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LITTLE MARY’S ORANGE.

CHAPTER 11I.—ELLEN.

(Concluded.)

WISH all the little readers of THE SuxBrAM
‘cé knew our Ellen. I am sure they would
) love her as much as Mary does. For,
oh, she is very good; most amiunble,
gentle and kind is she to all her companions;
so polite and respectful 1o those who are
older than hersell; s0 exceedingly graceful
and yet so dignified in her deportment,
and then, withal, as modest as the sweet spring
violet. Everybody loves and esteems our dear
Ellen. No wonder, then, that in little Mary's
perplexities about the disposal of her orange,
she had recourse to her, and Ellen listened very
attentively, while Mary, with all gravity, ex-
plained the whole affair.

“ And now, Ellen, what do you say ahout it *”

“ Let me think a moment, and, first, let me
see the orange. Ob, isn’t it & beauty ! Tt really
makes my mouth water.”

“QOh, I don't wonder at that: and so, after
all, Ellen, suppose I just taste it to see il it is
really as good as it looks.”

« Listen, Mary dear. ] am sureif you taste
it, you will tind’it so good you will eat it all up
at once, and then, you know, you will be sick.”

“Yes, I am afraid of that. You remember
how sick my last plum-cake made me; but this
time I'll not eat all the orange myself, but I'll
give a piece to you and all the other gitls.”

“Well, no; that would scarcely be a good
plan, because you would have to divide it into
so many litile morsels, vhat no one would be
able to get more than a mere taste of it.”

“\Why, what shall I do with it, then? Just
lock it up in my box and keep it "

“Qh, no! that would not do, for it would soon
get rotien, or all dried up.”

“ Dear me, Ellen, it is really an awful trouble
to have such a big orange, ain’t it?”

“ Listen, Mary; I have a good idea about jt.
Are you very generous?”’

“Well, I believe so, but I don't exactly know.
What do you want me to do, Bllen ?”

“ Make a lottery with it, and give every girl in
school a chance of winning it for five cents.
There are a hundred girls in school, and that
would make five dollars, and then you would
see how many good works we could do with all
that money.”

At these words poor little Mary’s bright rosy
face assumed a most woful expression, and her
lip quivered as she said, very sadly : *“Oh, Ellen,
you are too perfect. Why—if { had known—I

wouldn’t ask you—I most wish I'd stayed with -

Maggic; she said she knew what was best to do
with my orange.”

“Well, my dear Mary, it is not too Jate yet to
take Maggie's advice.”

“No, 1t wouldn’t do now; for afler we would
eat up all the orange I'd be sorry about the good
works we talked about.”

“Still, you are the ownerof the orange, and
can do as you please with it.”

“Well, I don’t wish to eat it all up, but just
to take a little bite out of one side of it, to sce
how it tastes.”

“ Do s0, il you wish; but in that case the lot-
tery would be spoiled, for no one would take a
chance on a bitien orange: so that would put
an end tv our good works.”

“What a pity! Obh, my poor orange, I sup-
pose I must give you up. I might have eaten
you all by myself, and now somebody else will
eat you, and 1 won’t even know how you tasted;
and one girl will get you for five cents, and 1
know you cost lifteen cents; for mother said so.
Still I den’t care for that, only I’d just like to
taste it, Ellen,” said little Mary, as she held up
the orange to Ellen with both her dimpled
hands. ‘ . i

“Yes, but, Mary dear, remember you are not
obliged to make this sacrifice; you merely asked
me my advice and I gave it to you. You are
not obliged to do as [ suy; | merely spoke to
you as [ would have spoken to myself.”

Gratified and flattered at being compared to
little Ellen, little Mary exclaimed: “ Don’t say
anything more, Ellen. I am determined to be
generous; so tuke my orauge. Buu hwde it
quick, so I cannot see it any more; and Jet vs
hurry and make the tickets for the lottery. But
what will we do with the money? You haven’t
told me that yet.?”

“Well, I hardly know mysgelf. We'll bave to
think about it;—for you know there are 8o
many sorts of goud works. But let us begin at
the beginning.” Now, the beginning is to have
our five dollars—in place of an oringe, which
we could easily eat up in five minutes.”

Just as Mary was on the point of replying, the
bell announced the elose of the recrestion. ~ Be-
fore the next afternoon play-time, the iickets
were all prepared, and placed in a beautiful little
rose-colonred bag which Ellen’s mother had
given to her.  Aund the preceeds of the lottery
had been decided upon by the two little friends.
Alter the first half hour had been devoted to
running, swinging, or playing, as the rule pre-
seribed, the lictle ~* Juniors” were all invited to
take their seats in the arbor, as Kllen had some-
thing most important to tell them. You may
rendily imngine that there were o thousand
gnesses as Lo what this something was.

“Oh, I know—J know!” ericd Maggie; “we
are going to have reereation in honor of Ellen.”

#No, no,” replied another; * for if that was
the case she wonldn’t be the person to tell us,”
C“Maybe Mary has got n hox of good things
h'og\ home, and is going Lo divide it amongst
us.

“Oh, T know the*great news,” said another.
“Listen, listen: Maggic is going Lo get the
Crown of Honor!”

This last announcement was received with
merry peals of laughter, and Ellen, whose kind
heart was pained at the embarrassment of her
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giddy little playmate, cried out: “ Come, come
quick, and I’ll explain it all in two minutes.”

Immediately the whole gronp surrounded her,
all in profound silence, except a few noisy birds,
who had built their nests around the arbor, and
did not seem to care, nor to know what Ellen
was talking about.

“ Now,” said Ellen, “ I am going to propose to
you, in little Mary’s name, a charming project.
She has received a beautiful orange from her
mother. It is the largest orange any of you
ever saw, I am sure; and to prove it I am going
to show it to you. Shut your eyes, Mary.”

Here Ellen held up the orange, which excited
a cry of admiration; and as Mary peeped at it
through her dimpled fingers, just a little sigh of
regret rose in her hegrt at the thought of losing
it forever.

“Who wants it? Al of you, I am sure.
Well, you all have a ¢hance of gaining it for
five cents. Mary is going to have a lottery on
it; and 1if you all tuke a ticket, one of you will
geb the orange, and we will have five dollars,
with whicii we are going to buy something for
old Granny Moore and httle Kitty. It will be n.
nice Christmas present for them. Five dollurs
will give theni more pleasure than five bundred

would give us; and I ant sure the Blessed Virgin
will be satistied with us all. . And when she sees
us helping the poor by depriving omselves of
some little trille, she will obtain many blessings
for us frem our dear Lerd and Saviour. Such
blessings are worth all the gold and silver in the
world. ~ Ah, if T had some of the money that
peaple think 'so much of, I would give it all to
the Blessed Virgin; and [ am sure she would
suy Lo me: Go and give it to the poor, and [
will give you something hetter.” .
Bllen’s words had an electrical ellect upon
her playmatas.  In a few minutes )l the tickets
were sold, and little Mary's heart beat with de-
light as she held her one hundred five cent
prieces Lightly clasped in her apron. The lot-
tery was postponed until the next day; for now
all hearts were so happy at the thonght of
taking all this money to poor old Granny Moore
ank litdle Kiuty that the orange was of secondary
importance. ‘

CHAPTER IV, —RANNY MOORE,

Poor old Granny Moore was sixty-five vears
old. Her hair was very gray, and ler face was
very wrinkied, and she was bent nearly double,
yet still she tried t6 go out every week to don
day's washing, in order to gain a support for
harsell and her little grandehild, Kitty. While
Kitty’s mother lived, they got nlong pretty
comfortably, but she grew sick and died, and
then the poor old grandmother had to try to
support herself and little Kitty. When she
wenb Lo the neighbors, to wash or to help in the
kitchen, she used to take Kitty along with her,
and the little girl would sit very quietly by the

rash-tub, and wish she were big enough to help
her poor old grandmother.

And now we must follow Elien and Mary on
their exrand of mercy. They got permission to
o out in the city with Sister Agnes, and see old
Mrs. Moore and little Kitty. When they
renched the house, they found the door shut,
but not locked. 1PPushing it open, they entered
and found everything poor and cheerless look-
ing; nolive, and no wood to make one. They
Jooked in the cupboard, but there was no bread
in it, nor anything eise Lo ent.

Four hours later, by the help of a drayman,
they had all the following good things brought
to the house: A nice loaf of bread, some butier,
and tea and sugar. a baskel of potaloes, and
some cheese, and some parsnips and cabbage.
Lllen swept up the floor very clean, and Sister
Agunes contributed her mite to the good work
by sending the drayman for a load of wood.

Ellen had not forgotten Lo briug her own little
statue of the Blessed Virgin, and when the
drayman returned with the wood, he got a
board, which he nailed against the wall; this
Ellen covered with a piece ol white muslin, and
on it the dear statue was placed.

Then Sister Agnes held little Mary up, that
ghe might place a little blue purse, contnining
three bright silver doltars, which were left alter
buying the provisions. In the meantime the
drayman had brought in some wood and kindled
up u bright fire. Never did little Mary fecl s0
happy as when she looked round and saw all
that bad come from her big orange. *Ob,
Ellen,” she said, “ [ am surc Grauny Moore and
little Kitty will think the angels have been here
while they were gone, and now let us hurry out,
s0 they won’t know who it was who fixed things
g0 nice.”  And each of these two sweet children,
holding Sister Agnes hy the hand, burried out,
softly closing the door bebind them. Sister
Agnes kept their secret, but in all the big city
of P——, the four happiest hearts that night
were Granny Moore, litlle Kitty, Lllen, and
little Mary.

ALl P e

Little Alice’s grandfather is almost a cen-
tenarian. One of her companions one duy asked,
“How old is your grandpa?” * Hush,” said
she; “don’t spenk so loud. I believe God has
forgotten him.”

Teacher with reading clnss—Boy (reading) :
“And as sh. sailed down the river——"
Teacher: “ Why are ships culled she?” Boy
(precociously alive to the respousibilicies of the
sex): “Becuuse they need men to manage
them.” i :

Boy (with basket)—* Please, mum, give me
some dinner for my poor, sick father?”

Kind Lady—* Look hcre, I've been giving
you dinner for your sick father for two weeks;
and I saw him yesterday in the street, and he is
no more sick than [ am.”

Boy—" Yes, mum, he isn’t sick any more, but
he ents just the same as ever.”

)




