:

b

bl -

]

:

_.1‘ vou 11X - _[_Ni_s-‘

b ) — o=

.GRETOHEN'S markes-boll strikes

i PROMISE wwolve wi'l ycn
co>me away ?° And

{ weera

_03 AsligtleGretchen
was \rotdiog home
tn hor sturdy fat

" Jegs, along ibe
#reels of Haarlem,
-sthe came to a fall
‘op and gave a
*Hesle cry of pleas-
ure. er nolsy
dooden ehoss had
sopped $heir alay-
ter before a hile

~old homse whose
apper ssory looked

‘a8 if 1t had gone to
~ deep and was nod-

ding over into the
dreet.  The sight
+has had caught

Yor eye wasa little
pfled white pin-
-snshion a$ the door.
Fou, my dear Litile

(anutk, would uot
¥now what $hat
‘meant, bub Grot-
“ghen knew well
“qnough, aud broke
‘into & ron, thatshe
night get home
" quickly and tell her
another,

'y “Ah, mobher
'dPM’” phe cried,
‘bounding into Ma-
.dame Groagbeck’s
. -8lesn kitchen,
“shere is a unew
Wby a$ Madame
' Van der Brock's—
gitl, because tho
ghion i white
led me go and
the dear litdle
. mother, at

-y

Bsd and milk as & present 40 the mother
ow, Qretchen,” she

B4he now baby.

GRETCHEN'S PROMISE,

Gretchen promi-el

Madame Vander
Brock shcusemight
look old and dingy
on the outside, but
inside it shone liko
a piaco of the sun
The china p'ates
agd buwles fastend '
against she wa.
the p.ctured $os
she Bettlaa ¢hrp-
presses m.u dsan
furnacer ' vRed ae
‘f 'h(‘y h‘lt‘ bee -
.¢c,ored w th enn .
paper erory day

And 10 a hittle
wooden 'z tuait
oganed  the wal’
you would never
know it for a bed:
wng the new baby
anosher doar little
Gretchen Ab, how
fash thes minutes
tlow whiloourQrot
chen played with
the queer pink
velvet finge1s and
toes’ The bell
sttuck twelvo all
too soon, and the
madsame begged her
to stay longer I
will explsin to your
mosher, my chilg,’
she said coaxiogly

“That mighs do,
madamo,” aniwer-
ed the Litile wmar?
resolutely, 1 L had
not promised; but
one must nover
break a promise”

Anl wheu she
was g \ddame

i o1 ook son !
to the pink bsby,
+ Dost heox, QGret-
chen? Thee must

k-knife, she propared a dainty basket of | said gravely, taking she little daoghter's ; grow into jush such a irl— e who cannot
hand, I do nod wan you to stay bud a | break a prcmise™
quarter of an hour. When $he gress |ecrewed up her sh' r$ nose and winked

Puy CGretchen on'y



