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Goldilocks "H o n e s t, shan't
rhe?" she ques-

Coan linuedfrom tioned, doubtfully.
Page8 1il11Honest, won't you

let lher?"
"ITonest, shie shan't," coînforted Aunt

Ëernson. "lt's quite yours until tratber
cornes, and Fra sure he'll let yotyfave

Rosa was sulent a very long time.
"Aunt Remson," she said,* tinîidly, "do
you love foks-folks who aren't
pretty T"

sitTm-n,yp murmured Aunt Remson, lier
nouth close to the hot cbeek. "And
folks wvho are pretty and sweet and wlîo
go to bed right away quick when their
aunty says bed-time. Good.night, dear;
Yve got to tuck tie twins in or we'lI
have double croup."

Longî after the othera were asleep
Rosa lay wide-eyed and tried to forget
tlhe homely little face of the mirror and
rernber only the pretty new mother.
Slie did itot cry about it anty more.

"I gùess," she tbought, as shie grew
blessedly drowsv, -1 guess the Lord
nouldn't have been so good to a regular

Spretty girl and sent lier this locket. lie
must jus' know how I needed you." She
kissed the locket. "Course hie couldnt
love nme very lots, fatheir couldn't, after
having you-but I want him to!"

During the rest of Aunt Vance's visit,
and iindeed long after she had happily
tcrminated hier stay, Rosa wvas- quiet
enough to satisfy the most cxaeting
aunt. She moped over lier books or sat
lost in day-dreams. Once, to be sure,
site convuls 4, theni ail with one of lier
old-ti î gîS. She floated to bed
chuckling, lier hed covered with g-rotes-
quely lu!mpy spots, "kids" borrowed froin
Sadie Atwater and laboriously adju..tedl
acerrding- to the profiist directions upoe
a box.

Vie before-breakfast frolie the morn-
iiig- following ivas hilarjous. They were
flot successful curîs tlîat the "kids- liad
produced on Rosa's head. Her fine locks
were lîopelesslv tangled in iînaecustonîied
coýils; they stood out facctiouslv at the
wrong places anîd vre ý%%ickedly'straig-ht
in sections. Aunt Remnsoîî found the girl
and lier cousins in gales of laugjîter.
Without an obliterating shampoo sêhool
%vas out of the question. 0f course it
wvas ail very funiiv, but sornehiow there
ivas a nervous strain in Rosa's laughter.

"I s'pose," she said. soberlv. -with ber
head o%-er the radiator iii a frenzied
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attempt to get properly dried before
scîtool, "I s'pose, Aunty lin, titt if the
Lord hasn't tirne to inake yoni uurly you
can't do it yourself. Probably~ Sad.iee
hair is a weeny bit curly aniylow%%."'yý

After ail these sober .days Ailtit Rein.
son siglîed with relief ontî afternoon
when slîe iteard Rosa's little gurgle Of
.laughter and wvatelied lier raee exeitedly
into the lionse, with the otiiers. The
absurd eaurOe of the childre,î's glee
brougit tear.i of inirth to lier eves.

",The bottle mn is coiiinlg!' shiieked
Billv. "Us four is goiîîg to get iîjler.
ytiis of bottles for him r'

*Two cents for big- ones this yearp"
cried Rosa, with shiniiig eves. '-I knovi
wlîere there's a whole raft of 'eîn!"

ý'Nd a cent for nejurn sizes!" panted
Elsa.

--Teenys a cent Mn two for a cent,

Wlhence caime the mysterjous rumor no
one seeîîîed to know, but the entire
.nieighiborihood. engaged busily in the ah.
sorbing ug rsuit. The Rensoît cljdren'
ransacked the attie, the medicine cheat,
the paiitry shelves, and even the stable.
Tliey pleaded with Jake, the 'stable boy,
te put lus liniments and ojîs into tin
cans; they proèvled belhind tlhe garden
fence, tlîey tramîîped muiles to rurnoresi
dump-hieaps. For two exciting days the
butit raged and tîmet, perfott'e, for lack
of gaine, the bunters gave up the chase.

Coming back the last afternoon froin
a Inuiit tlîath lad yielded only two simal
"gPainkillers" and a cracked fruit jar,
11111v and Rosa added and counted as
they trudged Mlon - a cross-lots path.

"-Gee wlîosh!" said Billy, stopping ab-
ruptly. -1I know a bully place!"'

--N-iîere ?" demanded Rosa.
"M1iss' Thomiîpson's bouse?"
Ro'sa snorted bier disgu-t. "Couldn't

go tiiere," she objected. "Auntv vouldn't
let us.,' Sle'd be awvful 'shained if any-
bodY saw us. .

"Wimnmake ie tircd," grunted
Bîlly, "aIl. knocking lier ail the time.
Protîtise itot to squeal? Honest? Well,
J'ye becit there!"

Hie gloated over Rosa's liorror and
,%vent on, boastfully: "Yep, twice. She
called me iin to fix lier birdhouse up on
lier stoop, and then she let me hear hier
funnygraft, and she let me run it
myseif, too; gee, I think it's a peach.
erîno. 1 dont see why ma's so down on
ftingrafts."

"(I!" gasped Rosa, ini dismnay. 'Tou

Continued on ?age 13
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