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she ?" Tho littlo girl iinmodiutcly rcqiu'stcd of

the futhor to toll h(M- what licr brolliri- had Haid,

when tho following opisodo oocunvd:
Falhor: "Oh, it's a sonvt i)ot\vcoii him and

mo, you novor mind."

Littlo daughter rrios pitoously.

Fathor: "My darling, you must not ny so.

Why I thought you wore Iiavinj; such a nice time;
now lot us go right on with our visit."

Littlo daughtor: ••! want to know wliat ho
suid wIuMi ho whisporod to you."

Fathor: " My son, tell hor what you said to
mo."

Tho littlo boy: "Xo, papa, she does not nood
to know what I said."

Fathor: "Yos, my son, you toll her."

The little boy: "No, papa, I don't want to."

Fathor: " My son, you must tell your sister

wliat you said."

Littlo boy: "I said that you thought that you
were mistress around here."

Little daughter greatly increases hor crying.
Father: "My son, tlirow you arms about your

little sister's nock and tell hor you are sorry to
have grieved hor."

Littlo boy: '• I don't want to."

Father: "Yo.s, my dear, you must tell hor you
are sorry. Throw your arms about her neck and
kiss her, right away."
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