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WHAT SISTERS
i ARE FOR

“Whe are those
children, Maleoln
askel Mr< MeDon
ald. “The [TBN
looked at yem s
rangely.”

“Well he may bk
at me strangely.”
answeresl  Maloolm,
oontemptaonsly : “he
stole my knife.”

“ Dear me, what 2
pity " Evidentls
Mre. Melonald was
not thinking of the
knife, for she turned
and looked after the
boy regretfully.

“He has a g!--l
face.” she said.

“He's a ngue”
exclaimed Maleolm,
spitefully, “and he
lied like anything
about it!”

Nra McDouald
and Maloolm were
going up the steps of
a fine botel, which
was full of summer
boarders, while Gil
Philips and his two
little sisters sevaned
w0 be going nowhere
in particular, and
lookod a gowsd deal
like poople whe had
nowhore to g They
alse were talking «n
the same subject as
the mother and son.

“Was that the

w0 taik so0.”
stole his ole knife.”
asked Bet

¥ 1 borrowed hit.”

fellar " asked Bet, a little fierocly
“ That's him.” answered Gil : “an” of
his mother hadn't abin  alag,

er struck

“Hush, Gil!” said "Liza: “tain’ i
“ How vom goin’ to find it
“ No more “tain’t right for hir }

“ How enm vom hadd o banfe o

Bet said she

1ede

war: n
be tide lea
et

was
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