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was quite in keeping with the
rest of her woes that she had
been named Juno; it was one
of the many indignities that
had been heaped upon her.
The name was always said
over with a laugh or a jeer
whenever any one first saw
poor Juno; there was so little that
was goddess-like about her.

When mamma first saw her, Juno looked
around the corner of the barn at her with
a pair of soft, big, good-natured eyes,
which shone under a bulging, bull-like
forehead, for Juno was a calf. And a
more forlorn and uncared-for calf never
scampered over a Virginia farm—and
that is saying a great deal.

The two children and their mamma had
come from their Northern home to spend
some months with their grandfather on a
lovely old farm in Virginia. A happier
little couple it would have been hard to
find anywhere, full of fancies and theories
about the wonders of country life, and
always ready to leap from small facts to
broad conclusions. They had names,
but little use was made of them, as their
family used those they had found for each
other, and they were still spoken of as
"Sister" and "Brother." Sister was
seven, and had enjoyed the good things
of this life a year and a half longer than
Brother, and was therefore accepted by
him as an authority on most subjects,
though she kindly let him know the most
about blacksmithing, coopering, and similar
trades which they had found in the
neighborhood.

Mamma, the children, and Aunt Sie
had gone to the pasture to look at the
pretty Jersey calves, which crowded about
and let them stroke their glossy sides.

"But that is not a Jersey," said mamma,
pointing to the shaggy, half-grown
black heifer which came shyly up to them,
ready to be either petted or chased away.

"Oh, no; that is only Juno," was the
answer, quickly followed by a wail as
Aunt Sie caught sight of a rose-branch
dangling from the calf's tail. "Juno,
you wretched beast, you have been in the
garden again!"

Juno could not deny it, and only gave
a gruff, though not a saucy, "b-a-a-h!"
and galloped away to the farther end of
the pasture.

"Is she, like the Juno of old, fond of
'dittany, poppies, and lilies'?" asked
mamma.

"She is fond of everything that can
be eaten, from warm mush-and-milk down
to arctic overshoes," was the reply.
"To be sure, her appetite has its reason
for being, for I don't think that poor Juno
has ever seen the time when her stomach
was really full. When she was a little calf,
the black woman we had to look after the
cows said that calves needed very little
care, so she was brought up by that
rule. Then when these little pets"—patting
the Jerseys—"came along, we
had a well-trained Scotch lassie who
would have gone without her own supper
rather than have let them go without
theirs. But it was too late for Juno to
profit by this, for with Scotch thrift she
said Juno was too old to be treated like
'the wee bit calfies,' and she chased the
poor animal out of the calf-pen.

"Then poor Juno tried to pretend she
was a cow, and slipped into the cow-yard
when the bran-mash was passed around.
But this was looked upon as little less
than robbery by the Scotch girl, and Juno
was driven out for a 'thieving beastie,
trying to tak' fra' the poor coos what they
needed to keep up their milk wi'.' So,
you see, Juno has not always
had a bed of roses to rest on,
though she has just come off
one."
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As they turned to go back
to the house, Sister and Brother, who
had been drinking in the story
of Juno, begged to stay and
have a romp with the pretty,
fawnlike calves about them.
They were popped through the
bars by Aunt Sie, and allowed
to peel off shoes and stockings
by mamma, and left to caper
the morning away on the tender
green grass.
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When they came in at noon, warm and
tired, they were followed at a short distance
by Juno. We were rather touched
by this, and put it down to fondness for
them. Its real cause came out that night,
when the small people were being put to
bed. Then Sister and Brother did not
seem ready to enter the land of dreams
until they had freed their souls by a confession.
It began with:

"Good-night, mamma."

"Good-night, and pleasant dreams."

"Are you going downstairs at once,
mamma?"

"Yes; good-night again."

"Just wait a minute, please," and a
hurried talk was held in a whisper, of
which mamma caught, "No, you tell,
Sister; you're the oldest." "No, you
tell, Brother, you make things sound so
well, you know." "Ah, no, Sister, you."
Then mamma brought it to a crisis by asking
what they wished to tell.

"We wanted to know what stealing
is."

"Why, it's taking what does not belong
to you."

"Well, is all stealing very bad?"
asked Sister, sitting up in bed.

"Yes, is it all very bad?" echoed
Brother who, being merely a kind of
shadow to Sister, also sat up. "Would
you call taking grandfather's things stealing?"

"Of course."

"Oh-h!" looking uneasily at each
other.

"Why do you ask?"

"We didn't know—we thought—we—Brother,
you explain," and Sister lay
back on her pillow in despair. He came
boldly out: "You see, mamma, we felt
sorry for poor Juno, and Sister said to
me, 'Let's make a party for Juno'; and
I said, 'Say we do'; and Sister and I
went to the barn, and Juno, she walked
after us, so nice and polite, mamma, and
we put her into Jim's stall, and gave her
some oats and corn with some salt
sprinkled on it, and we found some meal,
and made her some porridge in a bucket,
and we set it outside, 'cause Sister said
it would cook in the sun, but Juno didn't
wait for it to cook. She just gobbled it
up, and she was so gla-d!" and his eyes
sparkled at the memory. "If she hadn't
been quite so greedy, though, she'd have
had it better, for we were going to trim
the bucket with sweet-potato vines."
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