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THE MISTAKE.
BY AuicE V. L. CARRICK.

T HEY looked j ust alike, these
grave little dollies that Aunt
Sue had brouglit ahl the way

f romn Japan! And their littie Ameni-
can mothers were very much alike,
too, for they were cousins, almost the
same age, with the same long, liglit
pigtails and the same blue eyes. Peo-
ple Who did flot know them used to
cali themn "the twins," and people who
did know themn used to cali themn "the
cousin-twins,". for they were always
together and very, very fond of one
an 'other. No one had ever known
themn to quarrel; aIl their grown-up
friends> said that they were the easiest
children in the world to manage. 'Just
let themn have each other to play wîth
and tliey'll be perfectly happy," every
one declared.

But one day somnething happened.
No one knew really What it was. lit
ight have been the bot weather's.

fault; it might have been the sweet
lemonade and cakes the'y had for their
tea-party. Anyhow, just in a minute,
Molly jerked O-Mimosa San from lier
grass bed, where she was lyiiig 50
comnfortahly with Miss Almond-Blos-
som, and cried, "I shail neyer, neyer
corne over to play with you again,
Polly Gerouldi So there, now 1"

And instead of "soft-answeriflg"
lier, Polly only said, "WAelI, aIl riglit
for y<ou, Molly Ricliardson! I don't
care !" And tliey promptly turned
away to tlieir own homes.

Ai fr wppe thiev did flot sfleak,

Miss Almond-Blossom. 1 know, be-
cause there was a little flaw in her
silk sash; something you'd neyer see,
but that any one who had ever lived
in japan would notice at once. And
50 you eacb have the other's doil."

Mother was almost as surprised as
Molly, and came to examine the little
sash with its fortunate telîtale flaw.
She had left the little girls to, find
their own way, out of the quarrel, so
that tbey would learn by experience
to be less hasty.

"And now," said Aunt Sue, "you
must comne straiglit over with me and
we'll tell PoIly ail about it. because
she's prohably feeling quite as grieved
as you are."

So they went to Polly's and explain-'
ed, and the week-long quarrel ended,
as aIl little-girl quarrels should, in
laughing.-Youth's ComPanion.

MY UNCLn KNOWS.
I always used when I went to bed,
Riglit under the clothes to bide my

head.
But miy tJncle Joe came back one

day-
Iwas onily three wlien lie went

away-
And lie told me wbat I didn't know
in ail my life, did my Uncle joe.

such a long time, but at last a lady
bought some of her.

When Mary counted the money it
was a great surprise to her to find a
silver coin in between the coppers.

It was a great temptation for her.
How easy it would be to keep it and
say nothing about ît! But Mary was
a good little girl. and although it
was a long way, she went back to
the house.

When she got there she knocked.
and the lady who had hought the fish
opened the door.

"Why,,I have only just bought fish.
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You do flot think we are going to
live on fish. do you, little one ?"

"It isn't that, ma'amn - you have
given me sixpence hy mistake," Mary
an§wered.

"Did I? Weil, 1 neyer !" saîd the
lady. "'You are a good little girl to
hring it back. Would you flot like
to keep it now that you have got it ?"

Mary said, "Thank you very much,
kind lady." And then she went away.
She was so happy. She sold ahl her
fish, and her father was so pleased
when she got home and told hlm of
her adventure.-Tiny Tots.

OUR HOME

By "MOIRA." 1

IXTELL may our ] ove for Canada 'abide,
V' Land of adventure, poetry, romance;

Land where the brave have suffer'd, fought
and died,

Since Cartier raised the fleur-de-lis of France.

Down through the vista of the past we gaze,
Ail shadowy, as in dimn cathedral aisle;

While slowly now. above the seeming haze,
Rise pictured fornis of innocence and zuile.

Pale martyrs to the cause of God and trutli,
Pleading for heaven witli their latest breath;

Stern men of years and fair unclouded youth,
Marchîng alîke to conflict and to death.,

Aye * and these pictured formns are things of life,Thle warriors stand t0 conquer or to die;
And smiling plains, erstwile the scenes of strife,StilI echo wltli the shouts of victory.

And vanished ânes are with us once again,
And voices huslied still thrrill us with tlieir power;

For glory lingers flirougli the daylight wane,
And stars return Io glad the evening hour.,

H-eard ye not liow Great Britain's Union Jack.First waved above thie ancient citadel?
How Wolfe's brave followers drove the Frenchmen

back ?
As snow flakes meit before the ramn, they feIl.


