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boys, then tell me what ﬂ:u think of
it. 5o0,"” continued Mrg uberry, “l1
thought If we were to send the invita-
tlong out this week we could have the
dauce on Eddie’s birthday. Now tell
me+ what you think of it."

*I think,” said Tom:

“Eddie Arst, Tom, ss it's to be hla
dance."

“This is my opinion, then,” said
¥Eddie, “Have the dauce the time you
mentioned, snd we cun ssk Mr Abbe
(their tutor) if he knows mny nice
Toys, a8 we don't know very many
ourselves.”

“A very pgood
their mother.

“Then,” continued Eddie, “we could
have a good tuck in about ten o'clock
and keep the thing going till twelve.”

“Splendid! Bplendid!” eried both
Mre Lanberry and his brother.

“Ypou go on now,” sald Eddie.

Tom did not answer for a Iittle.
He was thinking if he won the prize
be could give FKiddle the set of iMckens
aud Thackeray {(for he knew kidie
wue wanting them as much ns himself.
and he aleo knew that his brother

idea,” interrupted

wauld lend him the books if he want-

ed them.)
- “I think what Eddie said would be
very nice indeed,”” said Tom aloud.

“Well, that is settled,’” said their
mother, gmiling.

“We can both write the invitations,
can’t we, mother?” aaid Eddie “When
can ‘we start?”

*I think you eould to-morrow, as it
is Saturday, and you will be having
no lessons.”

The next day turned out to be a
lovely brigght one, o with Mrs Lan-
berry's permission the boys had din-
ner on the lawn., After dinner they
went into their mother's boudeir to
write the invitations.

“What shall we put?” paid Tom.

*0h,” said their mother, “put ‘Mas-
ters Tom and Eddie Lanberry request
the pleasure of so-and-so’s compuny
oa July 24th. Then at the end, in a
corner of the paper, put ‘Dancing.’”

The next Monduy saw little pink
und blue envetopes Bying all over the
town, The children could hardly
wait for the time to come. At lessons
poor Mr Abbe must have had a lot of
patience to endure what he did with
the boys. He was constantly finding
them. passing notes te one another,
and when he made them give them up,
he wounld always read something con-
nected with the “Dance.” It seemed
to -the boys that that Wednesday
would never come. But at last it
cume round. Mrs LanberTy gave the
boye a holiday, for she knew they
would not do any lessons. 1 forgot to
mention that Monday morning was
the day for Tom to go and see if h-P
had won the prize for the story. Di-
rectly after breakfast he tore down
to the office to see if be had won it.
and sure enough, when he got there.
oun a table wag an envelope addressed
te him, and, as you will see, it was
the precious money. After he had
carried it safely home he teld his
mother all about it, and she was de-
lighted. That afternoon Tom and his
mother went to town to buy Eddie his
presents. And what should he bny
with the money he had won? Dickens’
and Thackeray's works.

Returning to Wednesrday: Directly
EAdie awoke Tom carried the precious
books over to his bed, wighing him
“Very wmany returns of the day.”
Fddie was delighted. He got a great
many presents, but it would take me
too long to tell you about them. The
dance went off splendidly, and all the
children admired the presents verv
much. They did not stop dancing and
playing till nearly twelve o’clock. Rut
what they admired most of all was
Tom's books, got through his unsel-
fishness.

Sylvia and Her Little Pig.

ABOUT A TATTLE GIRL. WHO
ALMOST 'GOT RUN OVER.

Tt was not a real live pig, but a. little
toy one that she loved dearly: and il
Lnd gone to bed so often with her, and
been &0 kissed and hugged, that even
its ears and its tail had gone en-
tirely; but that didn't make the least
aifference to its mistress. .

Wherever Sylvia went the pig went
tro, whether it had an invitation or
not. And it always hnd its place at
tra and dinner, and a yellow wooden
Raticer to eat out. of. i

“Lend us your pig, Sylvia,” the ather
clieldren used to say. “We want to
HMurt a farmyard, and your plggie will
Just do to ge in our empty wtable®

But though Syivia would Iend any-

thing she had to the boys, she hugged
the pig, and began to ery.

“Not my pig!” And she ran aud hid
er face in mother'n dress, and was wo
ubhappy that the buys could not teade
her Any miore,

"let's go and play on
ground, mother dear?” the nursery
purty clumoured one day. “\We want
ta guther grans for the rabbite; and
we will take Sylvia in her cart, because
nurse has & headache.”

“You can go if you promise not to
get into mischief,”

“Oh, father is going down to look
u#% hin battery driving the guns, and
he will look after us, Aund don't be
afraid, mother dear, we won't go near
the horses.”

“Very well; and I will come out by
and by; but you must go with Jane
to look after you. 1 can't let you go
rlone,”

“Jape's no use " the boys began.
But a visitor came to eall on mother,
aml whe had to lenve the schoolroom,
ang didn't wait to hear more. “We
might as well go alone!” the boys
grumbled. *Juane always hns & book,
and never looks nfter you at all,"

But it would be better than not go-
ing. So Jane put on her hat and went
with them. B8he was the housemaid,
and not & favourite with the children;
but they were much too polite to tell
her so,

“Bhe has a book. I can see it in her
peeket,” Claude whispered to Maurice,

“Well, we can’t help that, only we
inuet look mueh sharper after Sylvia,
or she will be getting inte all kinds of
mischief.”

And they meant every wond they
=aid; but a white butterfly started up
from the jgrasa, and they were away
over the parade ground after him,
without & second thought of anything
elae.

“Now, Miss 8Sylvia, you are to stop

the paride-

by me. We will sit here, and then the
LuNIY guUlE Won't goine near to us™

So w shuwl wus sprend under the
shidde of » tree, fur awny from where
the nrtillery guna and horses wers,
sud June played at bouses with Sylvia.
Itut she didn’t care sbout little child-
ren, and Sylvia, who wasn't two yet,
tlidn’t like her. S0 by and by the book
came out, aud Jane wus soon deep in
ita thriling adventures, while Sylvia
#at at her feet with the pig iu her
hand,

How golden the buttercups were aut
there in the sunshine! And how the
pig would love to see them! So up
Sytvin got, and walked slowly towards
the putch of gold. But June was too
deep in her book to see anything.

And when the buttercups were path-
erwd, there were tiny daisies and hut-
terflies beyond, so Sylvia and the pig
strayed far away.

“Left wheel!” shouted the serprant.
Aavdl the guns and the horses galloped
over the grass, turned, and cume bick
again, Amndd then onve more he shout-
ed: “Left wheel!™ And the horses and
the guns camme palloping over the
F1uEs.

xlvin had struyed by this timne into
the middle of the ground, and sat on
the grass. holding up her pig to see
the pretty horses. o

Nearer and nearer toney daghed,
when the sergeant canght sight of r
pink frock and a sun-bonnet just in
front of the flying hoofs. And then
hig voice rang out above the rattle of
the guns:

“Right wheel!™

Ang the termws turned sharp, and
gulloped back again,
Hut Bylvia waa only twenty feet

away when they turned, and the ser-
geant, with a very white face, ran for-
ward and picked her up in his arms,
and teok her back to the now weeping
Jane,
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Piggedy Porker Has a Bad Day.

And father gmlloped up on his horse
il kimsdl her, 214l eatried her off to
the hoose.  Anl the boys never condbl
amd why June left the next
hut they were never tired of look-
ut the gold witeh thut father gnve
the werge.nt, or of hewring how ke
wave:d Sylvia's Hie.

How Hawaiian Boys Earn
Pannies.

The firut thing that a Muwaiian
haby Jearns, after it hus moantersl the
art of wulking. is how to swiu, Just
4x xoon as R Huwaijan bov enn stewdy
himeelf on his fret, he is led into the
the water to paeldle up to his reck.
And just ww woou wx he can tuke o
step, he bs carried hy kin futher into
deep water and is to'd te kick Al
Spliwh until he feeln perfeetly ut home
iu the water.

Ity the tiwe a Haw n boy is three
years old he can swwim “like a fixh,*
s the waxing i, And when he has
reached the wge of ten years, he nol
only swima but dives, also, sl FLo ]
long tistances under wuter,

Little boys, elsewhers, often earn
pennies anrd dimes by dolig tricks or
duancing.  Itnt the Hawaiinn b pick
up their spending meuwey by diving
fur under water to gel the shining
pieces which are thrown aut by vixi-
tors whe love to wiateh the anties of
these little natives when in the water.

Clarne's B 11 Pills are warranted to cure
Gravel, Palun In the back, and all kindred
camplinlets,  Free from Mercury. Esiablikhed
upwards of 3 yoars,  In boxes 4u 6d such, of nil
Canlnm an Pntent Madicina  Vendors
I-'hmu#hout the Warld. Propristoms, The Linceln
and Midland Countics Drug Comipany. Lineolr
Engisnd.

awfully mad about it.

Tnrrel ?”

1. Tiggledy Porker, from the furmyard, had been telling tales to Dr. Lion, and the Juougle hoys were
“I'il pay that young sneak out!” excluimed Jumbo one afternocon. “Come along, yon fel-
lows, and see me have some fun with him.” “\What are you going to do?” jnquired Rhino: “put  him in  the
“Ah! you must eome and see for  vourself replio] the elephant,  And off they all tratted to o street
where they knew they should meet I'iggledy coming home from school.

Y

cs
2. Arrviving at the spot, Jumba pot his barrel in the middls of the pavemnent. Presently voung Porker ap-

reared on the scene.
had onty been havin

“Look here, Perker,”™ said Jumbo, in a friendly tone,
renr hawis 1'11 give you this big bag of toffes."

I do it casily.'

He looked rather friphtened when he saw the ernw,
a little fun, trying to jump inte the barrel without knocking it over. he muked reljeved.
Vit ¥on can jump into the barrel without touching it
Pipprledy™s eyes sparkled with delight,
And, taking a few steps backwards, he run f rward and leapt into the nir.

 nf boya, hut when Jumbo tald him they

h
“Nicht you are,” he m

T It wag a splendid jump?

squeal when he fonnd that there wins no bhottom to the tub!
tnking care to remove the iron ikl in the pavement,

“Heip!

He went right into the tub without teuehing it; but you ghould have heard him
Jumbo had plucet the barrel just over a ooal-cellar,
Save me! Oh, help!™

sereatntd Piggledy: but the

boya roared with langhter nt his sorry plight, and when at last. he managed to scramble out of the hole he waus

&0 block with coal that hia own mother wouldn't have kaown him.

Porker won't tell tales again in a hurry.



