On the \Vrong Slde.
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‘A PA.RABLD POR TE[D LITTLE
" PEOPLE.

- ——

(M B Manwell in ‘Sunday Ma«a—
: zme.)_ S .

Sprxng had come o the la,nd for

‘Have not ra,lns greened over Aprll’s
lap?’

Every. baby-blade .of . grass was
» shootlna up its 1nqulslt1ve head to

see what this fa1r world was really

ers had a. good deal to say to one

.-~ another ag ‘they rubbed the1r soft‘_
. Snowy said nothing, . Perhapshe...
) d such a
: surprlse" -said - Snowy, the Whlte,.
“lamb to Darky, the ‘black one, and

heads tovether. o
o ‘It is all Very mce,

Darl\y cordlally aoreed—as who.

‘would not that fine spring mormng

—thle the contented sheep moth-

. ers looked on,’ ‘each: thinking her
own lamb qulte the ﬁnest on the

downs

The sunshmy hours sped by, and -
‘Snowy, growing stronger on hislegs.
.“each moment bevan to look farther ,

hlre. The tiny stream, the meadow’s
boundary, was rippling W1th a noisy
gladness, already forgett;ng its ice-

" bound misery when Robbie; the
. farm-boy, was sliding and halloa-

ing over it. . The sun was playing
bo-peep in and out of the fleecy,
avhite clouds. Everything in na-

ture was spick-and-span new, the
newest thing of all being two lambs

" . _staggering feebly in the cool, sweet

meadow-grass with their 1on0' legs
that loohed as if they belonged,bn

somebody . else, -certainly not- to.

themselves. . Of course each had

o 2 mother close by, but the new-com-

GN THE WRONG SIDE.

afield, beyond h1s mother’s warm,
woolly form. ‘

‘I 'wonder .what - 1t is like over
there; don’t you? he said to the
other baby-lamb. '

‘My mother knows?! said D:uhy,
It was quite enough for’

wisely.
him that his mother knew.

‘Oh, but 1’d like to see for myself,’
1ns1sted Snowy. ‘,And.Why. should-
't I?7 :

‘Because 1 Wouldn’t
you,’ advised Darky. . -

‘Don’t stray away, my chlld ’ cau-
tioned mother, who was lying down,

1f I were

for the sun had left off playing bo- -

peep,,and ‘was shuund w1th a]l h15
might, so there was no fear. of rain. -

did. not. hear; perhiaps he.did. not:
heed ‘What a ﬁne, smooth- pla.ee
for;a game, if we could get: -ACTOSS, -
he thought. . But- ‘there was the
brook to cross, and’ Snowy had no
acquamtance with ‘water; he drew.
his foot back quickly when it touch-
ed-the cold shlmng mystery ‘Then,
he set forth to. stag er along the
bank by himself, for Darky had-tim-
idly’ sheered up alongslde of “his
mother.

“Silly frightened thing! scornful- -
ly said the adventurer, feeling quite
a man of the world as he glanced
‘back once at -the peaceful group.

-~ On and on he staggered until, to his

surprise, - he ' suddenly - lost  the
brook. It had gone out of sight
under the meadow-grass; so Snowy -
had. plenty of room, now, to skip-
and tumble and pick himself up
again.- Oh, what fun it’ was, to be
sure! . How tame it must be for’
Darky over yonder.between-the se-
date old. folk. At last, for he was-
‘only- a day 6ld, Snowy grew tired
and hungry; his unmanageable legs



