Ginger Snaps

By €llen Manly .
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- Y. T was a still summer afternoon. The dinner-was _would —fulty_que
e e e oon_The dissw_twis . would megt e .

: house with green shutters that stood on a New nd-gold attire.
England hill. Aunt Deborah had sat down in the i '
-splint-bottomed rocking-chair, with the big Bible in

her lap. - The name Debora m"ﬁ," in chars
nd

m P her eyes one afternoon in the cool, »
mnm She could not, at firsty make out ; Tus gingerbread man and his dear little wife,

where she was, She was sure she was not sewing a - - L .

‘sheet “over over,” for m‘&:‘; Roxa Temple, at * ' In their little brown suits so neat,

O aad. for thers s Untle! Silas ‘snd Rouben, sod _ Stood side by side by the baking-pan,

Reuben to keep off the flies with an Quite out of sorts with the heat.

was mdi,:d ’ ;
lwll-lm sprout—a ork, there not
o hg e s 3 Their smiles were sweet, but their tempers bad,

% - “mim. alslm::dtq overseam up the mid- fiy to be seen; but Reuben had a big, kind heart, and
, OF; u.llt'gir ¢ it, to. “sew up over loved the little prl,lmd wanted an excuse to be mrl And something happened, extremely sad.

and
over and for it seeemd to the little girl an i her. .
3 : % Unele Silas,” said Rebecca, faintly.

" As s0on as she saw Aunt Deborah’s fairly shut, Uncle Silag's heart leaped for joy, for he knew by
Rebecca stole f?ﬁe into emshe tood for her voice that her senses had come , and her wild
at th talk during her illness, of daily tasks-and fairies, had F
ven him an insight into her child-heart, and he felt
that neither he nor Aunt Deborah knew much about
children ut this one in particular. He remembered
that Rebecea’s jer had said to be “ romantic.”
2 " }J?eie Silu."l ii"fluth' faint little voice again, “what  _
o fairies look like! _ v ;

,,IN“H_ saw any. Do you know, Reuben?™ said her Your head is too large, and your feet too small,
uncle.

“No; I can't say I do" And then Reuben got up
with a flushed face, and in sort of a choked voice said
he “guessed it was about time for the milking,” and

went down %o the barn, and stayed until the lump went
out of his throat and the tears out of his éyes.

It was some time¢ before the little girl was entirely
well and strong, and by that time Aunt Deborah had
made up her mind that Rebeeca “had been petted so
much she was sp'iled for work, and they might as well

eddicate her for a teacher.” AT
#This arrangement was faithfully carried out.

To this day Rebecca does not know whether it was '
the illness or thg pile of sheets that made her run away
and seck for fairyland; but now, whenever she belg-ins
to *borrow trouble ” or needlessly look at “life's long
sorrows,” she recalls the time when all turned out so
well, and 'she takes a brighter view of the future,

acter Aunt Deborah certainly was a I.m she
;nh‘old' beé now, and could not buzz around afl the

he I‘i'e.!dnwn comfortably Fn?lt &‘u o that

8 R nap;

look-too “shiftless.” Sh{ had given !mhpnabow: her

i

%4
$E8 ¢

Then the gingerbread woman sobbed so hard
That she cried out one of her eyes,

But he scolded on till he grew quite cracked,
And both of them looked like guys;

When, ashamed of themselves, their anger passed,

And a gingerbread truce was signed at last,

The woman began it, of course,  Said she
“You're the homeliest man in town|

i .
the valley of woods and rocky pastures, and wondered
what was lying beyond the far-off hills. Then she
-/ heaved a weary sigh, and went back to her work. pa
¥  Rebecca sat down on the bottom step of the stairs,
and thought she would sew a piece as long as her r, farewell kick, and
and then see what time it was. The thread knotted,  that rose gradually back of the house,
and her brass thimble was too bigand kept slippinf off. a ure where the cows were, and although she was
It was slow work, and she thought, on the whole, it = a little country 'girl. yet she never could get over her
wauld be best to sew steadily fifteen minutes, as pear terror of these ferocious-looking horned animals.
as she could guess. So she sat down with fresh de- Uncle Silas and Reuben were over in the east meadow,
termination, * Yaying stone .wall. She could hear Reuben calling to
ta look at the clock, only eight the oxen. She waved a parting kiss to them, and ran
and she felt disheartened. Tgcn as fast as she could over the pasture. There was a

And your color is quite too brown;
And if there is anything 1 despise,
"Tis a pair of little, black, beady- eyes!™

When she got u
minutes had pas

“We never will quarrel again!” eried shq: d
“For I'm sure it is most abdurd,
And with dispositions as sweet.as ours
I can't see how it occurred— 2
Why, you know, my dear, when noﬁm;‘ .'..
gO0s wrong i
We are just angelic: the whole day lm!“ .'-’

| A SPOOL SCHOOL
e |

"ITTLE Ludella Smith was a dressmaker’s little
girl. You will think she was very lucky when I
tell you that not only her mama, but her Aunt

ane and her sister Lily May, were dressmakers. ) = ey

ow much fun she must have had making. dolls” _~ The gingerbread man flew into a rage.
m on:t :ﬁ:gﬂ:": .p;;ce;ci’“’.?h. but now comes the Ay “Just look at yourself!” cried he.

From Monday moming to Saturday night, especially o :
Lt ikt mams apd Aunt Jane and sister LU’ S You are much too fat, and your nose is flat,
just sun:‘ “::;d“"d to get ?inim éionc. : Anc[l' it didn't &' And your squint is a sight to sée;
: ; -

g5 & ¥ of gooc gutng oue IRRE Cone, for TheTS WETe " Wiile your dress le shockingly out of style,

always two or three other things that ought to have
done long ago. So mama would cry, and then ‘w4 every one's tired of that same old smile!”

Aunt Jaie would say, “There is no use spoiling your
eyes, Sarah.”
Mama always sent back the “pieces”; but the rule
was, “ Anything, smaller than your hand, Dell!” And

della did wish her hand would grow faster.

et there were mountains of tiny bits, and one bi

boxful Ludella had stored away under her bed—si
and satin, velvet and Bedford cord, ladies’-cloth and
cheviot and camel's-hair, gingham and percale and
satine, chiffon and ribbon and lace. Under the bed was
another box devoted to empty spools. ol

Every winter afternoon, when she came home from
schoal, Ludella would say as she opened the door, “ Any
more spools?  Any more pieces?” Then out would
come lm two boxes, and dressmaker Number Four

would tet to work as seriously as the others, *“I'm delighted to meet such a pairl™ quoth he, And a couple of currants rolling round, )
Did 1 say Ludella had no dolls? What is it she keeps < . :

in box Number Two? + And promptly invited them both to tea With some little brown crumbs, were all ghe ' |

Big spools, little spools! Fat spodls, thin spools!
Spools all waist, and spools with no waist at all! All ' g

A little while later, when Norah came
To carry the dishes away,
The gingerbread people had disappeared
" In gingerbread style, they say,

But never a “ next time " came, alas!
To the queer little people in brown.

That very same hour they were introduced
To the best little boy in town.

“IT WAS ALMOST DAYLIGHT WHEN UNCLE SILAS CAME ACROSS THE LITTLE RUNAWAY."

_ she thought of a new plan. Shé counted the stair-steps;
here were twelve, She divided her work with a great
deal of trouble into twelve lengths and put pins in, and
whenever she sewed up to a pin, she would go.up a
step. ' She began again; but the thread knotted and g!er
thimble slipped off as often as ever, and, worse than all,
her eyes watered 5o she could hardly see.

swamp to cross, and in ltepﬁing from one tussock to
another, she slipped and got her feet wgt. She climbed
the wall and got over into the pine w . How solemn
e\'erythin{ scemed here! The wind moeaned and sighed
through the trees; it almost made hef afraid. She went
farther into the woods, and sat" down on a flat rock to
wait for night to come. She could fnot remember

Rebecca fell to thinking of the great pile of eleven
sheets that lay in the closet for her to seam up. Never,
never, she thought, could she get them fimshed! It
would take her until she was a grown-up woman, and
there would be no time for her to learn anything else.
Rebecea put down her work and went softly out of the
front door to the well behind the house,
the old-fashioned sweep, and drew a pail of cool,
sparkling water: How good it tasted !—for her throat
was parched. Then she sat down on the kitchen step,
and thought if Aunt Deborah would only wake up she
would ask if she might go and see Almira Hackett. But
then she remembered Almira had the measles, and of
course Aunt Deborah wouldn't let her go. Pretty soon
it would be time to take the old tin milk-pan with
three holes in the bottom and go out to the chip-yard
and get chips to make the fire in the fireplace. Next

she must swing out the crane, and fill the tea-kettle and,_

hang it om, and then \&ut on pots of water for the
potatoes and dishes. When that was done she must
set the table for four—Uncle Silas, Aunt .
Reuben, the hired man, and herself. Afterward came
the disl"l-wuhin%. How Rebecea hated to ﬂouch_an{-
thing ‘lmsyl here was no end to dish-washing, It
came three times a day. People had to eat as as
they lived, and maybe she would live to be ninety,

old Miss Betsy Rice, who, Reuben said, would never -

die, but just “dry up and blow away.” Just to think of

living to be so old, and to wash dishes, and to sew every
Nt Life: under such circumstances,

on a sheet.

not to be borne. b
Poor little Rebecca was only doing -what hundreds of

wiser and older people aré dojng all, the time—borrow-
ing trouble. ! :
ust “then 'the butterflies came sailing along and
alighted on the lildc-bush. How nice it would be to be
2 erfly and always wear beautiful golden-brown
wings whi blue spots over them! But maybe it would
. be 'even hicer to be a fairy gay in green und gold; and
© to live in the heart of a wild rose, and dance in the
" moonlight on the moss, as the fairies did in_her book of
fairy-tales that her little friend Almira Hackett had
iven her, It had opened up a new world to her child-
visitin, an:lﬁwhm onl moonlight n , after readi

he let down'

~her best bonnet; for the
bonnet

whether her book said anything about fairies flying
around in the daytime; but still they were sure to be
out moonlight nights, ¥ was growing very dark and
damp, and Rebecca fwished she had wom a shawl—not
her best one, for that would do for some other” little
girl, Bt an old one that she wore when she went out
earlﬁt} the morning to feed the little chickens, soon
as she saw the fairy queen ng she could throw off
the shawl, and then, in her clean calico dress and her
best bonnet, she would look nice enough for admission
into the fairy throng. She wished she was not so very
sleepy. If there was time before-moonrise, she thonﬁht
she would lie down on the rock and take a nap. Finally
she concluded she must sleep a little, so she took off her
bonnet and laid it carefidly down on the stone by her
side—and that was the last that the little girl knew for
several days.

Aunt Deborah woke with a start, and looked at
the clock, She had overslept, and was somewhat out of
humor with herself and the world in general. She went
to the kitchen, expecting to find the fire burning, the tea-
kettle boiling, and the table sct; but all was as it had
been left after dinner. She came back and went into the
entry. There lay the sheet in a little heap, but Rebecca
was not to be found. She thought that the little girl
bad perhaps gone to the meadow to see Uncle Silas,
and. returned to the kitchen to see if Rebecea’s sunbon-
net was there; fun it hung on its. accustomed nail. 'So
Aunt Deborah went wpstairs to see if the child had worn
idea of any oné going any-
never occurred to the old lady's

mys-

B

becea, bu whether to send her to bed

. "u]ilthoul her supper or to choose anather form of pun-

ishment. : |

The “men-folks ™ cami¢ up from the meadow, obedient
to the summons &f the horn. Aunt Deborah told them
Rebecca was not to be found,"and her belief that the

child ¢ould be nowhere at Atmira Hackett's,
. “Now, of -._nJ“im Deborah, “1 shall have

mgm just as I'm ready to spin for

m |M¢~q‘-

nole Silas accepted his wife's idea,

decked out in more colors than the rainbow!

Their dresses are mostly skirt, but all the easier to fit.
And what a variety of skirts! Some hanaim down very
full ;nd limp, ir;'l glther?: ml'ktlﬁﬂ in pla o~ kilt ; son("te
standing straight ont, just like a morning-glory upside
down; LH slﬁm with full train, and b&‘l skirts with
demi-train; skirts with ruffle round the bottom, and
skirts with panel down the side.

“ Here,” said Ludella, gravely—one day T listened,
wiile her sister was trying on niy new gown—" here
cinidren, didn’t you hear the bell? School's begun|
Order! 1 have the Pplenure of in-tro-ducing to you a
new pupilb—Laura Penelope Martindale.”

Here she pulled up a jolly little twist-spool, with a
flaunting pink silk skirt of the upside-down morning-
glory shape, and a blue ri which was bot
sash and necktie. .

She placed Laura Penelope at one end of a row of

Is, saying:
R oull have:to begin at the foot of the class; but it
m:d:tudy hard improve, you'll soon be st the

Then, in a squeaky voice, she made Penelope t
“Don’t you have any boys in this school?" :\nct’ge
answered: “ No; horrid, rough things! We don't allow

Iem‘"

Then began the spelling lessom: “Grace Martha,
spell needle” '

“N-e ne, d-e-1 del, nedel”

“ Next! mmg.

“ N-e we, d-1-¢ dle, nedle”

“Wrong. Next!”

“ N-e-a, pea, d-l-e dle, neadle”

And down - the whole class, till she_came to the

new pupii. .

“ N-double-e wee, d-le dle, needle.”

“That's right, Laura Peneiopc. You may go to the
head. Vow've studied your lesson.” K

“ Penelope’s just come. 1 don't sce when she stidied
it,” T said, to tease the child.

“ She probably paid attention to yvhat the teacher said
in the last school she was in,” she answered, severely;
m{illhmicdtllteothﬁfmlsbokcﬂah;l: ﬁ'l'

was could not to hear . ¥
class mnmmydrmm tted.md-lhsto ;

I offered to save w-ﬁy';pd:.tor Ludella; she
::!edhs‘!:ie would _ra%mr_ ﬁndi:: save \‘:'pt-girl names ;

some trouble in o go around;
and she didn’t wish mbtnmmb’-hm
name, at théy had in common s .




