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Overheard in the Garden.

ETWEEN two tall, pink "holly-
B hocks in a quiet corner of the
Red Cottage garden, a 'big,
handsome spider was spinning his
web. It was nearly done. Just a
finishing touch here and™ there,
added with skill and swiftness,
and then Sir Spider stood back and
Jooked at his work with satisfied
eyes. Certainly he had no reason to
be ashamed of it.

“That’s a pretty fine piece of work,
Sir Spider.” ?

The spider looked down quickly to
gsee where the quiet. voice was com-
ing from, and soon his sharp eyes
spied the Flowers’ Friend, who, as
you Will remember, was once called
Old Warty, the Toad. He was peep-
ing from under a morning glory leaf.

“Yes,” assented the Spider proud-
ly. “I don’t believe I ever made a
better one. This is a good place to,
hang it, and I am ‘glad now that
meddlesome Miss Mattie drove me out
of the cellar with her broom. This
is all ready now for the Dew Fairies
to thread their jewels on, and I hope
they’ll come to-night. For some reas-
on or other the Dew Fairies don’t
seem to like cellars, they never come
there.” -

“I don’t blame them for that,” said
said the Toad. “I don’t like cellars
myself, but it would be hard to find
a better home than this garden. I'm

“sure the Dew Fairies love it, for they
come nearly every night.”

“Do you really believe in the Dew
Fairies ?” asked the Spider. :

“Believe in them!” cried the Toad
in surprise. “Of course I do! Don’t
you?”

“] always have believed in them,”
the Spider hastened to lain. “But
one day I heard Miss ttie say
there were no such things as fairies.”

"~ “Miss Mattie!”—the Toad spoke
with the .utmost scorn. “I have very
little respect for Miss Mattie. If she
would get out of bed early enough in
the mornings to see the work of the
Dew Fairies—the thousands of beau-
tiful jewels they hang on the flowers
and leaves and grass—she’d just have
to believe in them. I'd like her to
~see that web of yours to-morrow after
- the Fairies are through with it—all
- strung with hundreds of tiny, shiny
pearls and rubies and diamonds—and
I'd ask her who put them there. The
White Lady, now, is. much wiser, and
even Doll Dimple and Boy Blue know
more than Miss Mattie.”

“I agree with youw,” returned the
Spider. “But—did you ever see the

Dew Fairies ?”

“No. I have never seen them, and -

I don’t suppose you ever have. But
Tl tell you why. We both sleep too
sound at night. I have often thought

- I'd try to keep awake, just to see

what they look like, but I can’t.

metimes I do keep awake a long
time, but my eyes will go shut.at
last, and when I get them open again,

there hang the jewels, and the fairies .

are gone. I need lots of sleep, else
my eyes would lose their beauty. The
flowers tell me that my eyes are love-
ly. Do you they are?”

The Spider spun a slender thread,
- SWung himself down quite close to
the Toad, and took a good look at his
eyes. “Yes,” he answered. “I think
the flowers are right. - You have nice
eyes. .If only you had a body to
match them, now—.”

The Toad sighed patiently. “I
shall be all beautiful—some day,” he

said in a half whisper. :
“Nonsenae!”m the Spider. “I
never saw areally beautiful Toad yet.”
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“You won’t either—here,” said the
Toad. “The flowers tell me a lovely
story that I don’t just understand,
but I know it is true. They say my
home—.some day—is to be on one of
those little stars away up in the sky.
The stars are bigger than they look,
you know, and there are millions of
them, so there’s lots of room for us
without being in anybody’s way.”

The Spider was very much inter-
ested, and hardly knew whether to
believe this strange story or not.
“And when you get to this far-away
Star,” he -asked, “will your whole
body be as beautiful as your eyes?”

“As beautiful as my thoughts,” the
Toad corrected. “Here in the gar-
den, my eyes give you tiny pictures
of the things I se¢—flowers and dew-
drops and sky and stars. But there,
not only my eyes bfit my whole body
will-picture the things I love. That’s
what the flowers tell me.”

“I wish the flowers would' talk to
me,” said the Spider. “I’'d like to
ask them if there’s .a home for me,
up there in a Star.”

“Oh, I'm sure there is,” replied the
Tqad assuringly, “The important
thing is to get ready now to live
there.” . : :

“I’'m not 8o particular about
beauty,” said the Spider, after a
thoughtful silence. “But I'll tell you
what I do want—to be worthy of my
title.” e ‘

“Please explain yourself,” said the
Toad, somewhat puzzled.

“Did you ever wonder why I am
called ‘Sir Spider?’ T11 tell you. You
know I lived some time ago in a
school .house, and I learned a lot of
things there, especially something
very interesting about my family.”

“A long, long time ago, in a beau-
tiful land called Scotland, there lived
a good king, whose name was Bruce.
His country and his people were in
great danger, and he wanted to help

them, but he didn’t know how. And

my great-great-great-great-grand-
father helped him out of the digg;lty.
This is_how it happened:—

“The King flung himself down in a
dark corner alone to think of a plan
by which his country and his people
might be saved from their enemies.
But he couldn’t think of any plan at
all, and he felt very sad and hope-
less, until he happened to notice a
spider trying to. climb up- his little

;, high ceiling. It was

rope to the hi ing.
a ﬁqu, hard climb, and the spider fell
back, tired out, several times. But
he wouldn’t give up, and at last, after
many attempts and many failures, he
got up to his home. :
“The King saw that the spider had
succeeded just -because he kept on
ing and didn’t give up, and he
thought: ‘Why can’t I do the same—
keep on trying till I win?’ He did
keep on trying, and he did win.:
“That’s why I have ‘Sir’ before my
name—because my - great-great-great-
great-grandfather, hundreds of years

‘ago, helped a king to do a noble deed.

But you know, I never. did a great

‘thing myself, and I want to, more

than I want anything else in th

world.” . TM
“That’s a fine story,” said the

“I’m sure if the ﬂowe’rs heard it theﬁ

would say you are travelling towar

_your Star—just because you want so

rauch to be great and good. Just keep
on-thinking that way, and your chance
will come, sooner or later. Bu Sir
Spider, why don’t you go to the Jolly
Animals’ Club some evening and tell

them that story? I'm sure they/would‘

be delighted.” . _
‘But Sir Spider shook his head’ sad-
ly. “You forget that they won’t let
me in until I have done something
good. What my great-great-great-

andfather did ages ago won't .
- 1, nor open

satisfy your fessor
any doors for me.” .
“No, I don’t supliose it would,”
replied the Toad slowly. “But ygu’ll
get your chance yet, never fear!
Sir Spider’s chance came sooner
than either of them expected.
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Boys and Girls

My dear Cousins,—

As I write, I am wondering how
many of you are planning to begin
tobogganing right ‘away? It almost
looks as if winter has really begun,
doesn’t it? with snow staying on the
roads, a cold wind blowing, and the
sky that beautiful sharp blue we. can
only see in winter. I thought, some-
how, when. I made that expedition 1
told you about a few weeks ago, that
that was going to be my last chance,
and sure enough it was. I still keep
wondering about my little place
though, and when I brought my wﬂd
berries home that day, Mrs. Cousin
Mike got quite concerned about what.
the squirrels were going to do, for
she was afraid I'd left none for them!
She needn’t. have troubled, thotigh.
There were lots more in the trees,
and a squirrel can climb a tree a lot

+ better than Cousin Mike can—though

he has done it many and many a
time! :

—While we are on the. subject of
squirrels, I must tell you a tale about
one that I saw this summer up in the
lakes. He was a very saucy person,
and we used to see him sometimes
trying to get into the bread-box or
the cake-tin—anything that was out-
side and had a lid on he felt bound
to investigate. So one day, one of
the boys had an idea. @ He tied a

tring to a half-eaten apple, which he wano Wiy ol e
' ming across. the*mme. The 1

laid carefully outside, a little way
from the cottage. Then he hid him-
self behind a tree, holding the other
end of the string, and waited. In a
few minutes along came Mr. Squir-
rel, dodging about and sniffing at
everything.  Presently he saw the
apple, seized it, took a bite, thought
it was good, and dashed away with

it.. But —— he didn’t know that the 3
boy was there, and he couldn’t under-

stand why he couldn’t get away .with
the apple. So he tried again and
again; the apple jerked itself away
from ixim, and, to his amazement, be-
gan to tumble about in a very alarm-
ing fashion. .y
‘At this, he began to be angry, and
he ran up the saw-horse and. !
to scold at the top of his voice. “Bye-
and-bye, ‘though, he thought he’d
have another iot But this time he
crept slowly up to the apple, with his
eye on it all the time. When he
reached it, he grabbed suddenly, sat

_up and began to nibble away as if

he’d have to start for school in five
minutes, and wasn’t through his first
course yet. Then he discovered the

. recently
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he was pretty smart, don't yop! -

2
But look where I've got to! All
this lo letter, and no room for
more, and I meant to say somethi
quite different. But I can’s de
g:tln’: i .p!mod tho;
ven ipli it
It will say what it wants
times, and rather neglects me, -
Soxoodllgyoforafcwdays,
» Your affectionate «
: Cousin Mike,
nen

Lieut.-Col. - Bishop, V.C., D.S:0.;
M.C., the famous 'aviator, Has been
appointed ‘an honorary aide-de-camp

to the Governor-General.
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. A remarkable feat is said to- have
been performed by two French d
during one of the German offens

- Their keeper stayed in the rear of

the - retreating French army till t f'
last possible moment, waiting for

his dogs to come back to hﬂnﬂw

a message. When they retur

could not swim, but th
He chained them together

The mb’;n Militair
Douglas Haig, gives the
a _very;'x:are‘rdism"'
shares with Viscount F:
decoration, which is a fe

than the V.C,, is-only

‘have commanded-in-chi
enemy. The ribbon of
Militaire is of and
poilus who wear the ik
ation of colours enjoy
privileges, besides a

string, and without ‘a second’s stop,

began to nibble that too! In less
than no time, he had cut it right
through, though he didn’t realize for

a minute or two that the apple was
remembered

his. However, when he : 5
that Mrs. Squirrel might like a bite,
he left off -eating, and jumped away,
looking very surprised that he was

" stilk able to keep the apple! 4

The boy couldn’t help laughing at
the clever way he’d nibbled"

string. So¢ next day, he fixed a wire |

/round the apple first, and then
string, and it was funnier than ever.
Whenever the apple moved, the

squirrel moved, sometimes nearer to
it, sometimes with a big jum awahy; =

But he followed and foll till
got quite close to the house. 'Then
the funniest thing happened. For a
friend of his droppe(g

tree nearby, likewise desiring
apple, though when he came on
scene, our

didn’t know what

down from a ~ U

derness ‘of the shin if
- apply Dr. Chase's Oi

after shaving. It

food for the skin,

smooth and velvet
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It’s a new one, and I"w
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