
mtm

14 UNDER THE LILACS.
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A yello\v-l)ird sat swinging ami diiiping on the tall

|tt«l>ush, but no other living thing vvuh in siglit.

**Binl8 don't sneeze, do' tlioy?" asked Betty, eying

'ittle Cioldy r^u-tpiciously.

"You goos(! ! of course they don't."

" Well, 1 should jiint like to know who is laughing

and sniH /ing round here. JNla}' be it is the dog," sug-

gested Betly, lool<ing relieved.

*' I never heard v" a dog's laughing, except Mother

Hubbard's. This is such a queer one, may be he can,

tiiough. I wonder where he went to? " and Bab took a

survey down both the side-paths, quite longing to see

the fuiniy poodle again.

" I know where I'm going to," said Betty, piling the

dolls into her apron with more haste than care. " 1 'm

going right straight home to tell Ma all about it. I

don't like such actions, and 1 'm afraid to stay."

" 1 ain't; but 1 guess it is going to rain, so I shall

have to go any wa}-," answered Bab, taking advantage

of the black clouds rolling up the sky, for she scorned

to own that she was afraid of any thing.

Clearing the table in a summary manner by catching

up tlie four corners of the cloth, Bab put the rattling

bundle into her apron, flung her children on the top, and

pronounced herself ready to depart. Betty lingered an

instant to pick up odds and ends that might be spoilt

by the rain, and, when she turned from taking the red

halter ofl;' the knocker, two lovely pink roses lay on the

stone steps.

" Oh, Bui), just see ! Here 's the vevv ones we wanted.

Wasn't it nice of the wind to blow 'in «]own?" 8he

called out, picking them up and runulijg after her sister,


