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SECOND THOUGHTS BEST.

"Good-bye, dears. I hope you'il have a
good t.lre this afternoon."1

It was mother who said It. Nobody ever
went away from mother, se .%lhe boys de-
clared, without having a good wiehi as tbey
started.

"But I hiope you won'lt stay le.te. I mean
very late. The daye are 3o long, and 1t's
good to have you corne home."

It was Hetty who said this.
"Poor littie Het,"1 eald Frank, as hie turil-

ed for a farewell emi1le at the two laces at
the window. "lIt'e too bad thie race on'the
ice came just to-day."

"Yes, it la," assented Rob.
"When she's been shut up lu the liouse s0

long, and this la the first day she couid get
out.",

"Yes,"- said Rob again.
"Look here,"1 said Frank, stopping short

after they were out of reach of the eyes In-
aide of the window. "Suppose we give thie
up, and give Retty hier frolie."

"«Pehaw!" exclimed Rob, hait angriiy.
"'Ail the boys are going to ho out, and it'll
be a regular tiptop trne. Give it up just to
take out a lîttie girl!"

Bletty bad had a long ilîness, and was just
able to go out. For several7 days it had been
arranged that on this Saturday afternoon
&lhe was to bo wrapped up and the t7oys were
to take lier on a sled over to the house o!
Uncle Flarry, hialf a mile away.

The littie girl had looked forward to It
with sucli delight as those know who have
spent many weary weeks lu the bouse.

Thon had corne the regatta.

0f course, ail the boys ln the country ar-
ound would expect to be there; and equally,
of course, Betty, being an unsolfish littie
girl, said at once that she woulid remain at
home, so that lier brothers miglit go.

"I1 wouldn't care a bit," went on Frank to
is brother as they walked on; "if B[etty

wasn't eo nico about It. Il ehie cried and
made a fuss, as most girls would, I'd have

just told bier to ehut up. But ehe dldn't."y
Rob remembered, though. the tremble of

tbe lip with whlcb hie littie sister had In-.
sisted that the boys ehould flot glve up
their sport for lier sake. So hoe didn't mako
any reply, except to quieken hie stepe, which
had slowed as Frank hesltated.

"You dou't mean,"1 sald Rob presently,
"«that you would really go back now."1

"I1 will, If you will," sald Frank stopp.ig
short. "I1 don't mean but what I want to
see the regatta awfully, but-"

"lWell, that'e juet my fix,'> said Rob, step-
ping oli with a resolute face. "I want te
see it awfully, and I arn going to see It.
Hurry Up now."1

With one or two swift rurs to vary the
fast walking the mile was soon covered.
They were eariy. It was ecarcely past noon,
yet there were already numbers of people
gathered on the lakos! de.

Whiat a gay scene It was! The Ice boate
stood decked with bright ribbons, w'hich
whirled and danced in the breeze. The ice
was alivo with skaters, fiying this way and
that, while on the bank sleighs and cutters,
ivith merry parties and jingllng belle, drove
Up and down. But notwithstanding ail,
there wae a weight at the heartg o! our
two boys. Bob was by no means Inclined
to be unklnd to hits sîster. Take them as a
family, they were most united ln loving care
and thought for each other. A large sleigh
full o! littie girls drove by. They were Flot-
ty's frionds, and how Bob would have re-
joiced In seoing bier face aniong tbem; but
It was Inside the room in which she had
been a prisoner so long, probably etill look-
Ing from the window from which she had
waved them a farewell.

Thon hefore him arase the day on which
the dear face had tain on a pillow, andi no
one knew whether It would ever be Iifted to
to gladden those who loved it.

Bob skated up to bis brother.
"Say," ho eaid, "do you believe mother'd

let us bring Bletty down bere ? We'd scoot
lier down ln no time at ail."1
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