'DROPS

By LIVINGSTON B. MORSE

morning. Connle
to the window, saw
the elm twigs
across the panes, lstenad to ita flerce
the tree-tops, and in spite
ot the faot that the hall clock had Just
chimed seven, she cuddled down in her
sruggy lttle bed for “Just & minute
more"” before jumping out into the cold
room to begin ths day's work.

But even puch an agreeable pastime
us staying In bed on a winter's morn-
Ing may, if there ls work to be dons,
result in unpleasint conssquences, as
Connle was soon to learn, A fow mo-
ments later Mrs, Lyndon, coming In
from the next room, cried in astonlsh-
ment:

"What, daughter, not up yet! Why,
It's & quarter past seven. Jump up at
onee, child, or you will be late for
breakfast and school."

Now, . Connle was possessed of the
sweetest dlsposition {maginable, and
usually she was sunshine itself, Dut
even real sunshine, you know, is some-
timea hidden by the cloids, and this
happened to be one of Connle's cloudy
mornings,

In the firet place, Connle had put on
both stockings before she noticed that
there was a hole in ote of them that
required darning. So off they came,
&nd a new palr had to be put on in thelr
place, That was one cause of delay.
Next she dlscovered that the shirt-
walst which' she had lald out for the
morning Incked two buttons; and then
she remembered that she had Intended
to sew them on the day before, but just
as she had seated ehrzelf with her
work basket, all ready to begln sew-
ing, Willlam had called to her that he
was golng to take tho sled Into the
woods for & last lIoad of cordwood, ns
the snow would not hold much longer,
80 she tossed aside her work basket to
g0 with him; It was late when she re-
turned, and so she had forgotten all
about the buttons,

There was no remedy but to mew
them on at once, and In her hurry she
pricked her finger saverely. That made
her so {rritable that when Rob looked
in at the door to tell her that break-
fast was ready she told him croasly to
go downstalrs and leave her alone, tnat
she would come down when she chose
to do so, At which answer Rol, who
was not used to seo his mister in such
A mood as thls, departed in great sur-
prise. |

When at last she reached the break-
fast roem, twenty mivutes late, the
family were just finishing the meal
Her father bade her good-morning as
wusual; but no comment upon her being
late was made, and Connle sat down
with a very red fuce and tried to eat
Ber oatmeal and milk, but she found
it 18 & diMeult task. Secarcely had she
begun to eat when the Lifrd began to
chirp tnsistently, remfiding her that
ghe had forgotten 10 give him his bath
and breakfast. Up she jumped impa-

remarked In any way upon her il-tem-
per: but as she was leaving the talle
her mother called her to her slde.
“Connle, ¢come here, my dear, and
look at the snowdrops; they have come
up this morning and are awake In tne
bright suushine, the very first flower
of the year, Even the cold and the

do better than take the brave, cheeriul
little snowdrop for her thought through
the day. If she looks at it aright she
will find its influence and example very
heloful,”

Thdat was all her mother sald; bot
Connle understood full well, and as ahe
packed her Uttle bask:t of juncheon

CONNIE KISSED HER ON BOTH CHEEKS

tlzntly to attend to his wants, and here
was another delay. When sha gat
down to the table once more, roal storm
clouds were. brooding over her proity
face. Bhy kinew that rho was oross,
and was ashamed of hersell for feel-
ing wo. Nolther mother nor father had

blustering March wind have no terrars
for them; see hiw bravedy they hold
ip thelr bright lttle faces, fuli of
promise for wll the sweolness and
beauty of the year."” And then ghe
whispered, with her arm about Con-
nie's shoulder: “My Uitle girl cannat

und kissed her mother good-bhye she re-
#olved to follow the kindly ndvice.
Bhe was thinking of the star-faced,
white snowdrops as she'closed tho gate,
and resolving that, lke them, ahe, (00,
would be brave and cheerful; but good
résolations do not at once bear frult—

clever kind of person called &
philosopher, and he was very
#nd when he found out that
Jumbo wan not clever ulso. So he
made up his mind that Jumbo would
have to be a blacksmith. New, Jumbo
was very fond of watching tbe black-
smith blowing his bellows and ham-
mering the red-hot iron till the sparks
flew out; Lul he did not wish to be o
blackumith in the very least, becanse
there was one thing he lked doing
better than anything else In the world,
and that was playing the trumpet. BSo
he always sald that he wogited to be A
band, and he used lo-practice with all
hls might il he could play “Marching
Through Georgla,” all but the iast note.

Now, when Uncle Lion heard him
dolng so well ho promised sixpence (o
bimselt when he could play tho last
sote, So Jumbo practiced harder than
ever. But he [Med playing “Marchlog
Through Georgln"™ »0 much that, when,
b got noar the end, he Was always
In wach o dreadful hurry to atart again
ihat he could never manage Lo play
thut last note

Weil. one day, when he wast't think-
'Ing, ho very noarly did it, and Unele
Liom wita 2o excited ‘about It that he
took his pusly st and went ot to
tell pveryboldy, And whon he turnsd
the co-ner whom shoild he bump Into
Yul Bobuby Dear! Bo he atarted to tell
Wi =hout 1L And he protondod thut
the Turly ataff was (e trompot; and
ln‘l 'DmdlMMln-du" to» show him
Law Jumbo pluyed. It Béfove he gol
| the Wyt aptu soniabouy olee came
wlang, bo he hnd to start ail Gver agalo.
Aod then two mare people came, snd
ne frd to stard once mors. Abd Lien
morh and more petple arvived thl tere
wnd a great’ crowd, and Unale Ll
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wad nover getting noar lluhlt-va,

The Elephant’s Last Note

ing through it sald he would show
them how it ouglit to be done. But hin
deedle was so like o silly sort of o
glggle that everybhody just laughed at
him and began to run AWay.
Lion called after them that they Nad
better just eomo round and hear how
Jumbo dla It

Well, they all went round, and heard
Jumbo pructicing llke anything. But
every time he tried he missed the last
note. They llstencd to him trying five
times, and he wos starting again for
the sixth when Willle and 'Winnle Wolf
begnn to feel very sad about It. And
when they felt Ilke that they just
couldn't help howiing. That, of course,
made Unelo Lion dreadfully angry, snd
e was Just golug to bite aff their
hoads when Duddy Elephant ran out
and enpght up Peter Plg undeér his

8o Uncle

especially when one I8 not in a good
humor and in danger of bLelng late for
school. As she started to crosa the
broad village street, on the farther side
of it she oaught sight of old Mrs
Mellny with her basket full of parcels,
for she had béen out early to do her
morning shopping. Connle hesitated to
cross, for she knew that Mrs, Mellny,
who was & great talker, would be sure
to stop her and ask after her fatner
and mother, and that would mean &
longer delay.

She had just determined to remain on
the lower side of the street where she
wns, when she saw Mrs. Meliny ellp
on & bit of icé and fall to the ground,
while the market basket flew ocut of
her hand and the parcels wers seats
tered far and wide, Connle hesltated.
Eut her hesltation lasted but an in-
stant. How contemptible that would
be! Bhe thought of the snowdrops and
thelr patlent bearing of the cold in or-
der that they might show happy, smil-
Ing faces to the world, and thén she
ran swiftly across the strect, helped
the old lady to her feet, and, having
gathered the scittered bundles, ne-
stored them to the basket,

“l am so sorry that you fell, Mra,
Mellny," she sald; “and I do hope that
you have not hurt yourself. Mra,
Meéllny declared that she was not hurt
in the least. *“Only shook up a bit,"”
and she was profuse in her thanks to
Connle for her helpfulness. Just then
Dr. King came by in nis buggy and
stopped to wsk what was tho mattey.
He offered at once to drive Mrs, Meliny
home, which relleved Connle from fur-
ther responsibllity, and she ran on to
fchool with all possible haste in order
to make up for lost time. Bhe reached
the door just as the bell was ringing,
und, panting from her long run and
with checks ruddy from the exercise In
the fresh morning  wind, she gank
breathless into her seat,

Before very long she heard a whining
volee hehind her: “Oh, dear, 1've loft
my history at home; now I ean't study,
and T shall miss my Jesson ngniln, aund
that will make twice Lhis week; oh,
dear!"

and carcless glrl in the school, always
losing or spolling her books, and Con-
nte was Joth to commit her clean, well-
kept history to the keeping of Hosa's
grimy fingers, She turned her back
resolutely and clésed her eara to the
appenling volce, when suddenly the
thought of the snowdrops came to her
—brave little lowers, coming up In the
cold to give pleasure and promise of
the spring. Turning to Rosa, ehe wils-
pered

“Hosa, it you'll ask Miss Prentice to
let you study with me you may eit
here besido me, And we can both study
from one bhool."

When recess time came the girls
trooped out for ten minutes’ breathing
spell on the breezy playground. But
little Alice Clark, a delicate child, com-
plained that ghe would hiave to stay in
all by herself, as hor mother had for-
hidden her to go out In the cold wind
that day. Connle had been looking for-
ward eagerly to that freshening up In
the clear, tingling air. She had her
hood on, and was tying the strings al-
ready to go out, but at Allce’'a peeviah
complaint sha stopped. The thought
of the snowdrops came to her agaln
and abe paussd. It was not &n easy
thing to do, but she resoclutely iaid
aslde hood and cape.

“Never mind, Allce," she sald chesr-
fully; “I will stay in with you and we
will look at the animal pletures In the
blg geography., Won't that be nilce?™

At noon most of the glrls went home
for luncheon; but Connie, and others
who lived at the far end of the vili-
lage, wers In the hablt of bringing
thelr lJuncheon with them. 'When the
girls took down thelr baskets at the
end of the morning sesslon, Fanny
Prica discovered, to her dismay, that
her basket, which she was gure she
had placed carefully in the corner of
the entry, was overturned and empty.

“Now who can have taken my
luncheon?” she erfed Indignantly. I
call it too horrlbly mean for words!"

f courpa overy girl hastened to deny
& knowledge of the theft. Then Maud
Farrell spoke up:

YOh, T know, Fanny; It must have

It was Rosa Hill, who was mumbling
to herself. She was the most shiftless

Dheen Ned's blg dog. Don't you remems-
ber, we saw hlm scud past the window

witl something in his mouth just aftep
that nolss Gpeurred In the entry; and
you know when Miss Prentice looked
out she found the outside door open?"

Undoubtedly that was the solution.
But however satisfactory It might be
as proof that nons of the girls waa the
culprit, unfortunately It 4id pol Te=
store Fanny's luncheon. .

Well,” mald she dolefully, “to-day
I fagt, I shall pretend that I am &
prisonar deserted in a tower snd nlow=
Iy starving to death, and see how it
feela

The girls all laughed at this, Fanny
looked &0 funny as she stood there
mournfully, with the empty basket up-
nide down In her hands.

None of them had brought & wyery
hearty luncheon and all of them had
good, healthy appetites, which the freah
alr and the mornifg's work had served
to sharpen. Connie lifted the cover of
her own Juncheon basket and peeped
in. The two dellcate tongus sand-
wiches and the square of brown sples
cake—of which she was particularly
fond—looked wvery tempting. But mhe
hesitnted & moment only, thoan she
sald:

“Girls, Tet's all divide our luncheons
with Fanny. We can each of us glve
her momething from our own baskets
without really misasing it. I'll start
with a tongus sandwich,” and ashe
handed 1t to Fanny with a smile,

Fanny demurred at first; but the
others wera equally generous, and in-
slstod on sharing their good things
with her; and they all grew very
merry lnh “feeding thelr prisoner,” as
they called It.

When Connle reached home that aft-
ernoon, her mother was waltilng for
her In the Cosy Room. Hut one glance
at her littla daughter's bright face
told her that the ugly temper had
fled,

“Well, little girl,” she asked, as Con-
nia kissed her on both cheeks, “and
did you remember the Snowdrops to-
day ™

“Yesa, mother, I 414, whispered Con-
nle, with her arms clasped about her
mother's neck. “And, oh, I can't be-

gln to tell you what a help thay wers|™

arm; for Peter had beon Jumplng across
the flower beds. 1%
Ing etpuonl nnd Jumbo, who ut that
moment came to the end of his tune,
senrly Jutnped out of his skin with
fright—and played the last note by
mistinke!

Old Grandpa Rabbit

Gmmm-a nabbit is old and

And the dosr old penthunun aleo hears
A very great deal with bils two . long
ars.

Grandpaps Rabhit I growiog stif,
But he still can run HKe o emcer 1f
A dog oomes Into the gatdsn whete
Ho and his famlily take the air.

e goes out for amrm onee o duy,
And liken (o sos e Young chicks at

 Jet out & pierc- |

He spas 2t 1oL with hls two big eyes, |
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fat Mr, erled

ERED'S ¢
H Joerry o Jaok,
“e'n waddling our way: come,
let's Jump on bis back)"

Hippo,"

And ton sevonds later, to Hippo's sur-

briso,
Two mischiovous monkeys had dropped
trom the skies,
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WHEN THE HIPPO SCORED
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