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" We are to have tread and h«MK 
are we not, at a farm-honee T' asked 
Eugenie, presently.

'* Yes, and new àtifc} dSâ tfSéflÉfc- 
cots are ripe, mamma said «e Hereto 
have some.” - ■
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had a pleasant home, and many 
niee things about her ; and one would have 
flfflfrnaad she was very -hippy _ indeed—as 
hanpy lnat is to say as little children can be 
foioj part of the world. But» as is al
ways tbo ease, something was wanting to 

- ) her happiness complete. And what do 
that was ? Why, we will tell you :

_no OSe to play with. There were
rafyoonfl folks in the neighborhood ; 

_ mj were all either too big and too old 
for Mabel to play with, or . they were quite 

* therefore she did not know what

i she talked *6 her doll and play - 
i it ; bat the doll was not alive, and 

so spa got Hied of it.
Bather Audi Eliza had a pretty little 

It was a very pretty oa^, and had the 
"l ways that ever were known for 

I creature qf that kind. And so Mabel 
thought that little kitty would make the beat 
playfellow she could get. Sometimes she 
would play with it in one way and sometimes 
in another ; for kitty was very patient and 
would put up with a good deal of playfulness 
abd teaming without getting cross. Mabel 
would sometimes dress her up in doll’ 
clothes and rook her in her doll’s cradle

: in a cart, or hold her in her arms 
j M lullaby” to her. But then is 

i to all forbearance. And this lindt was 
l when Mabel tried to teach pussy to 
She had written down the letters 

k—T on paper, and holding kitty tight, 
out the letters with a pen. Bnt 

a to spell our words. They 
have a very limited language of their own 
h-enfr ooqsists of two or three words. One 
é these is— “ Faroesoe”— and tide word 
UdfldMdon the occasion referred to. Now 
kindly pleasing to see little «hi 
«dumb animals, and it does them a 
dedof good to cultivate habits of kindness 
“ ~ ’ be vary beneficial to themselves 

i in after life. But in their playful 
with pet animals, they must never 

danger thsro iaof tearing them 
7 extent that it aamatimet lead 

I cruelty.
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ÜÏNLY A LITTLE FAULT.'
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CHAPTER I.

,eodd

Somewhere in Normandy, not val 
far from an old-fashioned town, wit.. 
tipi booses and narrow streets, there is 
aa <dd ohatean where the family of the 

Bsreacs had lived evur since Del 
i was the eldest of lour chil 
l remember. It was » pleas - 

; the old grey stone waul of 
i being covered in many pacts 

; while over the portico, where 
V Bersac arms were emblazoned, 

ined a splendid wisteria ahfl. 
Dijon rose-tree. The grounds 

"ore extensive ; and about half a mile 
frwa the gates were a few cottages, 
*hcxe some peasants lived happilyand 
peacefully.
. Delphine was just el 
then came Mathilde, then Victor, and 

y> Eugenie—the latter a most win- 
jehild of five yeaesold. Delphine 

■A vary pretty attractive child, with 
“*fc“,-«fly happy netiute, «ed very 

_ ways. Whi * 
i * thought over

------- - and dispositions, she often
■t how sweet and lovable Delphine 
***• She was frank and open, docile 
■■d submissive to those in authority 
rwr her, gentle and unselfish ; in short, 
her mother could think of but one fault 
*hich was very prominent in Dolphin#* l 
®*racter. Sometimes in the twilight 
when the younger children were in bed 
JJ* Delphine came and had a quiet 
■Ikwith her mother, the latter used to 

to her ef this defect in her, and 
iue as often as not used to an-

it is only a little fault, mamma, 
®*ri*y * very little fault, if, as you say,
1 «>*> careless.”

Hmay appear that to you, now, my 
child,” her mother often replied,
. you do not try and cure your- 
it, it will grow to be so strong 

be hard for von to blind 
to the fact of its sinfulness.” x 

mamma ?” asked Del-

KITTY CANNOT LEARN TO SPELL.

phine one day ; “how can that be—sdeh 
a little thing cannot be a sin?"

"It may grow into one, or lead you 
into one,” said Madame De Bersac ;

and when I said you should cure your
self of it, remember that I did not mean 
that you could do that by yourself. God 
will help you, if you faithfully watch 
against your fault, and try not to fall 
into it.”

But the weeks and days passed on, 
and Delphine remained ever the same. 
Sometimes she took a fit of trying to be 
careful, but it did not last long, and she 
needed to learn that she ^must not trust 
in herself or her own efforts unaided by 
God, if she wanted to pursevere and to 
donquer.

That afternoon when Delphine joined 
her mother in the rammer-boose, the 
latter asked her if she had finished, ar- 

the flowers. , '
,t flowers, , raamtna ?” asked 

Delphine.
“ Why, the red roses that yonr papa

brought from----- last night, that Mon-
■Farville had given him. I saw 
ire them to yon, and you said you 

would put them in a basin of water for 
the night, and amuogçjtbe» in the vases 
this morning."

As Madame de Bersac spoke, the 
colour mounted to Delphine’s cheek.

“ Oh, mamma, I am very sorry, bnt I 
was in a hurry last night, aid just 
threw them on the eeheol-room table.

will run and see if they are faded 
and without waiting for any more, 

ran off, and soon returned 
a bunch of faded roees. .

“Do you think they will revive,
reading her

this heat you might have known that 
being the whole night out of wider 
would fade them. It wee very Cureless 
of you, Delphine, not to look after 
them.”

Delphine hung her head-
“ Yes,” continued her mother, “ and 

I am particularly sorry.ae you know we 
have no roees this year in the roeerv, 
and I wanted to take a few of these to 
the poeriittle1 Claude, ypho is so food of 
flowers, and especially red rpees. How
ever, it is useless grieving over that,1* 
said Madame da Bersac, as she saw 
Delphine’s eyes ill with tears. Claude

had £ 
from the 
walked

chateau

of )h• 
really sexy 

hadde-

hirn

von trunk they i
____„ /’ she asked sadly,
mother’s reproachful look lightly.

“ No, dear, they are quite faded.

family, and 
to think of how 
prived hhn qf «wjiim».

“ I wish I was not so careless, mam- 
said Delphine, laying the faded 

roses down on the rustic table that 
stood in the centre of (he summer 
house.

I hope you will do more than wish,” 
said her mother, “ and that you wfll 
pray that you may be watchful.1

Delphine did résolve to. watch, and 
for a few days she was really so 
careful and attentive to all said to hi 
that she had rarely to be reproved 

dessness. Her books were all put 
im their fproper places, her flowers all 
watered, her buds attended to, and 
when die-went Into town one day with 
Nannette, the old nurse, and was en
trusted with some commissions, she ac
tually tried to remember all the inetruc- 

aad executed them to her mother's 
(satisfaction.

amae de Bersac at length began 
to see such a merited change that rim 
(trusted Delphine more than /she ' 
formerly able to do; and so one dtiy
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