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Freddie was much consoled, for he|
was & dear little fellow and just ]n(ely‘
he had come to love his sister, Susie,
“next best to Muddy-kin.” |
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Say!” she cried excitedly. “I bet| INSTRUCTOR, DEP'T OP MANuAL TRANNG PuBLIC ScHooLs Or DETROIT
I know what Susie’s giving up.” Sttt S

- WHAT SUSIE GAVE UP

HE five little The children ran to their molher{awrul sorry!™
Tuppers sat at|and kissed Baby, who looked “as cun- “He broke Clarissa!" cried Polly.
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thelir supper,
Margie Tupper
shook her head
when the sugar
was passed
around. Ernle
Tupper shook his
head too, so did
Freddie Tupper,
who usually did
whatever Ernie
did. The baby
was too little to
know about giving up things for Lent,
but Busie wasn't. Susie was seven
years old and came next to Ernie who
was nine, Susie didn't shake her head
when the sugar was passed around.
She took a whole heaping spoonful
and spread it thick on her baked
apple.

“I'd llke to know what you are
giving up,” sald Ernie. “I bet you
aren't giving up anything!"

“8o0 do I!" said Margie. ‘“T'd be
ashamed! Even. Freddie is giving
up.”

“Are you giving up?” asked Freddie.

Susle nodded her curls.

“What is it,” said Freddle., *“Please
telll”

“No, Freddie,” sald SBusle. “It's a
secret.”

“Is it something you don’t like any-
way?" asked Ernle, who Iliked to
tease sometimes,

“Or something we never have?” put
in Margie.

Busle’'s black eyes flashed but she
replied gently:

“It's something quite hard to give
up.”

“Muddy-kin didn't say we had to
give up anything,” Margle sald. “We
could if we felt like it.”

“And we ought to give up something
we like best,” put in Susle.

“Well, you don't like anything bet-
ter'n sugar, do you?" Ernte asked.

Susie nodded her curls again. “Is
Polly coming tomorrow?" she asked,
to change the subject.

Polly was a little neighbor who
came nearly every day to play with
the five little Tuppers. The other chil-
dren knew Susie was trying to change
the subject, but she spoke so nicely
and smiled too, which wasn't like
Susie somehow, 'that not even Ernle
said any more about keeping Lent.

The next day Polly did come to play
and just as they had decided what to
play, Muddy-kin came to the door
carrying Baby all dressed for going
out.,’ Ernie was saying: “I'll play
Father if you'll let me spank the
children.”

“You horrid boy!” cried Margle.
“Spank my dollles! I guess not!”

“Why don’'t you be shopkeeper,”
suggested Susie quickly. “We'll get
some leaves off the box hedge for
mohey. Oh, Muddy-kin!”

ning as a sugarplum,” so Margie sald,
“Dears,” said Muddy-kin, “Fitzie has
taken her afternoon off and I expecled|
to take Baby out but Mrs. Thomas has |
just come to call. Which one of you|
will take Baby out for me?”

There was hardly the weemed[
pause and Susie said: "I will! Is his
carriage ready?”

“Oh dear!" sighed Margie. “Babies |
are cunning but they are so much]
bother!”

Susle tucked Baby In his carriage |
and soon she was wheeling him up
and down the pavement singing to
him about Pussey-meow and her silk
petticoat,

Soon Freddie came out of the house
looking a little guilty, and took hold

of the handle and walked along be-
side Susie. He thought it was more
fun to walk and hear about Pussy-
meow than to play with old dolls, he
said. But it wasn't long before
Margie and Polly came out.

Margie. “That's a wicked, bad, little
boy and I wouldn’t let him walk with
me, if I'were you!"

Freddie puckered up his face ready
to cry, and said quickly: "Sus!e. I'm

For a minute Susie felt all stuffy
and queer, as if she couldn't breathe.
Clarissa was her favorite doll. Margile
held it up showing the damage. Fred-
die began to howl and woke up the
Baby.

“Hush!” safd Susie. “Hush, Fred-
die! I know you didn't mean to. It's
all right.”

There were tears in Susie’'s eyes and
she walked quickly away to hide them |
and Freddie came too, muffiing his{
howls as best he could. |

“Well I never!” exclaimed Margie |
turning to Polly. “What can be ()z.v“
matter with Busie?

. |
sure she would give Freddie a good |
cuff on the ear.”
|

| sniffed a

| nice I'll have to

She used .to be!n
the baddest-tempered creature! I was|c

“What?" asked Ernie. *“I suppose
now the game | 11 spoiled 1 told
you not to go and tell 8§ about her
old Clarisss until afterwards. Now I
s-pose she's gone and hit Freddie and
Freddie's gone and told Muddy-kir
and Mudd 1" Susie stairs

cried Margie.

Freddie or even|

scold. Th he's giving up

I've been wondering and wondering
what was tr er with Susie.”
“Tha ylled Ernie after
a moment of thought. *“I remembe
w she hz 4
f
§ her nic
Lent is over—except, of
glad to have some sugar aga
Margie was looking t
mouth tu ]
“I s'pose 's goin’ to be so
orm too,” she said
“What bad habit do you
to g 1p, Ern :
‘I dunno,” replie her brother.

picking a quarrel!”
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“I Think Clarissa Can Be Mended As Good As New,” Said Polly.

| “I think she's a dear!” cried Polly.
| Polly left Margie's side and ran to
{Busie and put her arm through
| Susie’s.

| “I think Clarissa ean be mended as
|good as new,” she said. “My big

“Susie, what do you think!" cried | brother, Bob, can mend anything. He:

often mends dishes for Mamma.”
| “Oh, how nice!” replied
| gulping down the last tear.
that, Freddie?
| mend Clarissa!”

Susle,
“Hear
Polly’s brother can

|
|
|
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Later the five little "
1eir- supper.
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1 cup flour,
| 1 cup bran,
2 tablespoons of sugar.
| 1 teaspoon salt.
2 tablespoons butter substitute.
4 teaspoons baking powder.

1 cup milk.

|
[ Put the sugar, salt and butter sub-

| stitute in a bowl and mix well.
|
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MUFFINS
and add to mixture.

|  Grease a muffin n of twelve 1
Add the k
| the dough is s

n and milk and beat till
mooth.
Turn at once into the muffin rings

|and bake 20 minutes in a moderate

| oven.
Turn out onto

| plate and serve

covered

{ It any left y they are fine
when s read with jam and

| Sift the flour and baking powderimmln r 1e oven
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ADAPTABLE AL
Each word end in AL,
The edible AL,

The icy AL.
The deadly AL.
The musical AL,
.The non-artificial AL.
The AL that retgliates.
The AL that pens up.
GEOGRAPHICAL DIAMOND
In Siam.
An offense,
A kind of shoe.
A country in Asla
Pertaining to
Countries.
6. To fasten.
7. In Blam.

Bcandinavian

ANSWERS
ADAPTABLE AL.—1. Victu-AL. 2.
* Glaci-AL. 3. Fat-AL. 4. Imstrument-
. 6. Natur-AL. 6. Requit-AL. 1.
Corr-AL.
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- WISHY AND WOSHY

HENEVER the boys in the
W village
Went out to play plunder and

pillage,
They'd drag little Wishy behind them
And shove little Woshy before;
Poking fun at the Twins to remind them
They were cowardly down to the
core,

Poor Wishy and Woshy were nervous
And whispered, "How ugly they serve
us—
I wish we had courage to fight them;
‘Why haven't we some of their nerve?
Perhaps there is some way to slight
them
Though be__nh'ng is what they de-

Well one day a thin little fellow
With z face that was 5ick1y and ye"ow,
Came out of a broken-down shanty
To get a good taste of the breeze,
And because he was with his old Aunty,
The big fellows followed to tease.

As soon as they started their jeering,

And whispering, laughing and sneering, __

The Twins drew their fists and went
plunging
Like billy-goats into the crowd,
And nevel stopped hitting and lunging
Till the bullies were beaten and
cowed.

3 3 1 pillage
But the Twins march ahead to remi
them
They aren’t afraid any more;
And they've drilled the big bullies be-
hind them

Into solders right down to the core
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AMIE had a very bad cold and |
was feeling cross. He wanted
to go coasting on the beautiful |
white hill in front of the house,

but his mother had sald “No"” when
he asked her, and to make things
worse she had brought out a big
brown bottle #1l of cough medicine.
She began to take the cork out, and
you know what that means. “Woof!
Woof!"” Jamie coughed, “I won’'t take
that nasty stuff!”

“Very well,” said his mother, put-
ting the cork back into the bottle.
“Then I won't do what I was going
to do for you.”

“What was {t?"” Jamle asked, eye-
ing the brown bottle.

“It was a story,” replied his moth-
er as she started toward the other
room.

“Oh, come back! Please!” Jamle
cried. “What was it about?”

His mother popped the cork out of
the bottle and held it up for him to
see. “It was about this cork,” she
said. “Do you know what cork is?"
And she poured out a teaspoon of the
medicine,

“No,” amswered Jamie, opening his
mouth and swallowing the medicine
before he thought. “Tell me about it
mother.”

“Cork grows on a kind of oak tree,”
she told him, setting down the bottle.

“It does?” Jamie asked. ‘““Where
do -the cork oak trees grow? Not
around here, do they? Did I ever see
one?”

“No, you ‘mever did, for they grow
mostly  in “eountries- in the southern

RK

supply most of the cork used.

“Is the cork tree as big as our oak |

trees, and does it have acorns on it?'
the little boy wanted to know.

“No, it is not a very large tree, only
about 20 to 40 feet high, but it does
bear acorns, und they are good to eat,

| too. They taste something like chest.

nuts.”

“I'd llke to have that kind of a
tree,” Jamie said. “Whenever I want.
ed a cork I'd go out and pick one,
and then I'd eat an acorn.”

“The corks’'do not grow on the trees
like apples, Jamie,” laughed his moth-

er. “The bark of the tree is the cork.
{

That’s what cork means—bark.”

“Oh!” said Jamie, a little bit disap-
pointed. *“How do the corks get
round like this one, then?” ¢

“Did you ever notice how the bark
peels off of poplar trees in big
pleces?” she asked.

Jamie nodded.

*“That's the way the bark of the
cork tree*peels off, only that bark is
not good. Men take sharp axes and
cut the bark under that into squares
—first across, then down. Then it is
peeled off carefully with sharp knives
with two handles. Then new bark
grows in its place. But the first twe
times the bark is cut off it is not very
valuable. The third time it is good.”

“How long does it take the bark to
grow back again?” Jamie asked. -

“About ten years,’” his mother re-
plied,

“I should think it would Kkill the
trees to cut the bark off,” Jamie said.

“No, if it is carefully done, it helps
the tree grow, but, of course, it must

| not be cut too deep nor too soon. The
first cutting is made when the tree i

about 15 years old, then it is cut again |

|every 8 or 10 years, With proper
lcare the trees live to be 150 years
old.”

“What do they do with the bark |

after they cut it off?” Jamie asked
“Well, the pieces of cork are first

soaked in water, then they are dried |
fand when nearly dry pressed flat un-|
| der heavy weights. Then they are|

heated over a fire of coals to remove
any decayed parts and to hide the
bad places. Then they are packed in
bales to sell.”

“But how do corks get round?”
Jamie asked again.

I *“Corks used to be cut out in those
round shapes entirely by hand with
very sharp knives that had to be
sharpened after every cutting. But
now there is a machine, which was in-
vented in this country, that cuts corks.”

“Js cork used for anything else be-
‘ames stopping up old medicine bot-
tles?” Jamie asked.

“Yes, indeed,” answered his mother,
"'It is used in life-saving belts because

it is light, and will keep people up on
|the surface of the water. Then, be-
{ cause it does not soak up water easlly
| it is used for inner scles in shoes, The
i little pieces that are left after cork'is
| cut, are saved and burnt to make a
| kind of black paint.”
| “Why do they use corks in bot-
| tles?" Jamie asked.

“To keep the moisture in the med-
| icine,” his mother told him.” It's
| time to take another spoonful of this
| medicine, now."

3[ And because she had told him such

i & nice story abbut cork, Jamie opened

his. mouth and took his medi
a good little boy,
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