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A POUTING GIRL.

My mother says a girl she knows

Whose face with love and kindness glows,
Who earries sunshine where she goes—

A darling little knman rose.

Another girl she knows well, too,
Who frets at all she has to do;
With sulky face she scowls
at you,

While anger clouds her eves
of blue.

And all the time "tis plain
to see,

rom mother’s laughing
face, that she

fcans one of those
girls for me—

vow which, 1 wonder, san

it he?

two

VAS ETTA A GENER-
OUS GIRL?

I said to Etta, who is
y cldest daughter, “ Etta,
aar, 1 want you to help
e sew an hour before yom
o out to trundle your hoop

“T don’t want T
ant to join Fanny and
ennie and Nellv.  We are
ving to have a niee time.”
v "]iiH ﬂ']']iﬂl.

“No, you must s¢w. an
ur first,” 1 said firmly.
Then with much frown
¢ and pouting my child
“ew her hoop inte a cor-
r, and taking her needle
d her work, sewed in
lense for an hour. Was
at a mice way, think you, for Etta to treat
r mother who had done so much for
r! 1 hope, my dear children,
mptly and cheerfully do what mother
s, for vou can never repay the debt of
¢ you owe.
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A LITTLE RED GLOVE.

twins were almost ready for church,
bad on their white pique dresses, |

| starched as stiff as anything, and their red
sashes; white pique bonnets with red
ribbon strings and red slippers. I don’t
see what else little girls could expect to
wear to church!

But Aunt Sue had sent them each a cute
pair of little red gloves from Richmond.
and this was the first chance they had had

NAUGHTY ETTA.

to wear themi.  Thev were f: )
'!u\ were so cCager i« ir

rs into them.
Here, Rose,

wlores

honev,” said 1t

1 narse, * von

1 10 T™mn ©

lese while T laoks for P

these are mine, Mam

Posy.  “See. they are marked
side, ‘ Posy.” ™

“ Al right, den, chile, T ain’t carin’ who

dey "i"ge to, jest so T finds t'odder one.”

" eried

m the in-

=
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But one little red glove was gone! It
was not in the burean drawer, and it was
uot in mother’s glove-box, and it wasn't
anvwhere.

*“ Look in the slop-bewl], mamma,” sug-
gested Rosy, the trars trembling on her
brown lashes. Rosy had had several =ad
experiences of finding things in the siep-
,bowl that ought not to have
been there. But the rel
glove was not in the slop-
bUWI.

Posy had hers on and
buttoned tightly acroas her
fat wrists, and she thought
they  were the prettiest
things in the warld.

The church bell began to
rin«_x hvn no g]n\'ﬂ mnh] be
found. Toor Resy! The
tears  rolled down her
cheeks, keeping time to
the dingdong of the
bell. But what was
PPosv doing?

With a very sober face
Posy was tugging at her
pretty gloves until at last
they came off, turned inside

out.

“There,” <he ecried,
“ now we won't either of us
wear them. Come on,
loey.”

Away flow the elonde
from Rosv’s face. and away
twinkled the little feet over
the The

day was warm, the sermon

fields to ehurch.

and our little maids

ind nap in the mid
but the best sermon
me was the sight
‘ v chuthy  bir
hands, prettier Jhan all the
gloves in Paris, hacanse they were holding
fast to the Golden R

-~

Franees indiz
lmg search for her

cle place where it
Now I'm going to
possibly be,
This she
fucoess.

do ‘-\'i!b‘

procecded 1o great




