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      the arbour? and I will tell you a nice 

    

story, all about dollies and their mam- 

WF mas; but you must leave that cross 

face behind you, somewhere.’ 

‘Cross face, indeed! don’t you know I 

feel very cross indeed? for I don’t want to 

talk to any one, nor to listen to stories; I hate 

hearing about dollies, or their mammas, or any- 

thing.’ 

‘Hush, hush, my dear, you really must not 

talk like this; but come down and be a good



8 LITTLE MISS CROSSPATCH. 

girl, and I'll forgive you. I have already for- 

given your brother,’ 

Now Sissie’s brother was two years older 

than herself; his name was Bertie. A very deli- 

cate, sensitive child, rather older than his years, 

he loved his sister and auntie very dearly. Poor 

boy, he had no mother to love ; she died at Sis- 

sie’s birth, leaving her two little babes with their 

father and Aunt Sally. Mr. Strange had spent 

only three happy years of married life. His 

blooming young wife had been the light of his 

life; and now she was gone Aunt Sally had 

offered her willing services at once to her be- 

reaved brother, who willingly accepted them. 

Sidney Strange was a man born for business ; 

he could not rest out of his office long together. 

His one great trouble was the visible progress 

of consumption in hissonand heir. Fortunately 

he did not know of the dreadful temper gaining 

ground in his little daughter. He saw the great 

advantage of having his sister Sally to live with 

him instead of a stranger ; ‘for, he said, ‘I can 

go to my work and know my dear children are
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left under the care of an aunt who loves them 

as her own.’ 

Aunt Sally was one of those pleasant-look- 

ing people one sometimes meets with. Shewas 

never without her smile, which became her some- 

what troubled face, and seemed to make it 

almost beautiful in spite of her forty years. At 

the Sunday-school the children were always 

pleased when they could do any little service 

for Miss Strange; they loved her as their 

teacher, and indeed she would sometimes spend 

an hour with them at their day-school. Gene- 

rally she gave them a lesson on Bible History, 

which they got through easily, just because they 

loved their teacher. If they chanced to see her 

out walking with her two pupils, they would run 

to carry anything, or to open gates, and would 

chat to her as freely as though they had known 

her all their lives. She had been three years at 

Oaklands, and during that time had gained the 

esteem of all the village children, as well as of 

their parents. 

We left Sissie sitting on a bough of an old
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apple tree, in her sulks, on account of being kept 

five minutes in the schoolroom. She refused to 

play with her brother, or work in her little gar- 

den, or do anything except sulk. 

What a painful thing it is to see little girls or 

boys in bad tempers. It was painful to Aunt 

Sally to see her little niece growing up into a 

woman with such an evil companion. She tried 

to coax her down from her perch; but Sissie, 

who was really in a bad temper, would not please 

any one. She had a little business up in the 

tree: what do you think it was? She had cer- 

tainly something in her hat, and every now and 

again she smiled down at Aunt Sally, who was 

wondering what that smile meant. 

Sissie was a very little girl, with rosy cheeks 

and blue eyes. She liked to sit in her little perch 

in the apple tree. There was just a nice little 

seat ; and she looked like a bunch of apple blos- 

som, with her pink frock and white pinafore, and 

her fair hair floating in the breeze ; her tiny face 

was almost like a rosy apple, but it had a few 

puckers, which made Bertie afraid to ask many 

questions.
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‘Do come down, Sissic, and have a nice game 

on the lawn ; I will let you be first each time, if 

you will? 

‘Do not keep bothering me, Bertie ; I tell 

you IT am not coming down for a long time. I 

do not like you one bit ; you are a—’ 

‘Hush, hush, Sissie, or I must call you a 

naughty girl. I will not allow you to talk to 

your brother as you do. Bertie, come and mect 

Daddy ; we will leave Sissie behind, if she does 

not come down very quickly,’ says Aunt Sally. 

‘Auntie, Auntie, come and lift me down, I 

want to speak to you, it is a secret; Bertie must 

go away.’ 

But Bertie-had gone, gone slowly down the 

drive to meet his father, and the tears were 

rising to his eyes, as he turned from his disagree- 

able sister. 

‘What is it you want to tell me, Sissie? Come 

down first, and then I will listen’ 

‘No, no, Auntie, I am going to tell it, sitting 

here ; but please pick up my hat.’ 

Aunt Sally obeys, and, picking up the
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crumpled hat, she tries to pull it out to its pro- 
per shape, when out of it pop five or six little 
grey mice. Poor Auntie shouts and runs about: 
the poor little mice are frightened almost out of 
their lives ; they run up Auntie’s legs, and down 
again, and over her boots, while she is so fright- 

ened that she nearly goes off in hysterics. Poor 
Auntie! she does not dislike the innocent little 
animals, but Sissie had heard her say how 
fr-ghtened she was of mice, so ‘her little lady- 
ship’ had captured those baby mice, while their 
mother was gone to find some dinner for them. 
Poor little mother mouse, when she went home 
and found her little babies all gone, how sad 
she would be! Why did that young lady rob 
her of her treasures, just for one minute’s plea- 
sure ? 

Sissie did laugh while Aunt Sally was run- 
ning about; she did not care about the poor 
little mice having such a bump, not she, nor did 
she care either for the sad trouble she had 
brought upon poor Mrs. Mouse. 

Auntic sees that coaxing will not bring Sis-
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sie down from her perch, so she tries what she 

can do by climbing to reach her. Sissie laughs 

heartily as she watches Aunt Sally cauticusly 

wending her way toward where she is sitting ; 

but Auntie is not one of those sprightly ladies 

we sometimes see ; she is rather fat, and being a 

little bit nervous, she is of course slow in motion. 

Presently she gets almost close enough to reach 

Sissie, while that young lady quickly mounts a 

little bit higher. Poor Auntie has to give up 

the hope of reaching her, so she looks down on 

the ground, and is terrified to see how far she is 

above it. 

‘However shall I get back? O, Sissie, I am 

sure to tumble. Bertie, Bertie, she shouts with 

all her might, ‘do come and help me down.’ 

He comes panting up to where Auntie is 

clutching a bough of the tree ; he places her foot 

and persuades her to give a jump. Down goes 

Auntie on the green turf; Bertie is helping her 

up ina moment ; she is only a little bit shaken, 

But Sissie—do you know what she is doing? 

She is actually laughing at poor Auntie, laugh-
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ing quietly to herself. What a naughty girl! 

and, to make matters worse, she announces to 

Auntie that she is about to jump. Standing 

quite erect, she counts ‘One to start, two to 

stay, three to make ready, and four away.’ 

Aunt Sally, who is not quite recovered from her 

last shock, and knows what a venturous child 

Sissie is, rushes to the place where her naughty 

little niece, pleased to see Auntie with that scared 

face, is standing in the attitude of some one just 

about to give a jump. Poor Aunt Sally begs 

her not to jump; but Sissie is enjoying her 

Auntie’s coaxing and scolding and threatening, 

all in succession. 

‘T will not jump, if you will not tell Bertie 

what I have done to his garden. I believe he 

really will be cross with me, when he finds I did 

it. I shall not say whether I did it, though. 
Now, Auntie, I only made Bertie a few mud 

pies.’ 

‘But, my dear, how did you gét the water?’ 

‘O, I carried lots of it from the pool. Some 
I carried in my pinafore—not this one, though ;
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Sarah is going to dry it again—and some in ink- 

pots and my dollie’s silver mug, but I think 

Bertic’s watering-can must have tumbled in some 

day, for I saw it tumbling down close by the 

pool, when I was using it; but I am sure you 

will say the mud pies are splendid, because my 

flour was so very good.’ 

Now do you not think that Sissie Strange 

was a very mischievous child? She did not 

care how much she grieved her brother ; she de- 

lighted to see him vexed ; but she did not know 

how much he prized his little garden, which he 

always kept so neat, so different to his sister's. 

She had little rocks built in hers, and flowers 

stuck between the stones; but Bertie had real 

flowers growing out of his garden. 

Sissie is now walking gaily by the side of 

Aunt Sally ; she is still boasting of her wonder- 

ful pies; they are almost in sight of the garden. 

‘Come now, Auntie, or Bertie will see us. 

If he comes, I shall run away, because I’ve lost 

his watering-can ; but if father comes, O—’ 

‘Why, dear me, Sissie, do you mean to say
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you have done this? Surely it cannot be you. 

What wd¢// Bertie say? Why did you do it, 

Sissie? Sec, it is like a pool, poor Bertic’s 

garden.’ 

‘But, Auntie dear, broke in the child, ‘Bertie 

really does like good pies, I am quite sure he 

does ; he will be so pleased when he sees them. 

See, they are well moulded, quite like Mary’s 

loaves. J think they are a good bit prettier, 

don’t you, Auntie ?’ 

But Auntie does not answer ; she is gazing 

on the picture before her. It is indeed an ugly 

one; the little garden looks as though it had 

been watered rather liberally for once; anyhow 

it has served Sissie for a pool to float paper boats 

on. That young lady did not tell Auntie that 

she had coaxed Thomas, the gardener, to carry 

her two big cans of water, and had made him 

believe she was only going to play at boating. 

There are a few tightly rolled lumps of soil, of dif- 

ferent sizes and shapes ; these are the wonder- 

ful pies. Sissie is about to pick one up in her 

hands to show Auntie their excellent quality,
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when epproaching footsteps make that young 

lady look eagerly round about her. 

But who are coming hand in hand towards 

them? They are Mr. Strange and Bertie. 

Poor Sissie, she does not know what to do in 

her confusion, but she disengages her hand from 

Aunt Sally’s, and, running towards her father, 

she is transformed into a smiling little damsel, 

looking as though she never wore a cross face. 

‘Well my Sissie, daddy is come back; but 

you promised to come and meet me, my dear. 

Have you been too busy, eh? Your brother 

has brought me to see his garden; would my 

little daughter like her daddy to see hers too?’ 

*O no, thank you, father, mine is no garden 

at all; but Bertie’s is not very nice, I think.’ 

With these words Sissie runs off in the direction 

of her Auntie. 

Bertie is indeed delighted to take his father 

to his garden; it is seldom Mr. Strange has time 

to see his children’s different sources of amuse- 

ment. He walks on with Bertie, listening in- 

tently to the little fellow’s sensible talk on garden 

ae
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work. | Bertie, who is a favourite of Thomas’s, 

has stood and watched him at his work, chatting 

about all sorts of things, while Thomas would 

show him how to plant different things, and how 

to attend to them while they were growing. 

Not like Sissie; she would plant something 

in her garden one day, and on the morrow she 

would dig it up to look at it. She would go on 

like this for a day or two, until at last her 

patience had all gone. Then she would pull the 

plant out of the soil and take it back to Thomas, 

scolding and crying, and indeed sometimes 

throwing it right at him. After these out- 

bursts Thomas would not listen to Sissie’s 

pleadings for something that would grow quick 

‘Poor Sissie!’ the least thing that went wrong 

with her would cause sometimes an hour’s sulk, 

and she would put on her cross face—it was, 

indeed, very cross-looking—that frightened her 

brother away. 

Bertie and his father at length reach the 

garden. What a sight to meet Bertie’s eyes; 

he stares around him, thinking he has come by
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the wrong path; but no, it is really his garden, 

or the place where it used to be. Poor Bertie, 

he stares up in his father’s face, tears filling his 

eyes. 

‘My boy, how is this? You do not know 

anything about it, do you, dear? Now I wonder 

what or who has done it’ 

‘T expect it is Sissie, but perhaps she—she—’ 

but Bertie bursts out in tears. What a cruel 

little sister he has, to be sure! 

‘Where is Sissie? do you know, Bertie? 

I want to speak to her.’ 

‘Oh, father, please don’t scold Sissie; she 

must have made a mistake. I am sure I don’t 

know who else could have done it, though, 

but please, father, don’t tell Sissie anything 

about it. I will work in it to-morrow, and 

perhaps it will be nearly dry by then.’ 

‘You are a dear, forgiving little boy, Bertie ; 

but even if you have forgiven your sister, I have 

not ; I must talk it over with her, if only for her 

own good. O no, I will not be vey cross with 

her, my boy; but you must cease crying in the 

B 2
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first place, before we can come to any under- 

standing whatever. Now we will go in search 

of Sissie;’ and Mr. Strange and Bertie walk 

hand in hand round the garden, calling first 

‘Sissie’ and then ‘Auntie’ at the top of their 

voices. 

Presently they see Auntie Sally and ‘TJ.ittle 

Miss Mischief’ sauntering lazily down the 

meadow; they are quite too far off to hear 

either Mr. Strange or Bertie calling them; so 

father and son walk slowly up to the house, to 

wait until the ladies shall have time to return. 

Bertie and his father are seated comfortably 

in the dining-room; they are watching Auntie 

and Sissie drawing quietly near the house. 

‘Don’t go in yet, Auntie, I don’t want to ; do 

let us go back to the stile. I will help you up 

the bank, Auntie ; do come.’ 

This is what Bertie can hear; he has his 

head turned towards the window, and listens 

anxiously for Aunt Sally’s response. 

‘No indeed, Sissie; I am too tired already, 

and if I had to climb the bank again, why, yout
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poor old aunt would be quite broken-windcd ; 

she would have to puff and blow like a steam- 

engine. 

At this Sissie tries to laugh; she can see it is 

useless to try to persuade her Auntie to stay out 

longer. So they enter the house together, Sissic 

looking rather thoughtful ; they walk into the 

dining-room, quite unconscious of its occupants. 

‘Well, Sally, you have had a nice stroll; I 

have been watching you for some minutes. You 

will be pleased to hear I am going to stay at 

home this afternoon, ch, Sally?’ 

‘Now, are you indeed, Sydney? I can 

hardly believe you. Shall we go for a drive, if 

you are not too tired, Sydney ?? 

“Yes, Sally, we will if you like. Would my 

little boy like to go with daddy and Auntie?’ 

Bertie looked at Sissie ; she was looking at him ; 

of course he had to drop his eyes ; poor Bertic 

saw at that one glance that his sister was pad oud 

about something. 

‘No, thank you, father, not unless— 

‘What, my boy, would you rather stay at 
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home instead of coming out with your aunt and 

me?’ 

‘Yes, father, unless you will take Sissie too.’ 

‘ As to taking Sissie, I think if we left her at 

home to work in the garden—for I think she 

enjoyed it this morning—it would be just what 

she deserves. Would it not, Sissie?’ 

But Sissie would not answer her father: she 

could only hang her head down in shame; but 

she could not be silent for long. She thought to 

herself, ‘Now they are going for a nice drive 

this afternoon, and I want to go too; what had 

I better say to father? I want to go—and I 

will go too,’ she bellows out, quite forgetting her 

father’s presence. Sissie was now in a really 

annoying temper, as any one might have seen 

by her face. 

“IT do almost hate Bertie, I do. He called 

me Crosspatch this morning, and that made me 

really very cross indeed—then he said I hada 

very puckered face, and that it was not one bit 

  pretty—I am sure he meant all the time to say 

it was ugly—and ever so many more horrid
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things he said to me; and so I did his garden 

up for him a bit. But perhaps I didn’t put that 

pool on it, though; I think I forgot to finish 

that, but I will do it if Bertie calls me Cross- 

patch once more.’ 

‘Now, now, my little girl, you are running on 

too fast, broke in Mr. Strange ; ‘we must have 

a proper understanding about this ;’ and taking 

one in each hand, he led them to the arbour, 

where he seated them on his knees, to have the 

proper understanding. 

‘ Sissie, you say Bertie teased you, and called’ 

you Crossy.’ 

‘No, no, not that name, father ; it’s “ Cross- 

patch” he calls me, and teases me ever such a 

lot when he says my face is all in puckers anda 

good bit ugly. That’s just what he says; only I 

do really get rather cross. 1 am sure Sybil Dean 

would not always be so very happy if she had a 

Bertie to tease her, and call her horrid names 

like Ihave. But I will go with you and Auntie 

for a drive this afternoon, I know I will; so 

there now, father,
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‘Don’t make too sure, my dear; your father 

wishes to have an understanding between Bertie 

and you, so please don’t interrupt him again, 

Sissie ; but first of all we will call Aunt Sally, 

Presently Mr. Strange starts afresh on the 

garden topic, making signs to his little girl to 

keep silent. It is a very hard task for Sissie ; 

however, she manages to keep her little tongue 

still, but her feet every now and again are 

giving an impatient stamp ; sometimes her head 

is bent low, which tells her father more plainly 

than words that she is the guilty little party. 

He goes on to say that a little boy whom he 

knew very well had a nice little garden, as had 

also this little boy’s sister. ‘Now the little 

boy, being the eldest, kept his garden very 

neat, and would frequently offer to assist his 

sister. But she would never accept his kind 

offers—at least I have been told so, and I 

expect it is quite true. Well, one day this very 

little boy found his garden in a most untidy 

state: he could not find out who had done the 

mischief, for no animals were allowed to enter
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the garden. Now who could it have been? I 

am afraid I can guess; and the little boy too, 

poor little lad, how very grieved he must have 

been when he found his beautiful flowers all up- 

rooted and his plants spoilt, and his garden made 

almost like the rush pool down in our orchard. 

Now, Sissie, you may speak ; you have kept very 

quiet. Your turn shall come next, Bertie’ 

But neither of them spoke, so Mr. Strange 

continued : 

‘I should indeed be very vexed if I thought 

a little girl of mine had done such an unkind 

action; indeed I think I should send her off to 

school, right away from her kind Auntic, and 

father and brother, and all her friends. Perhaps 

a good little girl like Sybil Dean would be 

pleased to fill her place.’ 

‘Indeed, Sybil Dean shall not live here; I 

will not go to school, for I will be taught by 

Aunt Sally always. Yes, father I will, won’t I, 

because— 

Here Sissie bursts into tears, and Auntie lifts 

her on her lap, and there the little girl confesses 
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all her little secrets—no, not quite all—between 

her sobs and tears. Poor Bertie is crying too ; 

but why does he cry? Simply because he loves 

his sister, and would rather be scolded himself 

than see her crossed in the least. Now Sissie does 

deserve scolding much oftener than she gets it ; 

but if her Auntie corrects any of her little faults, 

this little miss flies into a temper and says, 

‘What a very cross Auntie you are! Why don’t 

you scold Bertie too ?—he is older than I’ 

‘ Sybil Dean never had a horrid Bertie nor a 

cross Aunt Sally; that’s why she doesn’t have 

a cross face. But I will not live at this house 

very long, for I am grown past the table already, 

and when I am up to the mantelpiece I shall 

be nearly grown up, and then I am going to live 

at quite a fresh place ; J am invited already.’ 

* €Pooh, pooh, you silly child, Sissie, says 

Aunt Sally, ‘you have been dreaming that some 

time.’ 

‘No, I never did dream it, Auntie; really it 

is quite a true, real, real true secret between him 

and ine’
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‘O, I see,” says Auntie, ‘you think about 

keeping house for Bertie when he goes to live at 

the place where they find gold in the soil. I 

understand you, young lady,’ 

‘Indeed you don’t, she chimes in, ‘I did not 

mean Bertie at all, his name is a great deal nicer 

than that ;’ and Sissie chuckles to herself at 

having a secret quite to herself. 

Now Sissie is quite amiable again, and Auntie 

too, for Sissie has amused her greatly by her 

funny little talk; yet she does not like to hear 

her little niece talking about going away soon. 

But Sissie does not mean it; at least, I don’t 

think she does, 

‘But, says Auntie, ‘suppose I should go 

away from you first, Sissie, what then ?’ 

‘O, but I know you won't; father didn’t 

mean it, I know that quite well ; he only said 

that just for me to be a very good girl; but 

perhaps I am not going to be altogether good, 

though.’ 

‘Really, Sissie, I believe your father did 

mean it, for I saw he was not laughing ; but I
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expect he is going to talk with Bertie and you 

another day.’ 

There was no time for a longer conversation ; 

the luncheon bell rang, and they hurried indoors. 

Sissie’s thoughts were occupied about the after- 

noon drive, ‘Shall I go, or shan’t 1?’ was what 

she was unconsciously saying aloud at the table. 

“Go where, Sissie ?’ asks her father. 

“O, about our drive, I mean, father; we are 

all going of course ; at least, I am, I know, if 

Bertie is.’ 

‘No, Sissie, you are not going, none of us 

are; and even if we were, you would stay behind 

this time, for certain little occurrences.’ 

‘Well, daddy dear, I should have gone if 

Bertie had, I should; for I would, because I 

meant to. I would have run behind like our 

Fritzy all the way ; and if I had been lost, you 

and Auntie would have come back for me, and 

then I should have hidden myself somewhere.’ 

‘Sissie, Sissie, you naughty little girl, you 

gricve yout “ather very much. Do not speak to 

me again, tatil you say you are very sorrv,
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Little Miss sits very silent for the remainder 

of the luncheon hour, but on rising from the 

table she runs to her father, and says she is a 

wee bit sorry, but only because, suppose she 

had hidden, and they could not have found her 

anywhere, and she would have followed a long 

way behind them, pretending she had really 

been lost; ‘but if it had been quite the truth, 

my feet would have been a good bit worn out, 

I should think ; that’s just why I am sorry,’ 

Mr. Strange could only laugh at his funny 

little girl, and taking her in his arms, he asks 

her if she would like to go to school. 

‘No, indeed, I would not live at that sort 

of house, because they are always scolding 

and worrying the people that go and live with 

them: 

‘Well, we shall have to see about it some day, 

unless you are a very good girl, and try to be 

more obedient to your aunt,’ says her father, 

rather sternly. 

‘Yes, but I do love Aunt Sally, very, very 

much, and I do not want to go away to school.
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I will be a good girl if I can; but Bertie must 

not call me “Crosspatch,” and then I will not 

damage places of his.’ 

‘QO, Sissie, did you really do it? I mean, in 

‘Bertie’s garden. Ofcourse we all thought it must 

have been you, as no one else would have been 

so unkind,’ says Aunt Sally. 

‘Indeed, Auntie, suppose I did happen to just 

do a bit of a trick like that, never mind ; Bertie’s 

garden did want a good watering; and beside, 

there were the beautiful pies, and cakes, and 

pieces of pastry, and ever so many pretty little 

things made in mud—made in dough, I forgot. 

And I know Bertie likes little things, for I will 

go and fetch him here, and ask him.’ 

‘O yes, Sissie, I do like many little things ; 

only I donot care much for mud pies, stammered 

out poor Bertie. ‘One reason is because they 

make my hands so grimy; but girls always like 

baking much better than boys, don’t they, 

Auntie?’ 

Poor Bertie was glad his aunt was near at 

hand to speak a word for him; but presently
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she left Sissie and him together, and walk- 

ing away towards the garden, she thought to 

herself : 

‘What a very odd little niece ! have, to be 

sure! Really her brother seems quite afraid of 

her. At any rate I can only do my duty, and 

try to make them grow up attached to each 

other. If I could only get Sissie to be obe- 

dient, and loving to her brother, I am sure all 

would go well? 

Poor Aunt Sally! she is in great trouble ; 

she ponders over in her mind, again and again, 

what would their own mother have done, to 

have drawn them together? She at last comes 

to the conclusion, ‘I will treat Sissie with all 

kindness, and try and bear patiently with her 

for a little while ; and as she grows older, she 

will see her own folly. I love the dear children, 

poor Mary’s children. Ah, she knew my heart 

as she lay on her bed and entrusted her two wee 

lambs to Sidney and me.’ 

Aunt Sally has had this little thinking time 

nice and quiet, but now she sees Mr. Strange
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slowly advancing toward her. She looks her 

usual calm self in‘an instant, and, going to meet 

him, she asks his consent for Sybil Dean and 

her little brother to come and spend a week with 

the children. 

‘Certainly, Sally, if you can manage such a 

tribe, says Mr. Strange,in his usual good humour ; 

‘but Iam going up to town next week ; so if 

you have them before I return, you will not 

have me to help you amuse them.’ 

‘Thank you, Sydney, but it must be next 

week on account of their holidays.’ 

We will now return to our little couple in 

the arbour. Listen to what Sissie is just saying ; 

‘IT should much rather live at Dean’s house 

than Strange’s. You sce, Bertie, there is Jack, 

and Regie, and Sybil, and all; and Jack is such 

avery nice dear boy, he is a great deal nicer 

than you, Bertie, at least, I think he is; he 

swings me a great deal higher too, and talks 

just like a big grown-up man. He doesn’t have 

headaches either, like you; and even when he 

has a bad cold he doesn’t put on a wrap and
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woollen gloves and all sorts of things, like you 

do, Bertie. It is only girls that do that, for 

Jack said so when I told him.’ 

‘O, Sissie, what did you tell Jack Dean? 

why did you talk about me? I hate Jack Dean ; 

and besides he is not a man, not nearly, for he 

is only one year older than I, and he does not 

know half as much Latin as I do, because he is 

such a blockhead.’ 

‘T tell you he is not anything of the kind, I 

love Jack Dean ever so much, because he takes 

such great care of me; and he said I was nicer 

than Sybil ;’ and Sissie’s eyes begin to flash, 

and her little mouth becomes stiff-looking, and 

her forehead is puckered. 

‘ All right, Sissie, now don’t get cross; only 

don’t talk about the Deans, because Sybil is 

really nicer than you; she doesn’t have puckers 

in her forehead either.’ 

‘I tell you I am not Crosspatch ; do you 

hear me, Bertie, you horrid boy? Bertie, do 

you hear me? I don’t like Sybil Dean one bit, 

nor you either very much, for you are just 

Cc
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like a girl and I am like a boy, because I 

have rosy checks like Jack’s, and yours are pale 

like Sybil’s. Come back, Bertie, I tell you; I 

will give you a good scolding ; I am really cross 

now, so you had better obey me.’ 

‘Never mind,’ says little Bertie, ‘I am going 

in now; I want to do something’ 

‘And I will come too, so there, stop for me 

at once. But Bertie had gone; he had entered 

the house at the back door so as to escape his 

ill-tempered sister. 

‘Well, my little girl, what are you doing all 

alone? Never reading all this time I hope,’ says 

Auntie, coaxingly. 

‘No, Iam not reading, of course not; Iam 

following Bertie; he has run away; he is a 

very worrying boy, Aunt Sally; but Iam going 

to give him a good scolding, I am, for he almost 

called me “Crosspatch,” and I am not cross. 

Auntie Sally, look ; look, Aunt, I tell you, I am 

not Cross.’ 

‘Well, well, my dear, I hope you are not, or 

you would be like that little girl in the story
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your father told us the other day. ‘Don’t you 

remember about the garden? for I think she 

must have been very cross, to have been so 

unkind to her brother ; don’t you, Sissie ?’ 

‘Only a little bit unkind or cross, that is 

what I think ; for, if that naughty boy worried 

her, it quite served him right, especially if he 

called her “Crosspatch.” Do you know if the 

boy’s name was Bertie, Auntie, or what was the 

girl’s name, I wonder? But it does not matter 

for I am going to find out, I am going now, 

Auntie, to find the book in father’s study ; then 

I will read the book through, and tell you which 

was in fault. 

Away runs Sissie in search of the book ; she 

climbs a chair, then a table, and then the ledge 

of a book-shelf. She reads the titles very care- 

fully, but they are all so very difficult, none of 

them seem like children’s tales to Sissie. 

*O, what shall Ido now? I have torn this 

one! O, dear! what if father came; but there, 

Ihave put it back safe; I daresay it will get 

stuck together again. But I must find that 

C2
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book somehow. O, bother, I am cross now, 

says Sissie, as the books came tumbling down 

all in a heap from the high shelf, ‘I will leave 

the horrid things where they are; father may 

think they tumbled down themselves. At any 

rate he will not think it was me.’ 

‘Won't he, Sissie ?’ says Auntie, as she walks 

into the room, ‘I guess he will if I tell him all I 

have heard. But about that little journey you 

are going to take, Sissie. Let me see; you told 

me you are already invited, but who is going to 

take care of you? It can’t be Bertie, for he is 

just as puzzled as I am.’ 

“No, indeed, it isn’t Bertie, he is not strong 

and big like Jack. Jack doesn’t care one bit even 

if it rains very hard, because he is so brave and 

strong.’ 

‘O, indeed, it’s Jack Dean, is it? Wellnow, 

Sissie, I am surprised at you, and Aunt Sally 

laughs heartily. ‘When I was a little girl, I 

never was invited to go off with a young gentle- 

man, nor indeed when I was a big girl either,’ | 

‘No, I suppose not, or else you would have
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had some one to take care of you now. I mean 

you would have had a nice house and lots of 

flowers and other things, and lived by the sea, 

like Jack and I are going to do very soon, and 

Sissie’s face brightens up at the bare idea of 

living by the sea. ‘We shall go boating every 

day in the summer ; Jack says we shall; and, 

now and again, we shall get on board a big ship 

that will bring us right straight to London.’ 

‘And pray, says Aunt Sally, ‘how have you 

learnt all this? Why, Sissie, you wouldn’t 

really like to leave me and your father and 

brother and all your friends behind you, would 

you?’ 

‘J shouldn't mind leaving Sybil Dean at 

any rate. When I’m gone, she may come and- 

live at this house if she likes, because father 

thinks she is a great deal better than I am, and 

you do, too, Aunt Sally. Besides, Bertie told 

me that Sybil was a great deal prettier than I 

was, and that made me feel very cross indeed.’ 

Auntie Sally does not seem to notice the 

child’s prattle. She is fecling very sad; she
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thinks that Bertie looks very ill. Poor boy, he 

has grown so tall and thin, while his sister is so 

fat and rosy, and yet so discontented with her 

home. 

~ Sissic and her brother had never been much 

attached to each other, but instead of this little 

girl treating her poor delicate brother with kind- 

ness she was constantly grumbling and scolding ; 

and, indecd, it once came to slapping, because 

one day she wanted her brother to romp with 

her, and he wanted to lie down on account of a 

bad headache. So she walked up to the sofa, 

and gave him several hard smacks on his face. 

Poor Bertie tried to take no notice of her, but 

after she had gone, he gave way to a good cry- 

ing, partly on account of the headache, and 

partly for the smarts on his face. How many 

little boys would have slapped their sisters in re- 

turn! but few little girls would dare to slap an 

elder brother. Bertie felt a little afraid of his 

sister, especially if she got into, ‘Queer Street,’ 

as he called it. 

The following morning, after lessons, both
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children drove to the station with father and 

Auntie. Father was going a long journey, he 

would be away a long time. Poor Bertie cried 

at the station: he was so grieved at his father’s 

having to go and leave him behind until he was 

older. Bertie loved his father, he always liked 

to be with him; he would sit for hours in his 

father’s study, reading some favourite book, 

while his father would be writing, hardly finding 

time to speak a word to his little son. Mr. 

Strange hoped that some day Bertie might be a 

great help to him; but to look at his sunken 

cheeks and thin white hands, no one would have 

thought him well. 

Miss Strange was very anxious about little 

Bertie, and, feeling it her duty to tell his father 

of his poor state of health, she resolved to pro- 

pose a journey to the sea-side, and for Bertie to 

stay there for a considerable time. 

‘But who can go with him?’ she pondered. 

‘I must not leave Sissie here; she would get 

into all sorts of mischief, and if I take her with 

me she would be continually arguing with-her
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brother. I must talk to Mrs. Dean, perhaps 

she may advise me wisely.’ 

Accordingly Aunt Sally makes a call on 

Mrs. Dean, a kind, good-natured lady, who was 

always ready to aid those who were in want of 

good advice, or anything else. Aunt Sally has 

made a fast friend of Mrs. Dean ; she tells her 

the trouble she is in, and what she wants to do. 

‘Don’t you see, Mrs. Dean? the dear boy’s 

father is away from home, he won't be returning 

for some weeks, and Bertie looks much worse 

since he has gone. Perhaps a fortnight at the 

sea would just put him all right, as our doctor 

said this morning; and I do believe in change 

of scene, don’t you; Mrs. Dean ?’ 

‘I do, indeed, Miss Strange, for I am sure if 

my Sybil had not gone away when she did, I 

should have lost her. It is now three years, 

Miss Strange ; you were just come into our neigh- 

bourhood ; she looked like some little shadow 

eliding about. So I resolved to take her, 

and see what sca air would do for the poor 

child’
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‘But the object of my call, Mrs. Dean, was 

to get your advice as to who could go with 

Bertie. You see, I could not possibly go and 
leave Sissie at home ; she would get into all 
sorts of performances with the servants, and 

most likely offend them,’ 

‘Well now,’ says Mrs. Dean, ‘I had thought 

of going, too; I was about letting Sybil go with 

Miss Shaw; but, poor girl, she has been very ill 

since she went home. Sybil came crying to me 

this morning with a letter she had received from 

her, saying that the doctor crdered her to keep to 

her room for a week, and not to travel for some 

long time. Poor child, she said she should 

never have such a dear governess again, and she 

sobbed as though her heart would break.’ 

‘Poor little girl, she puts me in mind of Ber- 

tie, so loving and gentle to every one.’ 

‘Here they come, rushing in full speed 

Are they not real boys, Miss Strange? Look 

at their grimy hands and faces. Now go 

straight to the nursery, and get tidied, and 

bring your sister down with you.
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‘All right,” shout the boys, half way up the 

stairs, ‘we will carry Miss Baby down in our 

arms, won’t we, Regie,’ says Jack. 

‘No, Jack, you will not carry me at all, for 

{ will walk myself; and please, I am not Miss 

Baby, and Sybil comes slowly downstairs, tot- 

tering and holding fast by the balustrades. Jack 

and Regie begin to laugh. 

‘T should like to know what you are, if you 

are not a Baby Bunting. You walk exactly 

like one. I think we had better have a peram- 

bulator for you, that’s what I think.’ 

‘And so do I, too, says young Regie, ‘ for 

then we could have it in turns, Jack, for hauling 

soil, or bricks, or anything to our garden, couldn’t 

we, Sybil ?’ . 

‘But I am not going to have one, so you will 

not be able to use it, and Sybil was on the point 

of crying, when she lost her balance, and over 

she went, over and over, without any noise, until 

she stopped at the bottom ; then a low moan, 

and all was still. 

The boys fly to the drawing-room.



LITTLE MISS CROSSPATCH. 43 

*O,mamina, be quick, do come quick. O,do 
come, Miss Strange; our Sybil has turned such 
a somersault all down the stairs; no, not quite 
all down ; and she never cried a bit, says Regie. 

‘O, my dear child she is stunned ; Heaven 
help me!’ and Mrs. Dean rushes for a restora- 
tive, while Aunt Sally carefully undresses the 
unconscious child. Her two brothers are seated 
on the stairs. Jack is crying, while Regie is 
wondering how it was she did not cry out loud 
cnough to be heard in the garden at the remark- 
able somersault, 

Little Sybil soon comes round, and Aunt 

Sally takes her leave, Mrs. Dean promising her 
to call very shortly. Not the next day, but the 
day after that, Mrs. Dean's carriage draws up at 
Mr. Strange’s door, and a lady and a little girl 
are shown into the drawing-room. Miss Strange 
is sitting there, reading to Bertie. There he 
lies, poor, white-faced little boy.. He brightens 
up at sight of Mrs. Dean’s kind face, and asks 
after Sybil and the boys. 

Sybil runs up to his side, and kisses him.
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At sight of her he sits quite upright, and talks 

and laughs as merrily as usual ; but there is a 

strange ring in his laugh, and a strange look 

about his eyes. 

‘I think the best plan would be to stay at 

home, Miss Strange, the dear boy is in no fit 

state to travel; but I should send for his father 

to make haste home. You would like your 

father to come home, wouldn’t you, Bertie?’ 

says Mrs. Dean. 

“O, yes, I should very much ; but he will 

come soon, I am sure, because of his writing be- 

ing left undone in his study. O, Mrs. Dean, 

who tumbled downstairs at your house? Was 

it Jack or Regie?’ 

‘It was I) chirps in Sybil, ‘and the boys say 

I never cricd one bit, not even when I came 

bump on the hall floor.’ 

‘Well Iam sure I should have done,’ says 

Bertie, ‘because I’m rather a baby, you know. 

Sissie said I was, because she is stronger than I? 

“No, indeed, you are not one bit like a baby, 

because you are so tall, and I think you are al-
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most grown aman. I told our Jack you were; 

but he only laughed at me, and said Sissie was 

a great deal nicer than you; and I believe he 

and Sissie are going somewhere soon, for I heard 

him say to Regie something about getting up 

early some morning, even when it was dark, and 

calling for your Sissie to go with him over the 

sea. But of course our Jack won’t go for a long 

time yet, and perhaps our Regie would wake 

early, too, and run downstairs, and take the key 

out of the door, that’s what I heard him say; 

and I will persuade him to do it, wouldn’t you, 

Bertie? because I don’t want dear Jackie to go 

a long way from us.’ 

‘Do you love Jack very much, Sybil?’ asks 

Bertie ; ‘because our Sissie don’t love me not 

the least little bit ; she told me she didn’t. So 

I know she doesn’t, because she scolds me so 

much, and gets so cross with me.’ 

‘O,-yes; I love our Jack and Regie; although 

they tease me and call me “Miss Baby,” I do 

not mind. But does your Sissy get really cross, 

and does she scold you, even though you are the
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eldest? Our Jack and Regie expect me to 

obey them always, because I am the youngest ; 

but I don’t every time they ask me, and then 

they call me “ Baby.”’ 

“Please lift my head up, Auntie, it aches so 

dreadfully. O dear! I do feel very ill; I can 

hardly see you, Auntie dear. I do wish he 

would come home to see me just for one little 

minute— The poor boy utters some inaudible 

sounds, and seems to drop off to sleep. 

‘What had I better do? O, Mrs. Dean, do 

decide something for me. See, he has fainted 

away. I will telegraph straight off to his father.’ 

‘No, don’t do that, my dear Miss Strange ; it 

would be-useless. See, he is reviving already ; I 

would put him straight to bed, and send for a 

doctor ; you can do nothing more.’ 

Poor Auntie lifts the little boy up, and 

attempts to carry him upstairs. He is hardly 

any weight, but it is too much for her. Mrs, 

Dean gently takes him in her strong arms and 

carries him upstairs to his little bedroom. They 

let the fresh air blow on his face, which seems
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to bring him back to consciousness. Gazing 

around the room, his eyes fall on Sissie, who is 

looking at him, her eyes brimful of tears. 

‘O, Aunt Sally, what have you done to him? 

Why does he look like that? It frightens me, 

his funny eyes, I mean. Why doesn’t he talk 

to me when IJ speak to him?’ and Sissie bursts 

into tears. ‘I was trying just then to love 

Bertie, indeed 1 was, Auntie; but he always 

begins our quarrels. Sometimes he talksa great 

deal too much, and then I call him “ Chatter- 

box,” and he calls me “Crosspatch,” and that is 

how our quarrels begin.’ 

‘All right, my dear, you go downstairs to 

Sybil, she is in the drawing-room ; Mrs. Dean is 

so very kind; she will not leave me until the 

doctor comes.’ 

‘Why is the doctor coming, Auntie? Whois 

ill? for ’m not, indeed I’m not, Mrs. Dean, for 

I feel quite well now. Whereis our Sissie gone? 

I heard her talking to you just now, Auntie, and 

it was all about me too.” 

‘Now, now, my dear, lie down and keep still ;
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we must not allow you to talk any more or you 
? will be worse ;’ and Mrs. Dean lays him down 

and promises to come and see him again to- 

morrow, if he will keep very still, and not get 

talking too much. 

Sybil and Sissie have been alone in the 

drawing-room for almost an hour. When Mrs. 

Dean and Aunt Sally come in they seem in great 

confusion ; Sissie hides her face, which is dyed 

crimson, behind a book that lies handy, while 

Sybil gathers up courage to say : 

‘O, mamma, Sissie says I am coming to stay 

at this house with her and Bertie for a bit, 

when can I come?’ 

‘But what a funny little girl Sissieis! She 

does not mean it, Sybil, does she, Miss Strange ? 

for you have enough to do already,’ and Mrs, 

Dean arranges her bonnet and prepares to go, 

Miss Strange accompanying her to the door. 

‘Really, Mrs. Dean, that child is a marvel ; 

she must have heard Mr. Strange and me talking 

about it. We had intended inviting your little 

ones here as Bertie is so fond of them, and
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Sissie too, in her funny way. You will lct them 

come, won’t you? as soon as my boy gets well, 

or as soon as he gets better, for the poor child 

has never been quite well, that’s my belief? 

‘Thank you, Miss Strange ; but I could not 

think of letting them come while Bertie is in 

such a weakly state. I will call to-morrow to 

know what Dr. Evans says about him. Come 

Sybil, I shall leave you behind, dear, if you are 

not quick. Good-bye, my dear Miss Strange, 

Be sure not to worry yourself or Mr, Strange 

either; there is no cause for it if he is well 

attended to, as no doubt he will be. Good-bye, 

Sissie dear, be sure and be a good girl, and not 

make too much noise to awake your brother,’ 

‘O, Auntie, don’t let her ga; you said she 

was going to stay here; do hold her tight, 

Auntie dear. Ah, don’t go, Sybil, please ; do 

stop with me, and the poor little girl utterly 

breaks down. Mrs. Dean and Miss Strange try 

to console her, but she will not hear of anything 

unless Sybil can stop. 

‘T heard you ask father the other day, Aunt 

D
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Sally, and I listened for him to say, “ Yes,” and 

he said it too; and so do Ict Sybil stay with me, 

please, Mrs. Dean, will you?’ 

. ‘My dear, we are coming again to-morrow, 

and I will think it over. Perhaps if I did allow 

my Sybil to comeand stay with you poor Bertie 

would get no sleep, and your poor Auntie would 

be worried out of her life.’ 

‘No, mamma, I would not make a noise, 

really I wouldn’t, if you will let me stay.’ 

‘Do let her stay, Mrs. Dean, for my sake,’ 

whispers Miss Strange ; ‘that child will not be 

right again for a week if she gets disappointed ; 

she has such a dreadful temper,’ 

‘Well, you may stay, if you like, Sybil; but 

you must not be any trouble to Miss Strange, 

I shall come for you to-morrow ;’ and Mrs. 

Dean takes her departure amid shouts of delight 

from the two little girls. They go straight up- 

stairs with Aunt Sally, and peep in at Bertie, 

who is quietly enjoying a nice sound sleep. 

How pale he looks, as he lies there, with his 

little hands clasped tight together, as though he
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were holding something very precious! Miss 

Strange goes on into the little bedroom. 

‘This is to be your room, little girls, for to- 

night ; I shall put you to bed at half-past eight.’ 

‘O, you are a good, kind Auntie ; isn’t she, 

Sybil? O won’t we have some fun, though!’ 

‘But we must not make much noise, Sissie, 

because of Bertie. Do you know I believe he 

is really ill. Suppose he should die. O, Sissie 

dear, it makes me cry. I love your Bertie very 

much, don’t you?’ 

‘Not exactly, Sybil, because he used to worry 

me so very much, and call me “ Crosspatch ;” 

so of course I don’t feel very, very sorry 

about him being a little bit ill; although I am 

sure he is very ill, because he doesn’t tell stories 

like Ido. He told me yesterday he was ill, and 

that perhaps he should never get well. He said 

he was quite sure he should remember mother’s 

face when. she came to mect him at the big 

gates, 

‘O, Sissie dear, did he say that? I do hope 

he will soon be better; but do you think he 

D2
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would really know his mother? because she has 

been dead a long time; mother told me all 

about it, and about Bertie and you.’ 

-‘What did she tell you about me, Sybil Dean? 

Tell me at once, I used not to do things rather 

unkind to Bertie, unless he teased me. Father 

and Auntie always thought it was my fault, but 

it wasn’t, really it wasn’t. Sybil, why do you 

keep staring like that? You are just like our 

Bertie ; that’s just what he does when I’m cross, 

‘and when I do look just a little bit at him he 

calls me “ Crosspatch.”’ 

‘O, what a pretty name, Sissie! I shouldn’t 

mind it-at all. But shall we goand have a peep 

at Bertie now? I wonder does he know Pm 

living at this house? I don’t think he does, 

because he hasn’t noticed me.’ 

‘O yes, he does; he heard father and Aunt 

Sally talking about you, and so did I. Auntic 

said something about perhaps it would make me 

more kind to Bertie, and not so cross, if I had 

another child companion just like you; I am 

sure she meant you.’
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‘Yes, I did mean you, Sybil dear, you are 

such a kind, loving little girl ; I hope you may 

be a pattern to our Sissie. Yes, little miss, I 

have heard what you said to Sybil; but come, 

both of you, and sce Bertie. The doctor has 

been, and says he is in a very weakly state ; he 

has: asked to see his little sister several times, 

but I thought it best to keep him quiet.’ 

‘But, Miss Strange, how did he know I was 

here, to-day? I am sure he didn’t know I was 

going to stay.’ 

‘O, he knows you are here, Sybil, don’t you, 

Bertie, boy? and pleased he is to see you, my 

dear.’ 

‘O, Bertie dear, I do hope you will soon get 

well; I am very sorry for you to be ill, and 

Sissie is too.’ 

‘Is our Sissie sorry too, did you say, Sybil? 

Why, she does not care anything about me, I 

think,’ 

‘I am sorry too, really I am, Bertie dear. 

O, do get well again quickly, and I will be ever 

so kind to you; I will indeed. I'll never mess
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up yeur garden again, nor do any unkind things 

to you if you will get well quickly, because Sybil 

is teaching me to be kind. Sybil loves you, 

Bertie ; did you know? I shall soon love you 

just-as much if you do not worry me at all.’ 

‘Sissie dear, I love you very much ; I always 

did love you, even when you were unkind to me’ 

Auntie Sally left the three together for ten 

minutes, and in that time there was a great deal 

of talking done. Sissie made promises to love 

Bertie always, even when he had got quite well ; 

and Sybil promised to teach Sissie how to be kind. 

Aunt Sally calls them down to tea, and 

while ‘they are sitting round the table she talks 

and laughs with the two little girls, and wonders 

which of them will think of Bertie first. He is 

sitting up in bed to-day; his head doesn’t ache 

quite so much, but he hasn’t had his tea yet; 

perhaps his aunt has forgotten about it. Miss 

Strange continues talking, and the two little 

girls seem to be enjoying their tea, when sud- 

denly Sybil Dean jumps up. 

“O. Miss Strange, have you forgotten Bertie?
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or has he had his tea? Shall I take it to 

him ?’ 

‘Don’t trouble, my dear, I am going up to 

him now ; but when you have finished you may 

come up to me and ask Bertie what he would 

like. He doesn’t like tea, I know,’ 

‘And what can I do, Aunt Sally? Can’t I 

come too?’ 

‘Yes, yes, my dear; and if Bertie says he 

would like something milky, you two little girls 

shall help to cook it.’ 

‘O how jolly, Sybil! I hope he will say 

“something milky ;” he does like milky things, 

I know.’ 

Sybil and Sissie, delighted at the thought of 

cooking something for Bertie, finished their tea, 

and ran upstairs. 

‘O, Bertie, do say “something milky ;” we 

are going to help to make it, Sybil and I; and 

of course Auntie will see we do it right.’ 

‘But I don’t want anything except an orange, 

thank you, dear ; I am not one bit hungry.’ 

*O, I wish you were; you ought to be on
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purpose, because I’m not disagreeable with you, 

and if—’ 

‘Sissie dear, do not speak like that to Bertie ; 

perhaps he will have some to-morrow, before 

Sybil goes home.’ 

‘When will Sybil come again, if she goes 

home to-morrow, Auntie dear?’ 

“You will often come and see Bertie, won’t 

you, Sybil? and bring Jack and Regie when 

Bertie gets better, and stay with us for a week. 

You would like that, wouldn’t you, Bertie? and 

you, Sissie ?’ 

‘O,1 shall be glad when the day comes; it 

will be jolly fun, won’t it, Bertie? If you are 

not got guzte well, I shall take Jack and Regie 

to see your garden, shall I, Bertie?’ 

‘You may if you like, Sissie. I don’t think 

I shall be well for a long time yet; but show 

Sybil my garden too, and be sure don’t tread on 

my little parsley bed ; it is just in the corner,’ 

Sybil and Sissie go quictly toward the 

garden ; neither of them is very talkative. 

‘This is poor Bertie’s garden, Sybil ; isn’t it
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a dear little one? It isa great deal nicer than 

mine, for Bertie works in his a great deal longer 

than I do ia mine. I generally get cross when 

I am gardening, because I can’t get my things 

to grow quick enough ; they take days and days 

to grow, did you know, Sybil?’ 

‘O yes, answers Sybil, ‘it takes weeks and 

weeks for some things to grow. My crocuses 

were ever so long growing, and my tulips, really 

I thought they were gone dead ; but Jack knew 

better than I, for they grew up splendidly and 

tall’ 

‘Has your Jack a garden, Sybil? Is it 

better than Bertie’s ?’ 

‘It is just like Bertie’s, only not quite so tidy’ 

And thus the little girls went on talking. 

They stayed out until eight o’clock, and Auntie 

was standing on the steps calling tothem. When 

they reached Auntie they were out of breath ; 

they had been running a race together; Sybil 

had won the race ; she was so much lighter than 

Sissie, who was just as broad as long. 

‘Why, Auntie dear, you have been crying;
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now I will cry too, and Sissie begins to 

whimper. 

‘No, don’t cry, darling ; we cannot help it; 

I think he is better now. He has had a bad 

attack of coughing,’ 

‘Do, Auntie, let us go and see him; I won’t 

cry, if you will let me go, just once, before we go 

to bed.’ 

Aunt Sally is very downcast, she has sent for 

Mrs. Dean, and that good lady is sitting by Ber- 

tie’s bedside ; she is reading to him out of a big 

book. Mrs. Dean thinks it best to send a tele- 

gram to Mr. Strange, and have the doctor im- 

mediately. The doctor calls, and Aunt Sally 

and Mrs. Dean watch him as he shakes his 

head and says: 

‘He has taken a turn for the worse, Miss 

Strange. Have you sent for his father? He 

would like to see him alive, no doubt.’ 

‘O, Mr. Evans, can’t you give us a little hope? 

Do you think the dear boy is so near death ?’ 

‘He may live through the night certainly, 

but he cannot last long. ‘I am sorry I cannot do
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anything to save him, but he is in the hands of 

One Who is wiser than I ; trust to His judgment, 

my dear Miss Strange, He knows best” The 

kind doctor takes his departure, promising to 

call again before long. 

Both Mrs. Dean and Miss Strange seem 

to know his end is near. Mrs. Dean asks him 

if he should like Daddy to come home. The 

dear boy brightens up and says: 

‘Dear Daddy, do make haste and come home 

to your little Bertie. He is going to live at the 

happy place where mother is. You told me 

how happy she was, and I shall be too.—Is he 

come yet, Auntie dear?’ the child continues: 

‘I wish he would, and Sissie too, and Sybil. I 

heard them laughing just now, and I laughed 

too.’ 

Sissie and Sybil were both in the room. 

Sissie was laughing quietly at what Bertie had 

just said ; while little Sybil sat on a footstool, 

sobbing as though her heart would break. 

Presently Bertie sits straight up in bed and 

gazes round the room ; his eyes fall on Sissie
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and Sybil ; he reaches out his little white hands 

for them to come to his bedside, forgetting his 

Auntie’s presence and Mrs. Dean’s. 

‘ Sybil, dear, I hope you will love Sissie ; she 

is my little sister, you know; I love her very 

much. I used to tease her though,’ and Bertic’s 

eyes filled with tears. He went on: ‘She loves 

you, Sybil, and I do too. Will you try and love 

her? perhaps she will love me when I am gone 

to that happy place where mother lives. Jesus 

keeps the door, you know, but He will open it 

when He sees me coming. Will you come too, 

Sybil? Auntie is coming some day, and your 

mother is, too.’ 

Poor Sybil is unable to answer him; she 

draws Sissie up to the bedside ; neither of them 

speaks for a few moments. 

‘Indeed I will come too, Bertie, to see my 

mother. Dotake me with you}; I will be a good 

girl. O, Bertie, don’t look like that, it makes 

me cry,’ 

Bertie lay back on his pillow, and seemed to 

fall asleep ; Aunt Sally rose softly, and went to
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the window. A gentleman was just coming up 

the drive ; it was Mr. Strange. Aunt Sally run 

down the stairs to hurry him. ‘O, Sydney, you 

are only just in time!’ She could say no more. 

Mr. Strange went to the bedside. Bertie 

opened his eyes, and on secing his father he 

smiled a satisfied smile, and closed his eyes— 

this time never to open upon earthly forms 

again. Then he held out his hand as a sign of 

farewell, and his last words were: _ 

‘Will you all meet me in the happy home, 

Sissie and all’ 

They all answered ‘ Yes, except Sissie ; she 

was sobbing bitterly, and did not answer. 

‘Will you, Sissie, dear? Do say “yes” 
) quickly ;’ and directly she uttered the word he 

was soaring up to ‘the happy place,’ 

Mrs. Dean needed all her self-command to 

cheer up Mr. Strange and his sister, as well as 

the two little girls. Poor Sybil was. deeply 

moved by Sissie’s pitiful face. 

Mrs. Dean asked Miss Strange to let Sissie 

come home with her and Sybil. They went 

-
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downstairs, and Mr. Strange saw them off, pro- 

mising to cheer up Miss Strange, and to think 

of his bereavement in the right light. 

The great God knows what is best for us, 

and Bertie was gone to his dear mother, whom 

he thought so much of. Sissie was left to be a 

comfort to her father and aunt. Her temper 

was cured at Mrs. Dean’s by the example of 

Sybil’s sweet disposition and ways; and, by 

God’s grace, she learned to be like her. She 

often paid visits to Mrs. Dean, whose children 

often came and spent their holidays at Sissie’s 

home. 

Children, learn to govern your tempers ; you 

can if you try. Don’t be like Sissie, always 

grumbling about something or somebody. She 

was never really happy until she made up her 

mind to give up being cross. She is now one 

of the most pleasant little girls, and no one 

would ever think she had deserved the nicknanie 

* CROSSPATCH.’
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