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Vil Ehe i not happy, when I
P thought that T had left her
nothing to wish for 1° waa the
gentle reproof of Lady Mil-
cent Brooks, as she fondly stroked the
long hair of her spoilt Little girl.

#“No ; I'm not happy at all,” muttered
Milly, pettishly, drawing back her head
from the gentle caress of her mother.

“Why, you told me, my child, that if
I would allow you to join the pienic
party in Haylands Meadows, you would
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be happy as & queen, Is not your friend
Nora May to be there #”

“Yea; she's to be there,” replied
Milly Brooks, looking more out of hum-
our than before; “and that’s just the
thing that vexes me. Nora is to wear
her new jacket of sky-blus silk over
a flounced scarlet skirt, and I have
nothing to put on but the pray dress
which I stained with the currants on
Sunday. I'd rather not go to the pic-
nic at all, than po in that horrid old
gray !”

Had Lady Milicent been a sensible
mother, she would have fried to laugh
her ally little pgirl out of the folly of
thinking that happiness could possibly
depend on the colour or fashion of a
dress, She might bave reminded Milly
of the verse which showa how absurd it
18 to be vain of what we share with in-
sects and flowers,




