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Rules for Puzzle Competition.

Only girls and boys whose family
mwmmmm
compete. >

Only boys and girls who have not

Only answers whick girls and boys
le to find for them-

‘Aunt Becky Puzzle Competition,
True Witness Bldg.,
Montreal.
No paper which does not comply
with pvery rule ean be considered at

This Week's Puzzles,
1.  RIDDLE-MEREE,

My first is in baby, but not in child

My second isin tame, but not in wild.

My third is is damson, but not in
plum,

My fourth is in bagpipes, but not in
drum.

My fifth is in eel, but not in sprat.

My sixth is in racket, but mot in

. bat,

"Tis dogs delight to hunt this beast,

When they catch it they have a feast.

o oo we
2. METAGRAM.

I am an animal; change my head
and I am a caress; again, and I am
not thin; again, and I am put before
a door; again and I am an article
of clothing; again, and I am a play-
‘thing.

o8 o0 e

8. BURIED INSECTS.

1. I shall be e’er long in London.

2. Amid general consternation, he
addressed ‘the House.

8. It was partly’ his own fault.

4. Are you ' going to blow that
wretched horn eternally ?

5. I am otherwise engaged
evening.

6. He will bring national disgrace

this

on England.
e o o
4. DECAPITATIONS.
1. I.am a word of four letters ;

change my first and I fall from the
sky; change again, I am a man who
lived before the flood; drop out my
third, and I am an article for hold-
ing liquids; behead me and 1 am amn
article. :
~ 2. T am a hard substance; behead,
me, and I am a sound; again, and I
am a number; curtail me-and I am
a preposition; again and I am a
vowel.

8. I am part of a teapot; behead
me, and I am a fish; again, and T

am not in.
L .

5. GEOGRAPHICAL CHARADES.

P

My first is a color.
My second is a liquid.
My whole is a river in Scotland.
2. My first is the centre.
My second is a word denoting the
distinction between male and female.
My whole is a~county in England.
“ s wm e
.. SINGLE ACROSTIC.

My initials, read downwards, form
the name of a flower.

8. WORD SYNCOPATION.

Take a conjunction from another
word for “‘fops’’ amd leave what
every one does.

0 e o
9. RIDDLE.

What is the right kind of timber
for castles in the air ?

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES OF
NOVEMBER 1.

1. RIDDLE-ME-RER.

Chestnut.

Andwer to No. 2, Double Acrostic,
is omitted, as there was a mistake
in the puzzle.

8. GEOGRAPHICAL SINGLE AC-
ROSTIC.

Liverpool. 1. Lucerne; 2. Tonian.
8. Venice, 4. Ecuador. 5. Rangoon.

6. Prince Edward. 7. Odessa. 8.
Ochils. 9. Lizard Point.
4. DECAPITATIONS.

1. Drink, rink, ink, kin, in, n.
2. Chair, hair, air.
8. Mouse, ouse, use.

5. BURIED BIRDS.

1. Linnet. 2. Robin, 3. Hawk. 4.
Dove. 5. Lark. 6. Bat.

6. GEOGRAPHICAL ENIGMA.

In London there lived a gentleman
called Mr, Léwes, who had a little
daughter called Alice. Amongst
other pets she had a monkey and a
fine cat; But she thought the latter
greatly superior. One day the
monkey jumped over the garden rail-
ing; so she ran a race with her
friend Adelaide to catch him. In
her efforts to eclipse her friend,
Alice tripped over the wheel of a
barrow. She jumped up and ran on
without fear, although her face was
very red. By the time they caught
the monkey, it was time for Ade-
laide to bid Alice farewell and go
home.

7. NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

Caterpillar.

8. MISSING LETTER PUZZLE.

And if T should live to be

The last leaf upon tne tree
In the spring—

Let them smile, as T do now,

At the old forsaken bough

Where I cling.

9. RIDDLE.

‘ Because his gait is broken
his locks are few.

and

" ee e
ANSWERS RECEIVED.

M. E. Dunn segoeon o SR
W. E. Dumn ..,
H. O’Sullivan
Emma F.
W. G. O0’Sullivan
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| To deck the altar of our Queen—
Sweet Mary, Queen of May!

Mother, each morning when I wake,
To Jesus dear I pray,

That He will keep me for thy sake,
From dark temptation’s way;

And ere I go to rest st night,
I esk Him, in thy name,

To make me ever love the right,
And keep me far from shame.

I bring sweet flowers as e'er Were
seen
In any woodland way,
To deck the altar of our Queen—
Sweet Mary, Queen of Alayn
—Willlam MacDonald, in Austral
Light.

- o e
WHO IS SHE ?

I know the dearest little girl,
About as big as you,

Her eyes are black or brown or

gray,

Or maybe they aré blue;

But, anyway, her hands are clean:
Her teeth were white as snow;

Her little dress is always neat;
She goes to school, you know.

This little girl—I love her, well,
And see her oftgn, too—

If I to-day her name should tell—
She—might—be—you.

Letters to Aunt Becky

Dear Aunt Becky:

It is a long time since I wrote but
I must try and write regularly. We
were talking about the letters in
the corner and some of my little
school friends said they would write
if T would let them read the letters
out of our paper every week as they
do not get the True Witness, so here
we are a whole crowd of us writing
to-day. I hope they will all be in
print. I am going to school every
day and I like it very much. We
have the same teacher as last year.
Her name is Miss Mary Falls. There
are forty-two pupils coming to our
school, but only twelve are Irish. I
made my first Communion last year.
My grandma went to Boston last
week, so I am very lonesome. Well,

dear Aunt Becky, T haven’t much
news, so I must close my letter,
Good-bye, from
Your loving niece,
MARY E.
Frampton, Que.
o oo o

Dear Aunt Becky:

I heard of some very nice little

letters in the True Witness, so I
thought 1 would write also, but
perhaps I am only writing for the
waste basket. I am living with my
grandpa. I am going to school, but
can not go very regular so I must
try and make the most of my time.
I am learning French also. I am
in the fourth book in English. Win-
ter will soon be here. I will be
glad to see the snow coming, for
then we can slide. I like winter
for that reason, but Jack Frost
sometimes nips my ears unless I keep
them covered.

Well, Aunt Becky, this is long
enough for the first time. Hoping
to see my letter in print. I am

Your nephew,
THOMAS C.
Frampton, Nov. 6.

s en e

Dear Aunt Becky:

This is the first time that I tried
to write to you, but I found the
letters so nice in the True Witness
that I decided to try, and I hope
to see my letter in print. 1 write
to my mamma almost every week.
She lives in Montreal, but comes to
sée us every summer. My dear
papa is dead. I live at my grand-
pa’s with my brother and my two
little sisters. My youngest sister is
only two years old; her name is
Theresa. I am going to the same
school as Mary Enright. The teacher
is a cousin of mine. We made our
monthly compositions last week and
I won the prize. Last month it
was Mary Enright. I am ten years
old. .. I did not make my first Com-
'munion . yet, but T will next year.
‘Well, Aunt Becky, T will say good-
; . Your little niece,

1hole and corner, not omitting

1ITTLE 00T

By the Author of “ Served Out.”

CHAPTER III.—HIDE AND SEEK,

Old Mary was in terrible conster-
nation when she went up to the nur-
sery with Bonny's tea and could find
him nowhere.. She called him, she
looked all round the rooms, she
went downstairs, she came up again,
and yet no Bonny was to be seen.

‘“It’s some of his mischief,”” she
said to herself; ‘‘he’s hiding some-
where, just to plague me. He could-
n't disappear up a chimney or
through a keyhole, so in the house
he must be.”’

It wasn’t as if he went out by him-
self ever; he npever did. Besides,
there were his hat and jacket in
their usual place. Nothing had dis-
appeared but Bonny himself.

It was most mysterious. Suddenly
a dreadful idea occurred to her. She
ran to the window, and
threw it up hastily, and stretched
her head out. To her intense re-
lief there was no sign of Bommy ly-
ing in the bit of front garden be-
neath; so he bad not fallen out of
the window,

‘““But where is he?”’ said Mary
to herself. ‘‘He is a little imp of
mischief avhen he takes it into his
head, and he is hidden up in some
odd corner; but you'll soon have to
come out of that, Master Bomny,
and so I tell you.”

But if Bonny were hidden he had
done it pretty cleverly, for Mary
could not discover his hiding-place,
try as she would. She looked in
the funmiest places. Under all the
beds, in the cupboards, behind the
curtains, under the chairs, in all the
beds, behind every door, and in
every odd corner where a child could

squeeze. Then she opened all the
drawers, and peeped into all the
boxes upstairs, under the wash-

stands, and moved everything on the

shelves and tops of the cupboards.

Then she patted all the pillows and
unrolled all the boisters, and by that
time she must have been beginning
to think that witches or fairies had
been at work, for she turned up the
carpets, shook the curtains, stripped
the beds, and peeped into the |
neys.

chim- |
In none of those places, how—!
ever, did she find the least trace of
Bonny. So she slowly ulmmlom-rl]‘
the bed-rooms and went downstairs |
—not until she had made an excuse !
for searching in her mistress’s room
under ‘a pretext that she had drnp—‘
ped something. She looked out of
every window, turned out the side-
board cupboard¢s and drawers, shook
all the curtains downstairs; turned
out Mr. Cameron’s waste-paper bas-
ket, and looked into the coal-scut-,
tles. Then she descended to the '
kitchen and narrowly inspected every
the
dustbin, but still no Bonny was to
be found. And then Mary began to |
grow very nervous. for it was get-
ting dark, and presently Mr. Camer-
on would be home.

*“I know,"’ she saidsuddenly. “He's
dodging me about. While I'm look-
ing in one place he slips into an-
other. It wants two to look for
him. And with this idea Mary was
tolerably satisfied, for in the house
she knew he must be. She did not
dare say a word to her mistress,
who was too ill to be worried by
any alarming news; and as she could
not sit still she went up to the top
of the house and began the search
over again, looking as people do
when they keep on searching and
searching and cannot find a thing,
in every place possible .-and impossi-
ble. :

At last she heard Mr. Cameron’s
footstep in the hall.

‘““Please, sir,”” she said, in much
trepidation, for everybody was more
or less frightened of him, ‘“Master
Bonny’s hiding up somewhere and I
cannot find him.”

“Then look again,’”” Mr. Cameron
said shortly. ]

It seemed to him an absurd piece
of impertinence on Mary’s part to
come and ask him to play hide-and-
seek with Bonny the moment he en-
tered the house.

‘“Please, sir, I have looked again,””
Mary replied.

"“Well, then, look further,”

"Blit I've looked everywhere, and
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angry to be led such a chase. Mr.
Cameron’s words had stung her self-
importance. She was in the habit
of thinking she could manage every-
thing and everybody. and. to be beat-
en by this
much.

But Mr. Cameron’'s wiomer had to
be sent up. While she was doing
it she kept on peeping about, which
made her rather slow. While she
was dishing up the potatoes she ran
and took the copper lid, peering in
there, and another time the | meat-
screen had to be pulled out of its
place against the wall.

As soon as Mr. Cameron had fin-
ished his solitary meal he went as
usual to his wife’s room. When at
last he came out he rang the bell
and said, ‘‘If Master Bonny’s not,in

bit of a boy was too

bed I'll have him now for a few
minutes.’’

‘“Master Bonny's not found yet,
sir.’’

““Not found,” thundered Mr., C(a-
meron, ““whatever do you mean?”’

“I can't find him anywhere, sir :
I've looked everywhere. Where that
child’s hid hisself 1I'd just like to
know."’

‘“Goodness me, woman, what are
| von trying to sayv?"” Mr. Cameron
cried, in his abrupt manner when
put out. ““Do you mean to tell me
that vou've not found that child
vet #  The woman must he mad.””

“I think, sir, you'd bette look
vourself,”” Mary said, with much
haughtiness.

““Tell me this Is the enild in the
house ?'’

““Why, yes, sir Of course he is
He's never allowed out aloneé.”

* ‘Never allowed’ is all very well
How do you know he hasn't gone

out without being allowed 2’

‘‘Because his hat and jacket hasn't
been touched. Besides,”’ added Mary,
feeling that her sagacity had been
shamefully impugned, and that her
reputation was at stake, ‘‘do

you
suppose, sir, that child could leave
this house without me knowing it,
what has my eye on him the whole
day long; besides, a timid bit of a
thing like him, what's terrified at
the sight of a dog, wouldn't dare
£o out into the streets in the dark,

you'll be sure.”’

““When did you last see him?'' Mr.
Cameron asked.

Mary was. a little bit confused on
this point herself, and really she
hardly knew how long she had spent
in looking.

“Well, he was downstairs with me
safe enough all the afternoon till
tea~time; then I sent him up and
told him I was coming directly, and
up he went, straight off to the nur-
sery, and -I am sure, sir, he's never
been down them stairs since.”

‘““Then it’s easy enough,’”’ and -ag

he spoke, Mr. Cameron strode up-
stairs.

But he did not find Bonny either.
Mary followed him from place to

place like a shadow. Not only
was Bonny not to be seen, but not a
sound of him was to be heard. When
they both came downstairs they
stood looking at each other, as
Bonny himself might have said, “‘like
two stupids.””

““The child is lost,’”” Mr. Cameron
said, in an awful voice. ““And you
with your dodgings, have done a
clever thing now.'’

‘“He's never left this house, I'm
quite positive,”” said Mary; “but
there always was something odd

about that child, and this is
oddest of all.
well have melted like one of his
dolls; for all T can tell where he

the

-| ticularly ‘dark or fair; very
He might just = a&y

the'child must be in thé house, but
for that one strange fact thas, look
as they would, they could find no
trace of him. So it was clear that
he was not in the house. But, then,
where was he ?

The only thing he could iiiak of
was that the child must have been
stolen. Some tramp had, perhaps,
come to the door while Mary was
out of the way, and, seeing the child
alone, had carried him off. That
was a strange thing, too, for Bonny
oould scream loudly emough when he
chose. Moreover, when he camse to
question Mary, she declared, im ‘the
first. place, that she had never gone
away out @f hearing, and left Bonny
alone in the kitchen, although he did
sometimes come down with her for
a change; and, in the second place,

she knew TLondon ways too well to
go upstairs, and leave her doors un-
locked for tramps to walk in. Not
she.

Something must be done, so Mr,
Cameron went out, charging Mary
on no account to breathe a  word
to her mistress He started forth
pretty hopefully, and after a few
minutes’ consideration made straight
for the police station

“If the child has been taken away
the police will be sure to find him,”’
he said to himself. At the same
[ time he stopped at  several shops
{where he was known, to inquire if
:;my\hm;: had been seen or heard of
{ Bouny, and also asked every police-
man he met, but without result.

I It was alrcady mmne o-clock, quite
j dark, and a drizzling, wretched even-
ing.

i At the police station he met with
{ no better success In fact, if Bonny
had been a goldén coin, which if you

drop out of doors you know you
never find again, he could not
have disappeared more completely.

Mr. Cameron was now not only
perplexed, but seriously uneasy. He
asked the superintendent who waited
upon him what he thought eould
have become of the child. Had he
ever heard of children being stolen
away from their homes ?

Oh, yes, bhe had heard of such
things.

will

‘“Were they. easily found again?’’

“Well, yes; they were generally
found in a few days; but it was a
pity the child had not been missed
at once. Three or four hours was ‘a
great loss  of Mr. Cameron
better describe the child that
! the police might know what to look
for.”

time.
had

Now Mr. Cameron was a man who
took very little notice of children,
and he hesitated, wondering  what
there  was about Bonny different,
from other. children by which he
could be known. The man brought
a pen and paper and stood waiting.

“Girl or boy?’" he asked, thinking
Mr. Cameron a slow sort of indivi~
 dual.

‘‘Boy.”

“How dressed 77’

“1 couldn’t. say.
dren, I expect.’”

““What age 7'’

‘“Nearly seven.”

‘““Name ?*’

‘“Robert Douglas Cameron.”

‘“Well, now, please describe
child: ‘dark or fair, stout or = thin,
quick or slow, any marks. or scars
and so forth.”” i

Mr. Cameron pondered,

“I never noticed that he

Like other’ chil-

like other chil

than fair; not f
fat: rather a plain




