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LITTLE SUNSHINE.

“We're going skating, Susic Barnesand
I,” said Naunie, as she walked slowly
through the house.  “But I don’t know
as T want to go.”

“Why, Nanuie § On such a heautiful
day !” said her aunt. I thought you
liked to go skating.”

“Yes, so I do,” said Nanpie, “but
mamma says U've got to wear my old
shoes and they're such clumsy ol things
I can’t bear to.”

The whine in her voice became a growl
before she had finished speaking, and
somehow the growl had something to do
with her forshead : for if it was wrinkled
before, it was fairly tied up in a knot now.

Have you ever noticed how, when little
girls or boys get into a bad temper, the
bad temper seems to wo all over them /
The dancing feet move sullenly, the dim-
pled hands are not ready for doing little
loving deeds foranybody.  The light goes
out of the pretty bright eyes and the lips
go down at the coruers, and the dimples.
oh dear ! they surely go up inte the fove-

head, for you have scen how it will be

marked and seamed. 1 never did like
dimples in the forehead, did you.

And the little ripple of a Jaugh is gone.
and what a4 whine and whimper and grow!
have raken its place ! Yes, you ean casily
see that the whole hoy or giv] is wrapped
up in that ugly temper.

“What a pity ! thought aunt Carrie,
as Nannie sulked and fretted. First it
was because of the shoes, but she could
not keep on all the time about one pair of
shoes, so she soon found something clse
to grumble at.

“I wonder why Susie docsn’t come, 1
think it's too bad of her to keep me wait-
fng like this,
half an howr ago,
day is going,

“There’s a hole inone of my mittens,”
wag the next complaint.

“Well, as you are waiting, it will he a
good time to mend it,” raid Aunt Carrie,
*Here is a needle and some yarn.”

“T never did like tomend., "said ¥annie.”

The best part of the

.

CHILDREN'S RECORD.

We aught to have been off

———

“There are a great many things in the
world harder than  mending,”  said
Aunt Carvie. *‘But they have to be done,
and it is so much nicer to do them pleas-
antly. den’t you think so !

“If 1T could have fixed things they
shouldn’t have been hard,” said Nannie.

She  should not, however, refuse to
take the needle and thread which Aunt
Carrie offered her.  But I am afraid that
the darn in her mitten must have looked
like the knot in her forchead.

“I know Susiell be here before it is
done,” she said.

But Susie did not come until the dam
was mended and the needle put away.

“Why have you kept me waiting se
long ¢ asked Nanaie, when at length she
came in.

SO Pmosorey,” said Susie, with a
smile, But mamma wanted me to help a
little with the baby. Doesn’t the sun
shine bright and isn’t it a nice day! I
saw a blue-jay as I came along, and he
twittered just as if he wanted to say,
‘fen’t this & beantiful day for little girls
and birds '"

It would have done you good to look
from Nannie's face to Susie’s.  She had
surely brought ina good share of the
sunshine with her in her bright little face,
and the blue-jay's twitter could not have
been mervier than her voice.

And dimples! Her dimples were all in
place, just where God meant they should
be when He made little faces to be the
dearest and sweetest things in our home.
Blue eyes, cheeks, lips and all went ts
make up thesmile.  You could feel pretty
sure that mannna and baby at Lome had
been left happy after the help of such a
' cheery littie lassic.
| Even Nannie's frowns had been melted
away hefore hov lively chat, and she for-
1 got what a badly used little girl she was

*ilong before they reached the skating

. ground.

t  And then everybody who cune near

i Susie felt the influence of her sunny face

;and her loving. kindly ways.— N, Y. it
HOSS,



