
CANADIAN COUR{IER

I For the ÂskIug
The best table »Rtcot

no more than the ponrten
c-n au b. bad, W the

sikig.

Windsor
SALIT

la sou i Practkx»fy .myr
grocry etos« in Camtla-
sud is the but

,"k for i.

Testimonly

About a znonth ago 1 received One
of your LITTLE BÂUATv HAMMOCE
CoTs and find it perfectly satisfgvtory
in every respect and would flot like
to part with it, for it ia the beat
thîng I ever saw.

Write fo*t a copy of "BAB-V'0 SI.ZP"
telfllg all about it.
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FO0R TH E

CARL'S EASTER EGGS.
iý 0 Il. just a baker's dozen apiece!

i nurmured grandma, softly, as
she looked down at the three

baskets in a row, and thirteen white
and brown eggs in each basket. She
was thiukîing of the three littie With-
erspoons, whose eyes would snap at
the sight of so many eggs for Easter.

"Bless their dear littie souls !" she
said aloud, with the very saine look
in lier dear wrinkled face that was
always there when she kissed them.
one by one.

Old Dolly's hoofs sounded on the
drive, and grandpa appeared in the
mnarket waggon. He was going to
carry the basket of eggs into, the city,
to the three littie \Vitherspoons.

"Now, father, don't trot old Dolly-
înercy, i10! Sbe'd 'seramble' those
eggs in a hurry. You keep hier down
to a walk, father."

Grandma's voice was anxious. but
how grandfather laughed! And - in
lier way-Old Dolly joined in. She
saw the joke at once. As if there wvas
any danger of bier trottin,-!

Ali hour later three little Wither-
spoonls' three pairs of eyes were snap-
ping and dancing over the safe, un-
scrambled eggs.

"I shall colour mine red and gold
and green !' jack shouted.

"I shall colour mine red. white and
hlue-threc cheers for the red, white
and blue !" sang Iaughing Nan. But
Carl said neyer a word. He counted
his treasures over and over. and ar-
ranger them tenderly in rows in the
soit grass. His littie freckled face
was serenely happy.

"Carl'hl do something funny witb
bis eggs-now you see 1" cried Jack,
"He always does funny things."

And what do you suppose was the
funny tbing littie, freckled, sober Carl
did?

Just wait a minute: laughing Nan
and jack waited a good deal longer
than that.

They waited three wbole weeks. By
that time they had forgotten Carl ever
had any Easter eggs that he carried
off and hid somewhere and neyer
"$told."e

But if they forget, Carl did not.
Tbree weeks aîter Easter he suddenly
appeared one day with bis basket in
one hand, the very same basket in
wbich grandma had sent his Easter
eggs.,

It was covered mysteriously, and
mysterious littie chirpy sounds carne
from under the cover. Somnething
scratched along the bottom softly.

"What you got inside o' that basket,
Carl Witherspoon?" jack cried.

"Don't vou wish you could see?
Well, look! They're my Easter eggs
- that's what !" Caýrl answered,
triumphantly.

And under the cover, rubbing
against each other and tumbling over
eacb other, were-yes, you've guessed
-urne little izold-yellow chickst

"I carried theni over to Mr. Browu's
old speckled hieu, and coloured my
Easter eggs yellow !" laughed Carl.-
Youth's Companion.

IN LONt-,DON.

T HERE is a very old school for
boys in Londlon, called Christ's

Hlospital. Its pupils stihi follow an
ancÎent custom. On the day aîter
Fýaister they niarcb to the bouse of the


