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gone all day, and that ehe must be a good it was too bad, wasn’t it?” and grandma
girl and stay with baby sister, and mind looked at the twins soberly.

'Æ KB,' of°any^reiwon X Stt*/ ”° .. . ,S Iv 7hov ,n r U sure to corn? home sheltould not be good, and was very “I think she was a very, very badgirl 
hSro HLk as «he did not wish to have patient while grandma waslied her and and she ought never to live her book.

on t|lc ionK lonely road combed out her curls and put on a clean never,” and Polly looked like a very good
apron Sto played around for awhile, little girl, indeed, as she nodded lier curly

w5,E"25E;B5i£i tt’.5lHderedw,“tlT;7^—lor they <lwly loved P r™. ‘ Suddenly it occurred to her that it had day when «lie wan naughty and ran away.
bou8e: t ™,,ir“ ïir ,1V|"3 where been a long time rince ehe had «en Aunt 1 don't think 1 like her one bit," and
r^i'i ,! l lLiv- ‘tlwL were tire twine- Mary—dear Aunt Mary, who alwaye wae Polly looked at grandma for approval.
Dolly and I », Smith and Mre rood to little girle, and never made “What wae the little girl e name,
could play iy , viaitinrrand them u,undue to Be good—and elle de- grandmaT" Thia from Molly, who did
rot'undng e'ail, other', call, wthout wait- fided that .he muet go at once and make not entirely agree with Polly a. to the 
ing long, for tlie houses were so close Now^Aunt Mary lived about three “Her name
tot»u un» the funnv little dolls miles away, in a small village, and Florrie
. J, Lndma ,Zd To dâv witli-ok * had often been there with papa and
tha P* 1 und t|lpre wvr^ mamma, driving there with old Jane, the own
ever and ever so long ago—amiiinere were . .. . Ç 8eemed to en;oy going “Why, it was—it was our own mam-
!^tileT^,“X »^t d^ to Aunt Mary’, almoet a. much « Ferrie ma," and Polly looked very much eur-

iTptfi a'^LVgh^Kdef P^r;t„u-t„ bad little 
She^aeUw itiitlle brook, Jb «mningei-JoWS11 S£K 1! 

Kykneould wade lor" an tout?Vtty -nLe ehe wae in very much of a hurry J.X»» on a time, ju»t like otl
“^V^'aTwrl'dirmUe'X. ' M ïfSS ^

aartrÆRis rttftt r- Eg «them X^id' no, wantgrô dTefmb them, . .hi -oh," «id Jamie, one day.
,1 , vou nll|l,i not «t your teeth in thorn clipped out, very softly, without waiting j wafl a little bird or a bee!"without biting a whole^lot of them. to put on her warm little coat and hoo<£ How mamma laughed! “ Why do

And now after they had arrived at for it wae snowing and, while not cold, yet you wi,h t liât 7” she «id. Do you
vroml ua'e Mill were trying to decide wliat it was not warm enough for a little girf to ^ant Hy to the top of a freer"
d.v X.iddiLifirèl itTH-mutorain— go three mile, without a wrap, / “No, But 1 wae iuet thinking how
notya liurd ehowrr tliat wimld end in a “She walked verv fast, bdozlfllid it would feel to live in clover aU the
ïïSÆnSÈÏÏ SS re'tkrdejrie wa, mowing. %='.a. Jule, and Jami, wae in the

it really seemed. lor awhile, as if blue eye. But no one called her back, and ehe togan county, He was enjoying it, and felt 
and brown might add their dro|ie to I lie to walk more slowly iook mgat the Jug ns if he could not get enough of lt. All 
r»in «mlv thev were too big to cry, for bare trees and the little nests swinging in ar0und him were acres and acres of S?v“^ six^ years Sd, and ev^one the breese watched tbe sc.mrrels as Vv clover, and tlie air was sweet with the 
lJL tliat people of that age arc too big jumped and swung and chattered until, perfume of many blossoms.

almo8t bef”e 8he knew lt- Bhe wafl at Hundreds of bees and butterflies were
‘ T|,ev did not want to play with tlie Aunt Mary’s. __ flying here and there sipping the sweet

funnv dolls and thev did not want to And °h, how surpnsed that dear White and red blossoms. And Jamie, too,
dres/ up iii the queer old dresses—they auntie was, and tow glad 8b®. wa8,1,0 Z6® enjoyed drawing the sweet from tlie little 
were tired of botli plays. So grandma little Florrie, until she found that she had But he was always very careful
must think of something new for it run »w»y. Thai, oh, d»M;■». ib^n „ot to interfere with the lower the bees 
would never do to let lier little visitors t° about good little girls—tliat had selected.feel thrir visit had been ipaUad. seemed to live somewhere very faraway— Every morning Jamie went to the field

Ho „hc brought out a filale of the very »"d to «y thmga about naughty litUe and brought a nice basketful of the clover 
nicest cakes—tlie kind that wae all Prl* tb»<. someway, «emed to live not wll|, the dew on it for Bumy Wee, going 
wrinkly with raisins-and putting them “> fa.r .»waF- But •**, again late in the afternoon to get it
on Pe tiny table, told tlie twins to help Home in her arma until she was rested, freah ,or |„„ supper,
themrolves Mv wasn’t tliat the nicest then gave lier some cookies and a glass of Bunnies are very fond of clover, and
kind v, In ïnvimiitm ™nd didn't ^inLa milk wduch for some rearon asted so ^ too. Prince was Jamie «id
know i how to treat the company? much better than they did at home. when he went to tlie stable and asked

’wlL they were emutotoT™!» "The" Aunt Mary «id that she was llim „ he wanted mme clover, Prince 
cakes', and trying to decide which ones much afraid that a rortain grandnia she juat "sniggered and laughed," he was

srory' SÆ ^d that Florrie “^Hamie felt verv happy, too, as

“Wliat kind of a story?” asked Polly, must go back at once, lor it would soon be prince cantered off witn him on his back
her mouth full of rake. time for papa and mamma to return from to the clover field

«mkpjTmûfSrtïr“ikTsx ^chd-
tlie aumdous, for she did not like very and after saying good-bve ^ Aunt M^v wU goto timet,!
well to hear about good little girls who they started to the little horn» thatheld Can you find any sweeter place to play

r did anything naughty. poor, frightened grandma and lonesome hide and seek?
andma laugtod ami patting the little sister. Oh, how glad they were to By the way, did you ever look at clover■ïïriî Æ «id, *l’m afraid «« Home »f. and well and grandma ^ a„,r ^rk7 The two ride leaves, 

it is about a little girl who was not very tried to say something about good little which are its “hands,” are folded to- 
«mod—at least one particular time, any- Klrk who never "J away» but ehe waa 100 gether, while the third leaf turns over and 
way “Do you want to hear it?” happy to say much. clasps them.

Both nodded, their eyes shining, for “But when papa and mamma came Some one said, “The clover was asleep 
they did like to listen to grandma. home and were told how Florrie had for- and had folded its hands to say its prayers.

“Well, once on a time, began grand- gotten her promise to be a good girl— Clovers usually liave three leaves. But
ma (for all stories for the twins must al- then, indeed, the poor little girt felt that it when you find four leaves in a cluster,
ways begin in this way), “there was a was not so much fun to run away, for it is said to bring “good luck.”
little girl who lived in a snug little house, the pretty book and the new toys were When you hear people say ‘ * they are
just big enough for liana and mamma not to be hers, for they were meant for living in clover,” that means they are 
and grandma, with this little girl and her only a very good girl, and the only good having a splendid time, 
baby sister who did not take up much girl in that house was little sister, who And Jamie certainly ' ‘ lived in clover, 
room you see. Now, this little girl— could only look at the pictures in the book all that summer, for lie had the most
let’s call lier Hoirie—liked pretty well to and who did not understand the toys at splendid vacation he had ever had.
have tor own way, and never could see all. So the book and the tojrs were put
why mamma always thought she knew away in a deep, dark and high drawer,
best So. one day, mamma told tor that to be kept until some time when a certain 
ehe and pa|» were going to the city to be little girl should be very good. Indeed

WHEN MAMMA RAN AWAY.

was—Florrie Stone—and 
it is now Florrie Vernon,” and grandma 
smiled into the little faces so near her
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Man is at his greatest when he bends 
and worships: he is never so high as when 

his knees.
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