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EVIL FOR EYIL.

‘Way, Willie! what a face! And what is
the matter with that little thuinb that you are
bogging =0 closely

*Naughty, naughty old puss!’ cried Willie,
in a lovd, cross voice—* you need not hide un-
der the sofa, Mrs. Puss; I shall take my pepa’s
long whip, and drive you out. You must be
put into the dark closet, naughty puss!’

£Come bere, Willie,” said his mother. Do
you see thiz curious insect on the window

“Oh! mother! it is a wasp. Are you not
afraid #?

“No. If1 do not burt him, he will not hurt

1
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me.” Just then the wasp, in buzziog about,
happened to come down on Willie’s meck.
¢ Stand perfectly still, my child,” said his moth-
er, ‘and he will pot sting you.?

Willie obeyed, but with & very anxious face.
Presently the litile creature crawled from his
neck to his sleeve, and then buzzed away 1o the
window again. Willie's mother cpened the
window, and brushed him out with her hand-
kerchief.

‘How glad he is to be free again,” she said.
‘He could not find anything to eat on my
Willie’s shoulder.’

‘He is an ugly thing! I am glad be is
gone,” cried Willie. * Why did you net knock
himn down, and step on him, mamma? Becky
always does.’

“Does Becky do right always?®

*I guess not, indeed! But she says she
will not let the wicked wasps come to sting
me,—no, she won't! And so she puts ber
foot on them; but sometiines she takes the
tongs, and pinches them, or puts them into the
&re'l

*And my kind-hearted litle boy does not
like to see ber do i1, T hope.?
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‘No, mother; so I don’t. Baot I thonght it
was right, because—’

‘ Because wasps have stings?’

€ YH'!

‘But you see they do no barm, if you let
them alone.’

* But I might burt one without intendiog to
de it.

“True. Once I took hold of the window
eurtain, s0; od & little wasp that happened to
be on the other side of it, let me know very
quickly that he was there, by & sharp prick on
wy finger. I dropped the curtsin, and down
fell the wasp at my feet. [ did not hort him.
A lJitde winegar soon made my finger well
* Bat, mother! ought you oot to have killed
bim, that be might not sting anybody so again??

¢If the wesp could speak, what would be
say to that?

1 dow’t know. What would bhe?

*Iretty well, too, Mr. Willie Rogers, if
I must be killed lest you should hurt me acei-
dentally.’

¢ Well—I wish there were no wasps io the
world.’
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¢ Pretty well, too, Mr. Willie Rogers; I wish
there were no Beckies, and no Willie Rop-
erses.’

* Very fair, Mr. Wasp!” cried Willie, laugh-
ing, and capering about. ‘Oh, ho! See moth-
er! puss has come out from under the sofa,
and is lying down in the sumshipe. How com-
fortable sbe looks, stretched out on the carpet!
Liook, mother; my thumb bleeds 2 little, still,
where she scratched me. See that litile red
bead!?

* Nanghty, eross old puss!’ said s mother,
frowning and pouting. 'Willie looked up in her
face with a droll smile.

¢ Did I look so, mother? Let me see my
faco in the cover of your work-box. Oh! I
can’t scowl, becavse I am lasghing. I can
help laughing all the time to think how you
looked, making a great lip, so! There—just
so, mother!’

¢ Did you not think it becoming:’

¢Oh, mother—what a funny woman you
are!?

‘¢ But why, Mrs. Puss, should you scraich
a kind little boy like my Willie?”

Puss could not enswer, so Willie spoke for



