxscussed the
&httle make-believe

‘mothers are making
theu- affecting udleu\
to the “yweet crea-
tures ’ in orthodox
fasluon To be sure,
‘the baby dolls are just
. as good as they are
greprescnted to be, but

35 this slways so of
,the live Jittle ones,
past, babyhood, too,
that real mothers often
boast about? Cer-
?mnly boys and girls
Dught not to see them-
selves outdone 1 guod
d)ehawour Ly only
pretended children,
- but should always try
behave properly,

e,

MagiNG o Cavr.

STOPPING TO
STOSE,

Ur the hill plodded
old Sorrel drawing
the cart with Guy,
Bell, and Sammy, over
the rough, muddy
road,

He seemed to think
it was hard pulling

“Get up there'™
shouted Guy, impa-
tiently * Get up there
I say: I wish I had
a whip' Wait until
we a get litile nearer
to those trees, und I'll
break off a switch
Then we'll see if you
can't goa little faster "

Bell laughed, but
little Sammwy looked
up with a grave face -

*J guess you'd better
stop and s’pose first”

« Stop and —-what ?”
asked Guy.

“S'pose. I mean,
s'pose you were a
borse; how would you
like to be whipped
'cause you couldn’t ge
any faster when the
roads were bad 7’

Guy lovked up at
faithful «ld Sorrel for
a minute, aad smd
nothing more about
a whp.  We should
nt find 1t s casy to
do wnhoed thaugs of
we stoppid tu s puse
how we wish to be
treated ourselves.



