
GIRLS.
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Dear OirlB l
tio I have really got you aE 

tcrested. It 1» just lovely to 
all the answers coming In. You .are 
doing splendidly. There was 
omission Of the rulqs laet 
which I will allow to stand 
the mistake some made in writing 
on both sides of the paper, 
week you]__
them carefully, follow them 
then send along your answers.
hopo you|

story.
—teres ting^l

when it is well
have many many more answers in 
my mall bag next week
to you all!

This
will find the rules. Read

■§&

will enjoy the continued 
I know you will find it ln- 

Send along your opinions 
Let me 
ers in 

Good luck

Your loving

AUNT BECKY.

Rules for Puzzle Competition

Only girls and boys whose family 
subscribes to the True Witness may 8. 
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 days after the puzzles 
arc 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 Puzzles.

1. NUMERICAL PUZZLE.

My whole is a large city in England 
My 1, 2, 3 is a human being. •
My 8, 9, 10, 1, is a division of the

year.
My 3, 6, 8, is a thing much used by

fishermen.
My 10, 2, 3, is part of a verb.
My 4, 5, 6, 2» 8, is to deceive.
My 2, 3, 8, 7, are insects.

2. RIDDLE-ME-REB.

My first is in cow, but not in bull» 
My second is in di*ag, but not in

pull.
My third is in rat, but not in mouse 
My fourth is in shanty, but not in 

house. 1 •
My fifth is in hake, but not in eel. 
My sixth is in touch, but not in feel. 
My seventh is in nation, but not in 

people. .' *
My eighth Is in tower, but not in 

steeple.
My ninth is in many, but not in

few.
My whole is a flower of very rich

hue. . ' "-Ù /r:'j* ‘ •' : • T1

3. MISSING LETTER PUZZLE.

When the missing letters have been 
supplied the whole will form averse 
from a well known poem by Charles 
Rfngsley. • ■■
j - X R-x o xsxextxaxd xnxl xtxhxwxlxbx 

cxexex.
!Xx n x hxexexdxnxtxrxaxtxexaxlxax

Ixnx

PETITION

2. A European state.
8. Ad American river.
4- A town in Flanders.
6. An Arabian port,
0. A seaport town of France.
7. A German city.
8. A kingdom of Italy.

1. HIDDEN NAMES OF FRUIT.

L. Eass me that map, please.
!. Miss Brown will give me longer 

lessons to-day.
I. I hope Arthur will come soon.
L. I saw our gardener, Adams, on a 

tricycle yesterday.

will lessen his suffer!^ _ 
will quickly pass when he 
the weight olf his foot. I must 
bring my letter to a close with much 
love to all the cousins and yourself. 

Your loving niece,
ANNIE CATHERINE M. 

Kensington, Oct. 13.
M « M

Dear Aunt Becky:
As this is the first letter I have, 

written to you, I do not know

7. PI.

sitNeog thha etb grinsp, hwit lal 
slowref,

Dan^ geon het emursem moppdan

Nad nutamu, ni hsi slaflese browes, 
Si gainwit rof eth trinsew wons.

what to say. Papa subscribes 
the True Witness so I thought

to

l again:- And he limped
the room, and declared he 

| ’t move at all.
But presently he got quite well, 

then he put the chairs up in a row, 
and <|id the whole thing over again.

He was standing with his back 
against the hall door, prepared to 
ruA full speed on the line of chairs, 
when old Mary came along.

She pushed Bonny dn one side and 
softly opened the door. There stood 
an old gentleman whom Bonny knew 
well. Worse, too, he came in and

would try some ol the puzzles you ! wiped his shoes on the mat. Bonnv 
were so good to write for us. I ] flew off straight at the chairs,', re- 
always read the letters in the Boys ! gardless of old Mary’s gesticulations 
and Girls- Corner, written to you. ! and heckonings.
1 was tcn years on the 21st of j “Bonny,’* said the doctor sevore- 
September last^ but T am no taller ' ly, “what arc you doing, child, mak- 
than my sister, who is only seven, j ing all this fearful noise?"
My brother, who is only thirteen, j “Oh! he’s an odd child," said 
tried to do the puzzles, but gave tip j Mary, "his poor ma lying there so 
because they were too hard. | bad tqp. I couldn’t make out what

No. 1 puzzle was as easy as pie, 
also No. 2, but I used such a lot 
of paper trying to work it out. No. 
3, No. 6, and No 8 were*also easy. 
No. 7 was hard, but we learn Ca
nadian History, fto that helped. No. 
4 happened to be in our elocution 
reader, and No. 3 I can't commence. 
1 got the word swear, an action. 
Take s off, wear; take off w, and 
ear is used as an interpretation. 

With love to all the coxisins, I re-

Your niece,
MARY E. S.

Montreal.

WORD SQUARE.

1. A girl’s nickname. 2. To detest. 3 
A title which gave place to that of 

’baron." 4. Pertaining to a divi
sion of Greece. 5. Upright.

RIDDLE.

Why is there never such a thing e 
one whole day ?

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES OF OC
TOBER 11.

Rabbit.

Philadelphia.

1.

2.

All is well that ends well.

No stir in the air, no stir in the sea, 
The ship was as still as she could 

be;
Her sails from heaven received no 

motion,
Her keel was steady in the ocean.

Clink, link ink.

Sligo, Ural, Ella, Zanzibar—Suez.

7.
General Wolfe and the siege of 

Quebec. The poem is Gray’s "Elegy 
Written in a Country Churchyard. "

8.

Mark how we greet thee 
At dawn of dewy day,
Hark how we greet thee 
With our roundelay;
While all the goodly things that be 
In earth and air, and ample sea,
Are waking up to welcome thee, 
Ttiou merry month of May.

Dear Aunt Becky:
I have been waiting for a long 

time to have the opportunity of 
writing to you, and now this week's 
set of puzzles has afforded me this 
pleasure, although I did not succeed 
in getting all or nearly all of them, 
I will not be discouraged. I under
stand that there is another set .of 
puzzles to be published in next 
week’s paper, and I hope that I 
will have wit enough to be more 
successful in working them. But 
dear Aunt Becky, I have not yet 
explained to you who I am or any
thing about myself. I am a little 
girl of nearly twelve years of age. 
I go to the Academy of Our Lady of 
Good Council, on Craig street, and 
I am in the highest class of this 
school. My name is May Murphy, 
and I live at No. 87 Dorion street, 
city, and now Aunt Becky, I think 
that if it pleases you to number me 
among your other little nieces you 
may do so, because I am going 
to try and write every week. But 
I think I had better close my letter, 
as T am afraid it. won’t be on time. 
Love to you, Aunt Becky, I remain, 

Your loving niece,
MAY M.

Oxoxrxnxaxextxoxg. .

W w w

I am a part
Change my b 

set,
Again, 1 j 
Again, I j 
Again,- 

Again,*

Pagan,
Nests.

Games, Avert,
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Mary E. Dunn ..................................
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Letters to Aunt Becky

Dear Aunt Becky: '
I have never written to the True

UTILE ODDITY
By the Author of “ Served Out."

CHAPTER I—AN ACCIDENT ON 
THE LINE.

Bonny was playing by himself, and 
making a terrific noise in the quiet 
house. Why he made such a noise 
I cannot think, because, as a rule, 
he was as quiet and dull a little fel
low as ever you could see. He play
ed at queer games, invented'wholly 
and solely by himself, or he eat on a 
little chair staring into the fire, 
when there was one, and thinking 
about no one knows what by the 
hour together. It was always a 
very quiet house, but to-day it was

the noise was, and I dursn’t leave 
her to see.”

Bonny went on with his game, 
quite regardless of their remarks. 
The doctor called him, but he only 
Stared and twisted his long thin body 
among the confusion of chair logs 
uttering groans and little shrinks, 
which ho did so naturally that the 
old gentleman asked, with a puzzled 
face> "Well, nqw, have you hurt 
yourself ?" -

But Bonny refused to say, only 
he suddenly collapsed on the floor, 
and lay there with his eyes closed 
and his body as stiff as that of 
dead rabbit, or a cat lying in 
deep sleep in the sun with all her 
paws stretched out.

The doctor took hold of his shoul
ders and pulled him to his feet, ex
claiming, "Now, what's all this ?"

“You dare!" Bonny cried fiercely 
The doctor was no favorite of his, 
especially since he had by craft and 
subtlety drawn Bonny on to his knee 
one day, and then, as Bonny de
clared, stuck a small knife into him. 
The old doctor, who knew little of 
children, never having had any of 
his own, thought he had managed 
beautifully, but Bonny never forgave 
him, and nothing would induce him 
to go on the old man’s knee a se
cond time. There was not much 
love lost between them on either 
side.

"I’m berry dead, I am," he cried 
resentfully, when the doctor made 
him stand upright. "She’s a win
dow train, and she’s tundlcd down 
and killed all the peoples. You’re 
a natity nan, so you are; and my 
window train—she’s berry good and 
plays with me all the time, she 
d6es.*-'

It Was a rapid angry torrent of 
words that Bonny flung at the doc
tor, who couldn't understand a bit 
what it was all about. The child 
always talked incoherently, and 
mixed up words in the wildest way. 
Everything was a he or a she, ac
cording to his fancy, nor was he at 
all particular how he applied the 
words, he, she, him, or her to peo-

‘Now, Master Bobny, you pick up 
those chairs and don’t make any 
more noise," Mary said; and then 
she and the doctor went away, leav
ing Bonny alone.

He put the chairs back in their 
places rather regretfully, then he 
stood with his finger in his mouth, 
staring out of the window. There 
was nothing to be seen, because the 
dining-room was at the back of the 
house, and looked on to a little 
square yard, with one very large 
pear tree in it that hid from view 
the other houses. Bonny watched 
the sparrows for about half an hour 
when the cuckoo clock on the mantel 
piece began striking.

In a minute he was standing on a 
chair gazing at the wonderful bird. 
He had often heard it say “Cuckoo" 
before, but no one had ever shown 
him the bird quite «close. Now he
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:. ... « , , . mm tmo bird quite «plose. No"so quiet that peoples footsteps on _QO o11 __ ... .«... . . , all alone, with everybodythe stairs seemed t.#i mnlre nnilo an . . . 17

before, although 
! reacting the letter*

i was QpBMeS 
d her book 

ue wr...

I am
in the 

Annie

the stairs seemed to make quite an 
impertinent creeking, and if you 
spoke above a whisper the sound of 
your voice almost frightened you. 
And in the midst of this silence Bon
ny, who had been sitting looking at 
the fire as usual, suddenly jumped 
up, dragged all the heavy dining
room chairs out of their places, and 
put them in a row across the room; 
then -he flung open the door very 
wide, marched away to the end of 
the hall, came flying in with as 
much clatter, and yells as shrill as 
he could manage, and dashed himself 
against the chairs, which had pur- 
posely been placed wnn the lege of
one tilted against 
they might

so that 
Down

of hia way, and could look at It 
long as he liked.

"She opens his meuf like the lit
tle dirde In the tree," he said to 
himself. ‘-She lives In the ploek, I 
think, an’ she's got a tall, she has, 
•cos she opens his mouf like the 
other dicky dirds. an' the/’s got 
tails. Z went to see his tall, I do; 
I'll stroke him, I will."

So ho pushed his finger In the lit
tle door, which snapped to, catching 
his finger tight.

"He’e a berry spiteful thing, he is,’ 
angrily. "Perhaps he's 
get him some red- 

I will."
downstairs into the 

and found ,

are, and if you don't cat nice bread 
you're a dainty boy, and he^H-be put 
in prison and killed, naughty, bad, 
wicked, dainty dird you are, I tell 
you.”

The door flew open, and out came 
Mr. Cuckgo, bowing and cuckooing 
as amiably as possible.

Bonny laughed with glee. He broke 
the bread and pushed it in at the 
door. The cuckoo hardly seemed to 
like it, for he said “Cuckoo” in a 
very kmg, melancholy note, stuck 
hie head out of the door, with his 
mouth open, gasping.

Bonny was rather frightened. He 
gave the bird a shove which sent 
him back into his house, pulling the 
door close with an angry bang. Then 
Bonny pulled the door open, and 
pushed the rest of the bread and but
ter indide for Mr. Cuckoo to eat at 
his leisure, for it was evident the* 
he ^ would not come out ’any more, 
even for j scolding. He was every 
touchy bird. There was nothing for 
Bonny to do. He went into the hall 
and stood a little while listening. 
Not a sound was to be beard. He 
had been told he was not on any 
account to come up those stairs, be
cause his mother was Hi, and could 
not be worried with him, but he 
had been downstairs so long that he 
thought she must be well again 
now, so he went up and. stood out
side her door.

. "Muwer,” he called out, tapping 
at the door, "let me ctA' in, I say, 
’cos I s berry tired, an’ I’ll be berry 
angry soon, I tell you."

A long silence, then a shuffling 
footstep, the door was unclosed 
about an inch, and one of Mary’s 
eyes and half her nose peeped 
through.

“Go away, Master Bonny: what a 
naughty boy you are! Go away, 
,nd keep quiet, do."

"I've keepded kriet, I have, and I 
vaut aufflh' to play with,’
«.id firmly, trying to

little open space ,

FOR SALE
Kindling Wood, $3.00; cut hard 

wood, 13.50; cut slabs, $3.00; hard 
wood blocks, 13.60 a large load ; 
also Scranton coal. J. Doran, 875 
Craig street west. Phone Main 4368.

get you something to eat."
Botrny stored at her with his 

round bood-llke eyes. "What you 
say ?" he asked slowly.

"Go up and put the nursery 
straight," she reiterated.

"Can't I come in and see my muv- 
ver ? I’ll be berry kriet," Bonny 
persisted.

' No;; go and do what I tell you."
The landing wae growing very 

Bark, for it was a dull wintry day. 
Bonny went up 18m next flight of 
stairs into the deserted nursery, as 
it was still called. It wae a room 
at the top of the house, where Bon
ny spent a good deal of his time 
playing by himself. His few" toys 
were there, and generally there wae 
a fire with a guard before It. Bonny 
loved a fire: it was quite a com
panion to him. It was brother, sis
ter, and playmate. He saw all
sorts of strange things there, 
he sat gazing Into It by Hie 
together. But to-day there 
fire, only dull aahes in a dirty 1 
The floor was littered with 
day's mess: card-b
of which Bonny was i 
coal trains, as he 
he had filled 
coal; chaire 
sticks of ■

;

when


