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TIE FIRST TIME. Before I had time to reply, out every little thing I could darling," she said ; "let it go.
SAXE ,UoLM. IN ST. NICHoLAS. m. good, kind mother replied see in the brook which looked The little fishes can read it if

. for me: in the least like a bit of paper. they want to, and make some
( 1Oh, Peggy bas lost lie It was very cold and wet, and like it for their schools."

Wien I went into the sitting'. report," shl said. " The wind disnal, and before long I got to But I was too unhappy to
roomn I walked slowl. toward blew it iiito the brook. So we crying so that I could hardly laugh. I only eried the harder.
lier, and ,he took ue iii lier lap shall not know low good a girl see anîytliing. It did seeni to Then they undressed me, put
and kissed ie. If' she hîad said she has heen this week." me too bad that iow I really on my lannel night-gown. rolled
one word to show thlat she This wps the worst thing yet ; wanted to get the report, back ne ail up in blankets, and laid
sIspet ted Ie of having lied I to have to stand there and hear and carry it home to ny mother, me on the lounge by the fire;
should have burst 1ito tears mi mother tell my lie over I could iot find it. Suddenly I and ny mother sat down close
and told her all about it ; but again for me. made a misstep on the bank by me, and began to read aloud
she was too wise to do tiat. " What ! " said my father, where it was covered with snow, a nice fairy story. Pretty soon,
She knew very well that the vehemently. " This high wind and plunged n, both feet, into in spite of all iy uinhappiness,
surest wa' to iake Ie hate a blow anything into the brook ?" the water nearly up to iîy I fei asleep, and when I waked
lie was to lut ie i I e alonig - Yes," said my mother, in knees. Except for my big stick up it was about dark. My
with it fastenled tg Ie for a w hat I now understand nust 1 hardly could have got out. inother was still sitting by my
while. So she began to talk alive beenî a very meanîing tone I was horribly frightuned and side. I watched her for some
about something elsc, just as if1 " that is the wav it. happened. dripping wet, but there seemed minutes befure she knew I was
nothing had happened, anid in Rut awaN , Peggy, dear, and a sort of relief in having a new, awake. She was sitting with her
a few minutes we went to din- play." kiud of misery ; it put the lie eyes ou the fire, and looked as
ner. Piay I was thankful to out of my thoughts for a few if she were thinking very hard.

I hardly could eat a mouthfui. cape out of the room; but i minutes. I went into the, Oh dear," I thought, - I
It seemed to ne, know what she's
wheneverumy father thinking about. 1
looked at me, that, don't believe she
his eyes were stern- believes me; but
er than ever. A why don't she say
dre a d fu 1 voice so? 1should think
seemed dinning in

MY ears:telnti a lie."my cars:
" In a few minutes As soon as sue

more dessert will saw I had waked,
be brought in. and s id
then lie %ill ask for Weil, ny little
the report." diver, are you rest-

As soon as the
servant began to Thon she told me
remove the mucat about thi wav the
and vegetables, I divers go dow
said: Lsea after pearîs,

Sdon't wanît at the end of
any dessert. May the storv, sne said:
I be excused '" ues

Not Vant any nînch of a pearl 3 oi
dessert! " exclaii- wemt diving after,
ed my mother.

Why, Peggy, you c lo. inattita,
uîust be Ii. ve said . l don't be-
are going to have
India pudding and as I eu remeiiber.

ain." trTEI think it wa s a'prety bad report."ol 0 t IlL L 0F i the She waited i
o 11iissot ?inuld ti

worll Tlikd - ~~hl si tît o mre ikeub~ in tian bose r~ et .t Iud.aud she'de fowhoip inees fore

India pudding, aidl m
and mother boti knie
makes me lauglh nom
how mv dear nother i
pitied mue In lier hei
she le.ard me re pl .

" But I anî nlo h
don't vant any."

Thien n- motha i sai

well. vou mta go-
And didn't I mi fa

the door! And didn'
for two seconds, that
was going to forget to
the report! Alas!
escape for me:

" Peggy, Peggy." h
"what is all this husrr
Bring me your report.
want to see that,"

'. father I did like dron ning myself. i
w% it. it never had felt -o miserable in
to think m% wlole life.
must ha e 1  oput n m i india rubber.
art we and rolled up mnv pantalets (in

i t hose da s all little girls wure
ungry , i long h'ite pantalet.s down Io

their ankies). Then I went
d . Ver.'r ouit. cliibe i uver the stone

Wall i ntc the orchard, and began
st ioward looking in the brook after my
t i hope, report. Of course,if ihadbee~n
m, father older I should have known
ask after better. ButI wasa poor, ignor-
nu such ant, naughty little child, only

eight years old. and I hoped I
e called. should find the little roll of

y about ' paper floating along on the
defir. I water, just a I left it. I found

ai big, strong -tick, and I fisbed

looking like alittlehalf-drowned
animal. The muddy- water
dripped from me as I walked
and 1 left the wet, prints of my
feet at each step.

Mercy on me, child: where
have you been?" cried my
mother. "I Don't come a step
farther. Stand still right there,
till Mary can get off your
things."

" i-was koking for my report
in the brook," sobbed 1, "ad I
fell in; and I can't fiud it."

Ah, how loving and sympa-
thetie my mother was then.
She understood ail about it ;
she knew jst how wretched I
was.

"Nevprmnind about. the report,

this. i think she hoped i would
confess the truth to her then.
But I was too cowardly. I lay
still, with my face turned tO the
back of the lounge, trying to takc
a little comfort to m% self.because
I had owned up that the report
was nota good one. That was the
last time she spoke to me about
the report, except the next
Monday morning, when I was
setting off for school, she
said.

" Oh, wait a minute, Peggy.
I'l write a note to Miss Caroline,
and tell ber how you lost your
report."

I had no thought of this
new occasion for another lie.
I stood still by lier side whik


