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CARLOS AND THE SNOWBALLS. “The boys must have taken :
A TRUE STORY. he sobbed. “It was the nicest one
Once there was a little boy named Carlos, ?,nd ; wrapped._;t- up i my mwt W’
who lived in a hot country where no snow ever s undex:'my pillow. . ] wis Beegie
falls, and where boys never have skates or sleds, tpt‘)‘ther. Sl
and can never make snow-balls. 98, Yo Hid, "h. P ka’ 3
When Carlos was eight years old he came to cotild keep " Bnpw-bz}l[ mthe ‘
Canada to visit some cousins. Summer was over ?ut his - mother sald L
and the leaves were falling, and Carlos had to. .. Wk a.pk, youdon i
wear warmer clothes than he had ever had to Hrigk abont. auee " ytzu S
weke Diline " before. Carlos, dear, don’t

Ho did mot like the cokd windy ‘dabs-of 1 708 ) WEREENEEEEN.

N Ve ' and when mother comes af
ovember, and the dark afternoons. But one can ‘take Hbr Gue Snd ik

Saturday morning when he woke up, the room : iRkl e s
seemed veiy light, and when he ;;ooked out, Per. Tomor.row, well M
there was_ the beautiful  soft white wsoW Iyikg o 0 o =
on the ground. and ‘help oie get some
All day Carlos played in the snow with his o
cousins. He learned to make good hard round
snow-balls, and helped the other boys to make
a snow man. He was so busy and happy that
he did not mind the cold, and as he was a . ek
brave little boy, and good tempered, he only ;:ehoorre;:al .l,
laughed when a snowball hit him. : : eeu‘?.ﬁ'm"f G
When the tea-bell rang the hungry boys were =
quite ready to go in, but when the family sat ' °
down to tea, the mother said, “ Where is Carlos?’ -
“] think he has some secret,” said Jack, whose
room Carlos shared; ‘“he ran up to our room and
shut the door. Here he is, though,” and Carlos
came in, looking very rosy and happy. .
“What are you up to, kid?”" asked one of the ~'% "% 5%
But Carlos only laughed; and every one was =
so hungry and everything tasted so good, that . .. \ibdedt hirhhia
they soon forgot about his secret. o same thing whether we &a
Bed-time soon came, and Jack and Carlos arrived Y1t Buk
went off upstairs, chattering away about how *He - hone.
Carlos was to ‘earn to skate when the lake L d
froze over. e e
Jack’s mother came in to turn' down their an  th
beds, but Carlos ran across the room and “‘bad” may be
snatched his pillow away. Then he gave a might be
sort of howl. ! e
“Where’s my snow-ball?” he cried. “Who -
took my snowball?”’ hoon s el A In
““What snow-ball?"’ enquired his aunt. “Why, just
Carlos, your nightgown is sopping wet! And, te
oh dear, dear, here’s a pool of water under the
pillow. What have you been doing?” =~
Poor little Carlos was crying by this time.
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