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JFor Girls and Bops,

HOW MABEL LEARNED A LESSON.

BY MARY L. DICKINSON.

“J can't help feeling vexed at myself, mother. I almost knew
Auntie would'nt like it. She's rich and has everything pretty, and
it was very silly of me to stiteh and stiteh, just to send her o pres-
ent.  I've learned a lesson, anyway,” an 1 Mabel dashed away some
angry tears,

“Hush, my child; that lesson of ill-temper is not the one for you
to learn. Just because Auntic wrote to e and did 1ot mention
your gift, you have no right tv thini: her unhind.  She has alnways
been good to you.” .

“Yes, I know it; always sending me clothes and things, just, as
I suppase, she sends them to begaurs or chililren in o mission-school.”

“ Well, Mabel, I am not surprised that 3 ou are disappointud, for
you did deny yourself in order to send that gift—"

“Yes, 1 serimped and saved and wore my old gloves,” inter-
rupted Mabel.

“ And you did work very hard to cmbroider the table-cover,”

“Yes; and now she don't think it’s worth a civil thank you”

“But you did not do it for thanks. I thought you did it to show
vou loved her and apprecinted all her Kinduess tousall. Remember,
brother could never have gone to college but for his aunt”

* Yes, mother, I did do it for love,” said Mabel, slizhtly softened.
“ and often when I worked at it I was very happy . and it was so
pretty, those lovely apple blossoms on the _reen.  But I dont care
—1I don’t care at all. She has taught me a lesson.”

“I zm sure you are all wrong, iy daughter, and very unjust to
vour aunt. X can’t under<tand why she hias taken no notice of your
gift; but I think we shall have to Jeave all that.  We haven't any-
thing to do with the way she reecives it, only with the spiit in
which you gave it.  That was a spirit of love. Don't spoil it all
now by bringing in a spirit of anger and pride.”

Mabel dropped her cyes, already a little ashamed of her out-
break, and turned back to the lesson she had been studying when
her mother came in with the letter from her auntic.  The day was
fine, and her brother Alfred was at home for a short vacation, and
hardly had she fixed her attention again upon her book when his
whistle under the window called her.

* Hallo, sister; we are off to the skating pond, Bob and Tom
and myself. Don't you want to go 7”

“No, Fred, I don't care to go."

“Oh, yes, do come. It will Le fun; the first skating of the
scason.”

Now, if there was any sport in the world that Mizbel loved it
was skating, and above all things, to skate with Wuother Fred. but
her old skates were toosmall, and she remembered with bitterness
that the moncy that would have bought new ones had been put into
the present for her rich and ungmteful aunte But she drove back
the angry tears; she would not have Fred see her ery, and only
shook her head at him.

“Bettar come. No? Well if you won't, just get my gloves out
of the pocket of my overcoatand toss them out of the window.”

Mabel ran across the hall to Alfred’s room, fult in the pocket for
the gloves, and drew forth with them a letter in her aant’s hasd-
writing, and addressed to Frol.  She taok it alony,.

“Fred, Fred; here's a letter from Auntic. You did'nt tell me
you had one.”

“No, I didn't, and I don't want you to read it. It's only forme”

Quick as a flash she threw out the gloves, and the letter too, and
shut the window with a bang,

“Whew I said Alfred, * What's the matter with the girl 17 and
after a whistle or two, to which she did not respond, away he went
to the pomil.

Poor Mabel! Here was another blow!  Aunt Kate could write
to mother and to Fred,lut not 2 word for her. Siic felt likea
martyr, and for some time, I am ashamed to say, she frowndl and
sulked = but by and by better thoughts began to creep in, and she
Legnn tofeel the silent rebuke in her dear mather's troubled Tee.
Dear, patient mother, who took all her poverty so sweetiy . and
father, who went on preaching, Sunlay after Sunday. a gospel of
kindness and love to people who only half paid him, and were far
cnough from being lovable and kind.

By and by, under the intluence of these thoughts, she grew
ashamed of herself, and when onee her mother, passing through the
room, just laid her hand gently on Mabel's hewd, she broke out :

“ Mother, ' just the memnost giel ! and I have got just what |
deserved ! 1 expected to be praised and nude much of, and ve got
instead just what | deserved,” sl she gave her mother 2 huay,

“Well, then, we ought to be satistied, dwding : for usually we
all get so much better than we doserve, So it’s all right, and we are
happy agnin.”

“ 0O, here youare,” broke in Frod, just back from the pond, and
bringing in with him 2 rush of Tieshair. = Run away, won't you,
sister 7 1 want to consuit wother, and its something about Aunt
Rate."

Hereit was agine Everdbody ela’s Annt Kato ad she Lofe
vut . but .Sllll\lchl_\ slie recolliata d s :f..xml .ia;hg L, ;.\Ll.\ . put hia
hands playfully to her cars and ran out of the room.  But before
she raached the door Fred eanghit her.

“Stop, stap, Belle . its o shanie to tease yoa That kiter in sy
pochet enclosad this one for you. only dunt Kate sand to wait to
give it till 1 had had tine to talic with father and mother. She wants
you to come and spend the winter with ber and g0 to school, and
she thought perhaps that meother could nmage thines <o that |
could take you before 1 have to go Tack to college and atay and
have a little visit myself.  And she has sent @ clique for the
journey, and said not to wait to get you ready, for she wound et
all you needed after you came o New York, Sowhat de yun
think of that, little Belle 7 and he gne her a whirl round the
floor. “I think it's the joiliest Kind of a plan,” he added when he
stopped to take breath,  “ But raud your Wttar, Porhaps she Las
clitgred her mind and don't want you, after all,” and b endadd iy
pinchingg her check.

“ My Little Apple Blossom.” —so the letter read - Your lovely
gift—that made me think of the days when 1 was a litthe country
wir], and playing with your deat mother on the grss in the orchard,
gathiering pink and white appleblooms —makes e feel that it s
time 1 had you, when you are young and like the flowers, in my
own mther lonely home. 1 have writtlen my phn to the funily.
See if yon would tike to come and brighten the house for your
Auntie, who values the loving swork of het sister’s eluld mone than
she could the costhiest gift. Try to porsuade your dear mother to
come with veu, and stay till vou are all setled and fedd at home
with your loving Aunt, RaTe Cuavwropn”™

“And was your letter all about this, mannna ¢ asked Mabe,
with happy eves.

* No, dear; it was an invitation to be ready to come and visit
her, if see found she could send fur wme”

* And will yougo ?

*Yes, dear. Do you want to go, too 7’

“Want togo! 12 Well, Ishould think Idid? But O, mother,

mother, haven't 1learned a lasson ™ —Aduercanie Licfurac.

THE DUDE AND THE INDIAX.

1t is casy to decide which of the twn younyg men was the gentle-
man, in the following story from snn exchangre:

“On a Fort Wayne trainappraching Chicazo thon wasa short-
statured, straight-haired, copper -col. el Indian, ging lackh to the
teservation after a trip to the Indian school at Carlisle, Pa. 1le
wore a nice suit of clothes which fittad hiw laddlz, and a paper col-
lar without any necktic.  Iic attended strictiy to his owp business,
and was utmolested until a youny sprize cane ints the smoking car
from the sleeper. * An Indinn, 1 e sail the v chap, as he
lizhted a cigarctte.  And then, approaching tie s of the plaing,
he attracted general attention by shouting with strange gestures:
Ugly, heap big Injunt Omabal Sioux 1 Pawnee ! See preat
father? Have drink firewater?  Wann Injun’s blomd !

“The copper-colored savaze gazed ar the yYoung wan a moment,
with an ill-concealed expression of contempt on bis face, and then
he said, with good pronunciation: * You must have leen nading
some dime novels, sir. 1 am going back to my pnupl in Mantana,
after spending three Years in the East at school. T advise you to
dothe same t ing. Noo T do not drink whi Kex. Where T Tine
yentlemen do ot ety whiskey -flasks in their pockets!

“The cigarette was not smoked out, and, amid a geneml
laugh, a wuch cres fallen joung wan retined to the  sleeping
coach."—2L resbyterian.



