
ANSWERS RECEIVED.

BOYS The following sent In answers: 
Walter G. O'Sullivan 
Harold O'Sullivan
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Puzzle Competition

* !

Buies for Puzzle Competition*
Only girls and boys whose family 

subscribes to the True Witness may 
compete.

Only boys and girls who have not 
yet passed their fourteenth birthday 
can compete.

Only answers which girls and boys 
have been able to find for them
selves may be sent In.

Answers to be neatly written in 
Ink, on one side of the paper.

Answers to be numbered properly.
Answers to be in before Saturday 

morning ten daÿs after the puzzles 
are published, addressed to 
Aunt Becky Puzzle Competition, 

True Witness Bldg.,
Montreal.

No paper which does not comply 
with every rule can be considered at
all.

This Week’s PuzzVs.

1. RIDDLE-ME-REE.
My first is in cheap, but not in rear
My second in fright but not in fear.
My third is in pepper but not in salt
My fourth is in stop, but not In halt.
My fifth is in tug, but not in pull.
My sixth is in cotton but not in 

wool.
My seventh is in buy but not in 

place,
My eighth is in foot but not in face.
My whole is a well-known fruit 

you'll see,
So now I will end my riddle-me-ree.

2. DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. An article of clothing.
2. To decrease.
8. Ah illness.
4. Stuff made from flax.
8. The Latin word for Italy.
6. To pinch.
7. A grand entertainment.
8. A row ( one above the other. )
9. To hinder.
10. Natural.
The initials and finals read down

ward form the names of two great 
generals.

8. GEOGRAPHICAL SINGLE AC
ROSTIC.

1. A lake in Switzerland.
2. A sea at the south of Europe.
8. A town in Italy.
4. A division of South America.
6. A town in Burmati.
6. An island of North America.
7. A -town in Russia.
8. A range of hills in Scotland.
9. An English cape.
The initials read downward form 

the name of an English seaport.

4. DECAPITATIONS.

Emma F..........................     4
Maude Creighton ......
Mary M. Massam ....................  8
Annie Massam .........................    8
Annie Lapine .....................................  8
Washington Raymond ...................  8
Mary Sanders ................................... 3

OMITTED LAST WEEK.
Annie Lapine .....     5

Letters to Aunt Becky

ter called ( a point in Italy ).
Amongst other pets she had a (a 
cape in Nicaragua) and a fine (is
land in the Bahamas) but she 
thought the latter greatly (a lake 
in America ). , One day the ( cape.
in Nicaragua ) jumped over the gar- j 
den railings; so she ran a ( cape in ! I)ear Aunt Becky:
Newfoundland) with her friend (a 1 cannot answer the puzzles, as I 
town in South Australia ) to catch am too young, but my brother is 
him. In her efforts to (a sound in j writing them and he is going to 
the Arctic Ocean) her friend (a 
point in Italy) tripped over the 
wheel of a ( cape in Alaska ). She 
jumped up and ran on without (a 
cape in the United States) though 
her face was very (a tributary of 
the Mississippi ). By the time they 
caught the (cape in Nicaragua) it 
was time for ( a town in South Aus
tralia ) to bid ( a point in Italy ) 
(a cape in Greenland)and go home.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

My 1, 2, 8, 9 is to shout.
My 1, 2, 3 is a nice animal.
My 5, 10, 8, is a nasty animal.
My 6, 7, 8, 9 is a medicine.
My 11, 10, 1, 4 is to run swiftlv.

My whole is an insect of eleven 
letters.

8. MISSING LETTER PUZZLE.

Axn xf x sxoxlx lxvx tx bx 
Txe xaxt xexf xpxn xhx txex 
lx txe xpxixg,—
Lxt xhxm xaxgx ax I xo xox,
Ax txe xlx fxrxaxex bxuxh 
Wxexe x sxixg.

Why dhould it be easy to break 
into an old man’s house?

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES OF OC
TOBER 18TH

1. DIAMOND PUZZLE.
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2 BURIED ANIMALS 

Cow, horse, bear, swine, monkey.

8. BEHEADED AND CURTAILED 
WORDS.

Swan, tram, 
chat.

ewer, trash, crowd,

4. RIDDLE.
The earth.

1. I am a beverage; behead me, 
and I am a place of amusement; be
head me again, and I am a fluid; 
transpose me and I am your rela
tion; behead me and I am a preposi
tion; behead me again and I ax 
found in every mansion in the land.

2. I am a seat; behead me and I am 
an animal filament; behead me again 
and I am atriiosphere.

8. I am a furry animal; behead me, 
I am a river; behead me again, and 
I am something we ought all to wish 
to be.

5. DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

Shovel—N elson. 
Heave. 8. Oval, 
Echo. 6. Lion.

4. Vessels.

6. BURIEIL. BIRDS.

1. Here is some muslin, Netta, to
make a cap.

2. Thieves usually rob in the middle 
of the night.

8. What is the difference between a 
hip and a haw ?

4. I do very much love riding.
6. There is the pedlar, "Knives to 

grind," he cries.
6. Fetch the cab at three o’clock 

thie afternoon.
7. Let us go for a row, love, on 

the river.

6. GEOGRAPHICAL SINGLE AC
ROSTIC.

America. 1. Atlantic Ocean. 2. 
Manchester. 8. East Indies. 4. Rot
terdam. 6. Ireland. 6. Carlisle.
7. Aberdeen.

7. RIDDLE-ME-REE.
Orange.

8. BURIED PROVERB 

Make hay while the sun shines.

9. MISSING LETTER PUZZLE.

The splendor falls on castle walls. 
And the wild cataract leaps In glory 

The long light breaks across the

send them to-morrow. I and my 
three brothers go to schhol; one is 
in the first primer, and the other 
two are in the fourth reader, and 1 
am In the second reader. Our tea
cher’s name is Miss Mazerall. Your 
puzzles are very difficult, Aunty, I 
don’t think you will lose much in 
giving the prizes. It is raining very 
hard here to-day. Now, I guess I 
will say good-bye.

From your little niece,
LENA R.

Kouchibouguac, Oct. 22.

Dear Aunt Becky:
As I have not written for 

so long I thought that I 
would write to the comer. I am 
going to school nearly every day 
with my sisters. I think Joseph 
must be a nice little boy, he writes 
so regularly. I like to read his lefc- 
ters, as he is the only little boy 
cousin that writes to the corner. 
Well, dear Aunty, I guess I will 
close. Love to the cousins and 
Aunt Becky.

Your loving nephew,
HARRY O’N.

Lonsdale, Oct. 19.

Dear Aunt Becky:

As my brother was writing I 
thought I would write also. Every 
day seems to be getting more and 
more like winter. I intend going to 
Deseronto to-morrow with papa and 
mamma. I expect I will have a 
nice time, as Deseronto is a very 
nice place. I think I will like to 
go to the market, as I was never 
on the market before. My sister and 
little brother are going to keep 
house. The very sad news of the 
death of Mr. J. Shannon came to 
this vicinity yesterday. He was 
drowned at Three Rivers, Que. His 
parents reside iri this township. Well, 
dear Aunty, as my letter is already 
long, I guess I will say good-bye. 
Lofve to the cousins and Aunt Becky.

Your loving niece,
ANNIE O’N.

Lonsdale, Ont.

WHEN THE ANGELS SAID GOOD
BYE.

I have a little sister with the dear
est little cry,

Guess she learned it from the an
gels

When she heard them say good-bye, 
Cause it must have hurt their feel

ings
When they let her come away,
For they knew tnat when we saw 

her :
We’d surely make her stay.

Papa says, and so does mamma ( and 
fl know it, too, myself ),

For I was the "girly baby”
Till we found this little elf,

That we must not think her angry 
When we hear her little cry,
For she learned it from the angels 

When she heard them say good-bye. 
—H. Santford Smith.

"But what were you spying your 
letters for ?" \

"Why, I didn’t know any prayer, 
only I felt that I wanted God to 
take care of me, and help me take 
care of the sheep; so I thought that 
if I said all I knew He would put it 
together and spell all I want." x 

"Bless your heart, my little man, 
He will, He will. He will. When the 
heart speaks right, the lips can’t say 
wrong.’’

MARY McGEE'S HAPPY DISPO
SITION.

Now if you or I on a windy day, 
Were hanging out clothes like that, 
I’m afraid we should be just a little 

provoked,
If the wind blew off our hat.
But Mary McGee 
Is wiser, you see.
When it blows you will here her cry: 
"Never mind, Mr. Brezze,
The more you tease,
The quicker my clothes will dry."

11TTLE ODDITY
By the Author of “ Served Out."
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By-and-by his father came down 
again. He called Bonny. "Look 
here,’’ he said severely, "why did 
you tell a story and say your mo
ther was dead ?"

"Peoples Is dead," Bonny muttered 
to himself in an injured tone. "They 
tundled out of the window train, 
and all killed."

His father looked at him angrily 
for a moment, then his face relaxed. 
"I suppose it’s only stupidity,” he 
exclaimed. "You can take him down 
with you, Mary."

So Bonny went downstairs and 
feasted on tea and hot toast, which 
he devoured ravenously, for he was 
very hungry, and had no idea that, 
he had done dr said anything wrong.

A SHEPHERD BOY'S PRAYER.

A little lad was keeping his sheep 
one Sunday morning. The bells were 
ringing for church, and the people 
were going over the fields, when the 
little fellow began to think that he, 
too, would like to pray to God.

But what could he »ay, for he had 
never learned any prayer? So he 
knelt down, and commenced the al
phabet—A, B, C and so on to Z. A 
gentleman, happening to pass on the 
other side of the hedge, heard the 
lad's voice, and looking through the 

saw the little fellow kneeling 
with folded hands and closed eyes.

CHAPTER I—Continued.

He began in a half-hearted way to 
put the things into a little cupboard 
kept for them, but he was growing 
very cross, and he could not help 
taking up the dolls and smacking 
and pinching them a bit, just to vent 
his ill-temper. Of course they had
n’t done anything to him, but then 
people often did nasty things to 
him when he hadn't done anything 
to them, and he was not allowed to 
pinch and smack them, so he vented 
it on the dolls, and I believe that 
was the only use he ever made of 
them; for he wasn't really fond of 
them a bit: but then, Bonny was a 
very odd child altogether.

Presently he wandered to the win
dow and stared out. There were 
houses opposite, and in one of them 
there was a splendid fire which light
ed up all the room, and let Bonny 
see everything inside it. He forgot 
all his loneliness and his ill temper. 
His nose was pressed flat against 
the window-pane, and his round eyes 
opened as wide as they would go. 
There was a little girl with long, 
fair curls and a lady dancing about 
together, and there was another lady 
sitting down with her back to Bon
ny. She was doing something with 
her hands, for every now and then 
he saw them moving quickly up and 
down. But stranger than all, there 
was a gentleman standing behind 
her, moving one hand up and down, 
backwards and forwards, just like a 
mechanical toy of a man shaving 
himself that Bonny had seen in a 
shop window. It was all very puz
zling to Bonny, who could not make 
out a bit what they were doing. In 
a few minutes more the laay ana the 
little girl came to the window. The 
child laughed and nodded, and then 
down went the blinds, and all was 
blank.

Bonny turned away. It was get
ting quite dusk. He peered into the 
corners and found all the dolls, and 
pinched them till they ought to have 
been black and blue. But his dis
appointment was so great that 
pinching was not enough to express 
his feelings; so he pulled the hair off 
one, and twisted the head off an
other. "Now," he said, "you’re 
berry dead, you are, ’cos you’ve got 
spiteful faces, and stares like a stu
pid." Then he went downstairs, 
feeling cross.

Standing in the hall was his father 
who had* just let himself in.

"Here, Bonny," he said, "what are 
you doing down here in such an un
tidy mess? How’s your mother?"

Bonny stared for a minute and 
then said. "What ?"

"There, don’t look at me in that 
daft way, child. How’s your mo
ther ?"

When Bonny was cross he poured 
out torrents of words with little 
sense in them, jumbling up together 
all the things that vexed and an
noyed him. He was very cross just 
now. ,

‘'‘She’s berry dead," he said 
quickly, all the words running one

CHAPTER II—“BEAZLES" 
"WINDOW TRAINS."

Bonny’s mother had been an inva
lid ever since he was born. It was 
not often she could bear the worry 
and noise of a child about her, so 
poor Bonny, who had neither bro
thers nor sisters, was left a great 
deal to himself. His father was 
out all day, and when he came home 
in the evening either shut himself up 
with his books or went and talked 
with his wife in her room. He was 
a quiet, grave, stern man. Twice a 
day Bonny was taken into the din
ing-room to see his father, but 'he 
did notmucli enjoy these visits, when 
he was Obliged to be quiet, and was 
given nothing to amuse him. Cer
tainly Bonny did not make himself 
very attractive on these occasions, 
and always showed that ho was glad 
to get away. Mr. Cameron also was 
not sorry to get the visit over. He 
knew very little of children, and ex
pected that when Bonny began to 
talk he would give rational ans
wers to simple questions, and show 
an interest in anything he told him.

Bonny, on the other hand, talked 
very indistinctly, and showed very 
little sense. Mr. Cameron was not, 
amused, as most people are, by the 
silly inconsequent chatter of a small 
child. It rather irritated him, ^and 
Bonny seemed particularly stupid. 
He was fond of staring in his fa
ther’s face, and asking "What?" a 
great many times. This habit so 
exasperated Mr. Cameron that he 
gave up talking bo the child except 
in commonplace sentences of which 
he could hardly mistake the meaning.

The only servants of the house
hold were old Mary—whose time 
was much taken up with her invalid 
mistress—and a boy, who helped 
downstairs in the morning. Mary 
looked after Bonny’s needs very con
scientiously, but she had little time 
to spare to play with him, so that 
altogether it was a dull life that the 
child led. But he amused himself 
so well upstairs in his old nursery 
that no one thought he was at all 
miserable or unhappy; and Mary 
qnite believed that he liked playing 
by himself far better than he would 
care to have other children with 
him, and she always told her mis
tress so.

Just now Bonny’s mother was 
very ill, and Mr. Cameron had sent 
for his sister to come and stay with 
her till some other nurse could be
had.

then he crawled out again and went 
into another, where he hopped about 
on his hind legs for a while; then 
into another, where he growled and 
paced backwards and forwards, with 
an angry face. Presently an idea 
seemed to strike him, for he took 
three chairs, and—with many strug
gles—piled them up one on top of 
another in a corner. Then he began 
climbing up them in a very cat-like 
fashion. But presently one came 
toppling down, rolling Bonny over 
on the floor. He did not utter a 
sound, but picked himself up and 
began again, and at last, by the aid 
of another chair and the fire-guard, 
stood on the topmost one leaning 
against the wall.

He looked all round with a kind of 
fixed stare, and presently his eye 
lighted on his aunt. He did not 
smile or move, but only kept his 
eye fixed on her for several seconds, 
with a perfectly blank expressionless 
stare. Then he carefully descended 
from his height, and began crawling 
again on the floor.

His aunt was a little amused, but 
more frightened. She had never seen 
much of children, hut she was fond 
of them, and a favorite with many 
she knew. However, she had yet to 
make friends with Bonny, so she 
went into the room and called him

He paused a moment on all fours, 
turned his head round, and looked at 
her. Then he went on with his

-«ook here. Bonny," she said, 
dragging him up in her arms, "I 
want to talk to you.”

“What ?”
“T want to talk to you. I’m Aunt 

Lucy, you know, and 1 have some
thing nice in this little bag for 
you.”

Bonny eyed the hag very solemnly.
In fact, he had never smiled once 
since his aunt had seen him. “I’ll be 
all the lieazles,’’ he said, "and then 
I’ll cun, 1 tell you. Bid they be 
nice heazles ? Yes, they was berry 
nice beazles. Bonny likes ’em?"

So he slipped away down on the 
floor again, and went the whole 
round of the dens until he came to 
the pyramid of chairs. He was very 
solemn over it all, and never hurried 
himself. When he had stared at his 
aunt for about two minutes he des
cended and came beck to her.

“What is that game you nave been 
playing, Bonny ?” she asked.

"It’s beazles gane," he said, star- 
ing up into her face With very round, 
bead-like eyes. "Beazles in the Zoo 
—lions, tigers, bears; she growls like 
this, and climbs up a pole; one bea- 
zle hops about all funny like this, 
he carries a tiny with him, and 
pokes its head out. Did I go and 
see him? Yes. I did see him, I tell 
you."

“Was it a kangaroo, Bonny ?" 
“What ?’’
"A kangaroo. Was that the name 

of the beast that carried a tiny 
baby it its pouch ?"

"Yes, he was a kamroo, baby kem- 
roo; that’s what I tell you."

‘‘Well," said his aunt to herself, 
"this is a very noticing little boy, 
although he talks indistinctly, and 
is not well-mannered." It was time, 
she thought, to bring the cakes out - 
of her bag.

Bonny was delighted with them,The next day she arrived, and „ , . ... .. , . . , .although he did not say "Thankas soon as she found an opportun!- ' yQU ,,
ty she went up to the nursery to
take a peep at the little nephew she 
had not seen since he was a baby. 

He took no notice whatever of the

"Cake for kamroo ?" he asked. 
“Yes, if you like."
"Then I’m kamroo, so I'll eat

I hirp. Kamroo likes cakes, he do 
visitor standing in the doorway, but _ .. ... . .1 that. You ve got a plock. Let me

see him." He pointed to his aunt's 
watchchain. She took out her

went on playing with a solemn and 
intent face. Mrs. Giles stood and 
watched.

The room was in terrible disorder 
All the chairs were laid down on the 
floor long ways and put together in 
squares. The high guard had been 
dragged away from the fireplace a-nd 
laid across a recess, leaving only

watch to show him.

( To be continued. )

into another. “Old nan doctor, he j ju9t a little aperture at which to 
stick little knives fn him, he do. j gG in and out. The table—a square 
and pull her head off, ’cos she stares ! one—was pushed into another cor- 
like a stupid, and she berry dead, I j ner> with the cloth all hanging down 
tell you." > i at the back, and kept so by the few

Mr. Cameron heard little else \ articles left from Bonny’s breakfast, 
than the word "dead," for he never j ft pjmv 0r_two of coal, and some 
was able to make much out of Bon- 1 broken toys. Bonny was crawling 
ny’s gibberish. He" thrust" the child About the floor. First, he went into 

, and ran up the stairs to the ono unie chair house, where he fia'
saue&king,1 -Cl

FOR SALE
cateract leaps

my little
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Kindling Wood. $2.00; exit : 
wood, $2.50; cut slabs, $2.00; 
wood blocks, $2.50 a’ la
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