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WHEN MAMMA RAN AWAY.  gone all day, and that she must be a good it was too bad, wasn't it?” and grandma
N girl and stay with baby sister, and mind looked at the twins soberly.
By Frances Jones Hadley. grandma, and they would bring her home ““Was she a good Iittle?%irl sometimes,

It had been such a beautiful momina
that mamma told the twins they coul
go over and spend the day with grandma,
only they musi be sure to come home
before dark, as she did not wish to have
them out late on the long, lonely road
between their house and grandma's,

The twins joyfully promised—and what
would they not have promised, I wonder?
—for they dearly loved to go to grandma's
house. ’i‘hore were the cosiest little
corners there for their playhouses, where
Dolly and Polly—these were the twins—
could play they were Mrs. Smith and Mrs.
Jones to their heart’s content, visiting and
returning each other's calls wthout wait-
ing long, for the houses were so close
together.

'hen, there were the funny little dolls
that grandma used to play with—oh,
ever and ever 80 long ago—and there were
the queer, old-fashioned dresses that she
let them wear, when they wanted to dress
up and pretend they were grand ladies,
making calls, And ‘jun back of the
house there was the dearest little brook,
hidden by a thick clump of bushes, where
they could wade for an hour, if they
wisf;od, and there would be no one to see,

But best of all were the dear little cakes
that grandma always had ready for the
children who might chance to visit her—
such soft, brown, crumbly cakes, with
raisins or caraway seeds so thick in them
that you could not set your teeth in them
without biting a whole lot of them.

And, now, after ﬂu-y had arrived at
grandma’s and were trying to decide what
they should do first, it began to rain—
not a hard shower that would end in a
little while, but a slow, drizzling rain that
might last all day. It was too bad, and
it really seemed, for awhile, as if blue eyes
and brown might add their drops to the
rain—only they were too big to cry, for
they were six years old, and everyone
knows that people of that age are too big

to ery.

They did not want to play with the
funny dolls, and they did not want to
dress up in the qrncer old dresses—they
were tired of both plays. 8o grandma
must think of something new, for it
would never do to let her little visitors
feel their visit had been spoiled.

So she brought out a plate of the ves
nicest cakes—the kind that was
wrinkly with raisins—and putting them
on its tiny table, told the twins to help
themselves. My, wasn’t that the nicest
kind or an invitation, and didn’t grandma
know just how. to treat the company?
Then, when they were examining ti
cakes, and trying to decide which ones
had the most raisins in, grandma asked
them if they would like to hear a story.

““What kind of a story?” asked Polly,
her mouth full of cake. o

“lsita story, or is it a story about
some good little girls?” asked Molly,
the suspicious, for she did not like very
well to hear about good little girls who
never did nn‘nhing naughty,

Grand ughed, and g the
little girl's rosy cheek, said, '‘I'm afraid
it is about a little girl who was not very
good—at least one particular time, any-
WIK‘.’ “‘Do you want to hear it?”’

th nodded, their eyes shining, for
ther did like to listen to ;rl.nllm.

“"Well, once on a time,” began grand-
ma (for all stories for the twins must al-
wa{u begin in this way), ‘‘there was a
little girl who lived in a snug little house,
just big enough for p.r and mamma
and grandma, with this little girl and her
baby sister who did not take up much
room‘,”f'ou see. Now, this little girl—
let’s call her Florrie—liked pretty well to
have her own way, and never could see
why mamma always thought she knew
best. So, one day, mamma told her that
she and papa were going to the city to be
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somet| nice from tlr city. ala R
s & promised, for nof
ﬂh)\lﬁ, 5(. the time, of any reason why
she should not be good, and was very
patient while grandma washed he
combed out her curls and put on a clean
l:on. She played around for awhile,
then the time seemed to be passing so
slowly, that she wondered what she could
do to amuse herself.

‘‘Suddenly it occurred to her that it had
been a long time since she had seen Aunt
Mary—dear Aunt Mary, who always was

~ good to little girls, and never made
them piovwise to she de-
cided &lt she must go at once and make
her a visit,

‘““Now, Aunt m lived about three
miles away, in & village, and Florrie

* had often been there with papa and

mamma, driving there with old Jane, the
family horse, who seemed to enjoy going
to Aunt Mary’s almost as much as Florrie
herself. It was a very pretty road, going
u& hill and through the woods and over
the cunningest little stream, and it al-
ways seemed too short to the little girl,

ess she was in very much of a hurry
to see Aunt Mary.

““The more Florrie thought of going the
more she wished to 60, and she decided
to start at once. Grandma and little
sister were taking a nap, and, of course,
she did not want to disturb them, so she
slipped out, very softly, without waiti
to put on her warm littie coat and E
for it was snowing and, while not eold,rlyet
it was not warm enough for a little girl to
go three miles without a wrap.

“‘She walked very fast, bein;
that grandma woul e and
that one of her little girls was missing.
But noone called her back, and she begn
to walk more slowly, looking at the: big
bare trees and the little nests swinging in
the breeze, watched the u‘\:.ineh a8 &le
jumped and swung and chattered until,
almost before she knew it, she was at

Aunt Mary's.

““And oh, how surprised that dear
auntie was, and how she was to see
little Florrie, until she found that she had

Tun away. ,o,durmo,lhebann
to talk about good little firln—t t
seemed to live somewhere very far away—
and to say things about naughty little
girls that, someway, to live not
so far away. But she took the tired
Florrie in her arms until she was rested,

afraid
d out

much afraid that a certain gran she
B i R
it ing, and tl orrie
must go back at once, for it would soon be
time for papa and mamma to return from
the ctiy.
‘d‘ momin John hitched ux‘z old Betty
an sayi go& to Aunt
they mmdﬂt:. t! Mmhouu thm
ﬁoor, frightened ﬂndmn and lonesome
ittle sister, Oh, how glad they were to
see Florrie safe and well, and grandma
tried to say something about good little
gi.rhwbouvermnny,butnhomwo
ppy to say much.

““But when papa and mamma came
home and were how Florrie had for-

B ndeed. e oot il gi et tht

was not so much fun to run away, for

o
’ ti
What

and did she ﬁ:oher book?” asked Molly,
who loved a k next to her doll, Alice

Imorne.
““T think she was a very, verLbad girl
and she ought never to have her book,
never,” and Polly looked like a very gooJ
little girl, indeed, as she nodded her curly

‘¥ think she earned her book later on,
and it always helped her to remember the
dl?' when she was naughty and ran away.”

1 don’t think I like her one bit,” and
Polly looked at dma for approval.

““What was the little girl's name
grandma?” This from Molly, who did
not entirely agree with Polly as to the
naughtiness.

“‘Her name was—Florrie Stone—and
it is now Florrie Vernon,” and grandma
smiled into the little faces so near her

own,

““Why, it was—it was our own mam-
ma,” and Polly looked very much sur-
prised and grieved.

"Lr‘;()h, ‘iit ﬁvnﬂ n:m?m‘;-tilmg Ibad liu'll:
,” and Molly laughed gleefully at t
thought of her good mamma being
naughty, once on a time, just like other

little girls.

IN CLOVER.

“Oh!” said Jamie, one day, ‘‘I wish
I was a little bird or a bee!”

How mamma laughed! “Why do
you wish that?” she said. ‘‘Do you
want to fly to the top of a tree?”

““No, but 1 was just thinking how
food it would feel to live in clover all the
time,”

It “was i»llune, and Ja.l;mie was i:‘l :l’;e
country. He was enjoyi it, and felt
as if he could not get an:&h of it. All
around him were acres and acres of
clover, and the air was sweet with the
perfume of many blossoms,

Hundreds of and butterflies were
flying here and there uipxin‘f the sweet
white and red blossoms, And Jamie, too,
en&yed drawing the sweet from the little
tubes. But he was always very careful
not to interfere with the flower the bees
had selected.

Every morning Jamie went to the field
and brought a nice basketful of the clover
with the dew on it for Burny Wee, going
again late in the afternoon to get it
fresh for his supper.

Bunnies are very fond of clover, and
ponies, too. Prince was. Jamie said
when he went to the stable and asked
him if he wanted some clover, Prince
just ‘‘sniggered and laughed,” he was

80 hnspx.

And Jamie felt very happy, too, as
Prince cantered off with him on his back
to the clover field,

mx ever find a nicer place, chil-
a big clover field?
Can ﬂnd l place la;
u any sweeter to

Md!: w:d:““ dxdy k &
y the way, did you ever look at elover
leaves after dark?” The two side leaves,
which are its ‘“‘hands,” are folded to-
her, ‘l':li:l: the third leaf turns over and

tl
Some one said, ‘‘The clover was asleep
and had folded its hands to say its prayers,
Clovers usually have three leaves, But
when you find four leaves in a cluster,

it is to bring ‘‘good luck.”
you hear people say ‘‘they are
living in clou;.;l til:;: means they are

v~ § 3= e.mlnlyt “lived in clo
ami s wver,”
all that summer, for he had the most
splendid vacation he had ever had.

mdlhn hn‘htzuu when he bends
he hwm
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