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THE SQUIRREL’S PARTY—A STORY FOR THE WEE ONESlittle every-boyMARIE’S AND NED’S EXPERIENCE WITH TWO BEARS
By MAUD WALKER.

centre of the enclosure made by the lit
tle picnickers.

“And, now, Johnny James, you may go 
and invite the squirrel to ooroe to hie 
own party,” said the mamma, giving a 
hulled nut to Johnny James and bidding 
him to take it close to Squirrelie and of
fer it to him. . “And when he comes 

enough to bite the nut you must 
move backward a little, holding the nut 
just out of his reach, till at last you 
have coaxed him into the circle. Then 
he’ll have his luncheon right here with 
us. And after he has found that we 
are his guests he’ll not be afraid.”

And sure enough, just as sure as the 
moon is made of green cheese arid a pot 
of gold is to be found at the end of the 
rainbow, a little squirrel will go into 

circle of boys and girls to get at 
a dainty luncheon, for squirrels do love 
to eat. So it was not very long before 
Johnny James had coaxed Squirrelie to 
join the group of picnickers, who were in 
reality his guests, though it is very like
ly the little bushy tailed fellow did not 
know it. And as soon as he had eaten 
a nut or two he took up another one 
ran off with it, and to the great amuse
ment of the children—his guests—he bur
ied it beneath a little tuft of grass, and 
then he returned and got another nut 
and took it to his storehouse also.

“You see how industrious he is ” ask
ed the mamma. “He even works when 
he is given a party. But, of course, we 
excuse him for what appears to be bad 
manners, for a squirrel’s* manners are 
riot those of a well-bred boy or girl. And 
now, if you are all hungry, we’ll open 
the baskets.”

And amidst a shout of eagerness—for 
each boy and gi>l wai as hungry as 
could be—Squirrelie ran off to hide till 
the commotion should subside. And, 
strange as it may seein, that party of 
young picnickers did not take any notice 
of their host, Mr. Squirrel, while they 
were eating their luncheon.

“It’s a bad way to treat our host,” de
clared the mamma, pointing to the squir
rel that was perched on a tree limb, eye
ing the cTbwd.

“Well, we’ll have to mend hie manners 
if he wants to give boy and girl parties,”

By WILLIAM WALLACE, JR.
explained the little girl with yellow hair. 
Then she fell to eating a sandwich and 
forgot her host who was perched in the 
tree.

A dear little squirrel was frisking 
about in a big green park, when into his 
choice place came a party of boys and 
girls with a very nice lady. The lady 
was the mamma of one of the little, boys, 
jnd the other children were her son’s 
guests, and they were all going 

picnic' in the park.
“Oh, there’s a little squirrelie!” cried 

one of the children, and at once all eyes 
were turned on the little squirrel in 
question. “Say, why can’t we have him 
to our party, Mamma,” asked the little 
host of the party, addressing his mam
ma, the lady in charge of the picnic

“Well, I really think it’s more in keep
ing that the squirrel should act as host 
and we as guests,” said the mamma., 
smiling at the pretty squirrel that was 
standing on his hind feet and looking 
very much amused at the funny beings 
who had come all uninvited into his 
wood.

“Oh, then let’s call it the squirrel’s 
party,” suggested a little -yellow-haired 
girl, who wore blue ribbons and a white 
frock.

“Yes, it’s the little squirrel’s party!” 
agreed all the other little ones.

“In that case Mr. Squirrel shopld come 
and make us welcome,” declared the 
mamma. “But, you know, the manners 
of animals—especially of squirrels—are 
not like the manners of people. So we 
shall have to behave towards Squirrelie as 

animals—or he would like us to do. In the first 
place, we must let him understand that 
we are his friends and do not intend to 
do him harm. In the second place, we 
must be very quiet when he is in 
midst, for squirrels do not like too much 
noise and commotion. They are afraid 
of rdmping and shouting, and will run 
away from their' best friends if they be
have noisily. So, all be seated in a pret
ty circle—leaving room for Squirrelie to 
enter at one side—and then we’ll set out 
some nice luncheon for him and invite 
him to come in.”

The children did as suggested and sat 
as still as little mice, and then mamma 
put dut some nuts and bits of candy on 
a big green loaf which was placed in the

there a few feet away is another black 
thing—as big as the first. They are 
bears! I can see them plainly! Come 
let’s get out of here as quictiy as we 
cah. Or shall we climb a tree? If those 
briars smell us, they'll take after us, and 
we’ll never, never be able to run faster 
than they do! Oh, hurry, Marie, and say 
what we shall do!”

“We’ll run for home,” whispered Marie. 
"But let’s creep carefully from this spot, 
fqr we are so near to the—the—what
ever—they—are— that they might hear us 
if we made a noise. Come, creep after 
me. And ah soon as we’re a little way 
off we’ll sprint.”

Ned obeyed his sister and together they 
crept Healthily from the spot where fear 
had almost transfixed them. But when a 
safe distance from there they took to 
their heels and fairly flew through the 
woods, Ned falling heels over head as his 
toefetruck a vine-covered "stump. As > he 
lay sprawling there, howling with pain 
arid declaring that his toe was broken, 
arid that now the bears would overtake 
Min arid’eat him rip, Marie, always brave 
under trying circumstances, stopped in her 
mad run to assist him and to console him 
by saying they were now out of sound 
of the beam, and too near to the outer 
edge, of. the woods for the wild things to 
comê there for them. But all the wMle 
that she was consoling Ned she was trem
bling with fear for her brother and her-*

“Sister, let’s go for a walk in the] Pretty soon they reached the edge of 
woods,” said Ned to his sister Marie one : the timber and found it ,“fn“ ®nd 
fine morning. It’s cool and nice since the ; mg with the songs of wild birds. Uft, 
rain and we may have some thrillinf ex- isn’t it just like some of the forests one 
periences.” reads of in fairy lore?” cried Mane.

“All right, brother,” acquisced Marie. “Yes, and at every step I fancy we'll 
.And then they started out for the walk come upon a temble monster, or a fairy, 

I through the woods. Their surroundings or a witch,” declared Ned, a boy with a 
'were new to them, for they had been at very wild imagination. . 
the big country hotel just a day, having “I only wish that we might see some of 
trrived there in company with their those remarkable tilings, laughed Man • 
mother and father on the previous mom- “But these things live on.y in books, you 
ing. Consequently all was of the deepest know. I’d be very glad to see something 
interest to them, and as they wandered that redlly does exist-even a bear or a 
• long the shady country lane—going to- lion—but these woods have been inhabited 
ward a deèp, dark-looking wood—they by men too long to hold any wild am- 
noted with enjoyment everything they mais. But, say, Brother ,one of the lad- 

:passed. There was a little rustic bridge, ies at the hotel told mamma last evening 
crossing a tiny stream, a fine big boulder that there is a fine lake in tile woods 
near to the roadside and ever so many here. I wonder if we can find it. oh 
wild ffowers bordering their path. the lady—says it abounds witp. fish. We

“I’m so glad we’ve come to this lovely must get papa’s fishing tackle and 
place for the remainder of the summer,” here fish— ’ , .
cried Marie. “It's all so wild and beauti- But Marie stopped short and grasped 

1 ful. And just think of what we may find hold of her brothers arm. ‘What s tha. 
In the woods!” moving down there—just ahead of us—

“Yes, 1 wouldn’t wonder if there are there through that underbush? And 
lots and lots of squirrels, rabbits and Marie’s breath came quickly and her hand 
chipmunks,” declared Ned. Then a thought trembled. . .
struck him a thought that seemed not Ned looked in the direction his sister 
ouite so agreeable. “Say, sister,” he said designated, and to his horror saw a huge 
in an undertone, “suppose we should— black object moving to and fro. It was 
meet—a bear!” very close to the earth and appeared, to

Marie only laughed, then said: “Oh, be nosing about in the weeds. Anyway, 
all the bears have been killed off long whatever the object was which they could 
and long ago by the hunters of the early sec through the underbrush, it was very 
days, and not even a trace of one is formidable, and Ned, never very brave at 
left.” Marie was very brave at this min- j best, and powessing a marvelous imagina
nte, and her undaunted spirit caused Ned tien, was so frightened that he could 
to laugh at hie own apprehensions and to scarcely speak. But with eyes bulging 
cast off all fear. I and voice trembling he whispered: bee,
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GETTING EVEN
“I guess I'll get you, Mrs. Birdl” 

' Said wandering Thomas Oat. 
“You’d make a splendid dinner,

You are so nice and fat.”

to have
neara
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XV If
But Birdie saw old Tommy 

And quickly ftew away;
And as she went she sang to Mat 

“Wait—till—anoth-er—day! ”
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Little freckled Billy,
With the tumed-up nose;

And the hair of brickduet,
And the dirty clothes.

little freckled Billy,
With hie brown feet bare,

Is the chap we all love,
And he lives EVERYWHERE.

i

self.
And while in tMs predicament Marie 

was startled by human voices very close 
to them, and quickly rising from her 
stooping posture she was surprised and 
happy- to see her father and another of 
the hotel quests coming toward them. At 
the same moment her father caught eight 
of her and called out: “Why, daughter, 

had left the hotel!

there’s noe of the—the
The truth must be told atthings!”

Ned’s expense? the black object wMch a 
very short time ago he would have sworn 
was a bear now resembled anything else 
as much as it resembled that terrible ani
mal. And, Ned, now seeing with calm 
eyes, discovered his mistake.

“Why, cMldren, that dark thing is a 
man’s big black felt hat,” declared their 
papa. “And upon my soul, there’s an
other one of them 10 feet away. There 
must be two men sitting on a bank, and 
only their heads are visible from here. 
Let’s go over and see.”

“They’re sitting on the bank at the 
edge of the lake,” explained the gentle
man who was in company with the chil
dren’s papa, and who was familiar with 
the woods and its surroundings. “Likely 
they are firihing.”

And so it proved, too, upon close in
spection. There, sitting nodding on the 
mossy bank of a most glorious lake, were 
two half-grown youths, their fishing poles 
stuck into the bank beside them. Both 
started up as the -party of two men 
and two children approached, and one of 
them said:

a hang this 
must be be-

our
a

I didn’t know you 
Where*! Ned?”

Ned .raised himself on hie elbow and 
exclaimed : “Here I am, papa, and I fear 
I have a broken toe. But let’s not mind 
about my toe, but get away from here as 
fart as we can, for there are two huge 
beans down the path 
papa, look at my toe a minute, and then 
help me up.”

In a few minutes Marie had explained 
their dilemma to her papa and the gen
tleman who was with him, and the way 
both men' laughed was a sight to behold.
Of course, papa first examined Ned’s toe 
and found it was only strained a bit, but 
no bone broken nor skin .injured. “It’a 
only "a little knock,” papa explained. Then 
he rind the gentleman roared with laugh
ter over the idea that there were bears 
in the woods.

“Come, son and girlie,” said the papa,
"and we’ll just go to the spot where the 
bears are supposed to be stopping. You 
know that nearly all the great scare
crows that frighten folks half out of their 
wife prove upon investigation to be any
thing hut' ^dangerous.” And Marie’s and Ned’s papa looked at

But it was with reluctance that Mari, them and smiled," '""Talking boars, he 
and Ned followed their father apd his whispered in their .ears. “Well, that’s 
companion, and when they neared the spot about the way all terrible scarecrows 
of dinger they both warned their leaders, turn out—perfectly .harmless and nor- 
declàring that they might, be killed. mal.”

"Here!” whispered Ned, pointing “Yes, and we’U always investigate af- 
through the underbush at a dark object, ter this,” declared- Ned.
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4 imi % “Ah-ha! you juicy creature;
You’re a worm just the right rise!” 

Cried Birdie to a little worm.
“You exactly suit my eyes.

‘TU just "dip down and get you!”
But Wormie gently stole 

Beneath a sheltering tuft of grass 
And dropped into his hole. s

And as he went he murmured:
“Mrs. Birdie, go away!

I love to live too well to be 
Eaten by you to-day.”

Come,l/Sd a piece.

1
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A YOUNG HOUSEKEEPER’S LESSON?/

A young married woman walked into, a-f “Never mind, sir; don’t interrupt me,”
broke in the irate bride.

“But, ma’am,” insisted the derk, pick
ing up the piece of yellow stuff the woman 
had thrown upon the counter, “this isn't 
soap, this is cheese.”

“Cheese!” exclaimed the astonished wo
man. “Cheese?”

“Yes, ma’am, your husband bought 
three pounds of soap yesterday, and also 
three pounds of cheese. This is the 
cheese, ma’am.”

“Well, that accounts for the other 
tMng, also," said the young housekeeper, 
becoming milder in temper. ‘That’s why 
I couldn’t get a sude to-day and why— 

“I beg your pardon, ma’am," began the the weleh rabbit tasted so queerly last
night."

7n
grocery store the oter day, angry to 
the roots of her hair. Throwing a piece 
of yellow substance on the counter she 
shrieked forth to the grocer’s clerk who 
had taken refuge behind the counter:

"Here, you swindler, is the soap that 
doee the washing alone; the soap that 
makes wash day a thing of joy, when the 
housewife may sit in her easy chair and 
receive callers; the soap that makes a 
lather fine enough for a man to shave 
with, but which takes out every stain- 
no matter of what nature—from the linen.

/
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Sir&"Fish don't 
morning, gents; 
witched.”

FORTUNATE MAN.

The Hobo-Say, mister, would youse 
mind stakin’ r pore man wot ain't gôt 
no home t’ a few pennies?

Enpeck—Got no home? Say, old chap, 
playing in great luck. Why, 
stay out all night any old time

#
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'n>- you are 
you can 
you want to.

Here is the soap------”
A-rif

Ned Fell Head Over Heels as His Toes Struck a Vine-covered Stump. clerk.
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sleep the tired'tieep of the oàd and over
worked poor,” said Tommy to himeelf- 
“And in the morning they'll be too weary 
to follow me, for their breakfast will be 
scanty and they will get no strength from 
it. Besides, they must hurry into the 
fields to work, for the winter's provender 
depended upon the crop they can raise 
with their cwn old hands from a worn- 
out field that stretches stingily along a 
hillside.”

And as Tommy thus pondered the old 
uncle and aunt slept soundly on their 
pallet, which was spread on the soft 
grass that grew about their cottage. And 
they did not awake when Tommy crept 
softly from hie bed and went off over 
the hill, following the road that led to 
a city, many, many miles distant. Tommy 
had often heard of this city, but had 
never been there.

And, as he walked along through the 
dust, the calm of an August night about 
him, he began to think of the fairies of 
whom he had heard so many wonderful 
tales. Old Aunt Pag—the relative with 
whom he had lived during his orphan
hood, and who had been a second mother 
to him—had so often said to him: “May
be, my son, the fairies will bless thee 
with good luck some day. May it so 
happen.” And then she would sigh, the 
deep-drawn sigh of the anxious, loving 
and hopeful mother. And Tommy had 
wondered if, indeed, the fairies would 
come to lead him to wealth and power.

But just as he was thinking of this he 
heaid a sound beside him and, glancing 
up, beheld a etrange-looking old dame 
walking softly along the road with him. 
He had not noticed her approach, and 
had no idea how long she had been ac
companying Mm.
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CONUNDRUMS.

Why is a spendthrift’s purse like a 
thunder cloud?

Because it is continually lightening 
(lightning).

When is a hat like a heart ful of sor
row?

When it is frit.
If a man should give fifteen cents to 

one son and ten cents to another, what 
time would it be?

A quarter to two.
Why don’t they collect fares from the 

policemen on the tram cars?
Because you can’t take a nickel from a 

copper.
When are prisoners like gas?
When escaping. /
When are houses like books?
When they have stories in them.
When is a step like a great burden?
When heavy. ,
When are streets and shoes alike?
When cobbled.

w x\‘ LETTER ENIGMA-

My firet is in- tune, but not in song: 
My second is in bell, but not in gong:

My third is in green, but not in tree: 
My fourth is the same as you find in my 

three.
My fifth is in island, but not in sea;
My sixth it in spider, .but not in flea. 

My whole spells a game 
To children most dear,

Who love outdoor sports 
At this time of year.

BEHEADINGS.
(1) Behead a most important part of 

the human head and leave a kind of mois- 
ture.

(5) Behead a medicine and leave a floor 
mat.

()3 Behead a sound at arms and leave a 
whip.

!Tommy Tupper was a little hoy that 
lived a very, very long time ago. In fact, 
he lived so many, many generations ago 
that during his lifetime fairies existed— 
a thing which proves that Tommy Tupper 
was of a past age.

And Tommy Tupper (wMch was not his 
real name, but only a name given to Mm 
so that our English speaking little readers 

" may have no difficulty in pronouncing it) 
Was a very poor hoy, living with an old 
aunt and unde, who willingly shared with 
their orphan nephew what little they 
had of the world’s goods. But all three 
went to 1 bed hungry many and many 
night*, and all three went eold many and 
many winter daye. Only in the summer 
did they have any oomfojt, and that was 
because the weather was so warm that 
they needed few clothes, little food, and 
could sleep out of doors under the glo
rious skies, which" were studded with stars 
that seemed to Tommy Tupper to be for
ever winking at Mm as he lay on his 
hack looking up at them and wondering 
what they were.

And one night, as Tommy Tupper lay 
on. his pallet watching the etare wink, 
he began to form a plan in Ms mind. And 

1 the plan was for his future. He had 
been thinking of late that the sort of life 
be was leading could not always endure. 
He must get away from the poor old 

- j uncle and aunt and their poverty. But 
how was he to depart from his kinsfolk 
without their consent? And he knew 
that while he was still of tender years 
they would object to his leaving them. 
And Tommy Tupper knew that it 
their love for him that would prompt 
their refusing to grant his request to 
leave them.

“I’ll creep away at night while they
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Il Iji Vjji i5 CURTAILINGS.
(1) Curtail an implement used about a 

fireplace and leave a word signifying to 
push. (2) Doubly curtail a rude dwelling 
and leave a wheeled vehicle. (3) Doubly 
curtail an artist’s abode and leave a 
jewelled ornament worn by a man.

HIDDEN NAME PUZZLE.
By taking the initial letter from 

syllable word from each of the following 
six sentences, and writing them in the 
order in which they come, you will spell 
the name of an American inventor who 

bom between the years of 1750 and

i
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M l I : i i •» 1 «1 Ii ii !• i RIDDLE AND ANSWER.

I daily breathe, say what yon will, 
And yet I have no life:

I kindle feuds, but never kill.
Nor cause the smallest strife.

(A Bellows.)
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LESSON. NO. 21.—HOW TO DRAW A STORK.
a one-

most beautiful youthful form and face 
Jhe had ever seen. “Now, young lad, 
said the new creature—who was not an 
old woman, but a fairy queen—“I must 
ask you some questions about your uncle 
and aunt. I shall return to them and 
give them a good-luck charm. And I 
shall cure the wound in thy uncle’s leg 
and straighten the bend in thy aunt s 
back; and I shall see that their fields 
yield plentifully, abundantly, and that no 
more hunger or * cold will cause them to 
suffer. I shall make them rich and hap
py. Ah! they are noble folk to take in
to the poor house the orphan son of a 

love thee like their

“Good even’, lad,” spoke the strange l "They will grieve very hard, for they 
woman. “Goeet thou far to-night?” love me a8 their 0wn,” said Tommy,

“Ïgoing to the city,” rephed Tom- proudiy "And they may try to over- 
my. But as. I do not know how far it»teke me But that they cannot do, for 
is from here I cannot tell how long I 
shall be making the journey. Dost thou 
know whereabouts the city ie?”

“Many leagues distant, lad, and your 
young feet will become very tired, and 
thy head dizzy with distance, and thy 
stomach empty for food,” replied the wo- 

"But maybe I may bear thee com
pany. I am going in that direction.”

“I shall be glad of thy company,” de
clared Tommy, already feeling the loneli- 
ne» of being alone. “And maybe thou 
canst tell me about the Fairies, and 
where I am most likely to meet them.”

“Dost thou wish to be blest by a Fairy 
for good luck?” asked the old woman, 
looking closely into Tommy’s face.

“Oh, very, very much,” cried Tommy, 
eagerly. “I am a very poor lad, and 
have no one to. help me one little mite.

“What—and hast thou no parents—no 
kin?” asked the woman.

“I have an aunt and an uncle,” ex
plained Tommy. “But they are as poor 
as can be. Why, very seldom do we 
have enough to eat. And my uncle and 
aunt are now too old to make a fortune.
Thé Fairies do not help the old.”

“Oh, I understand,” said the woman.
“And thou dost wish to find the Fairies 
on thy own account. Am I right?”

“Yes, good dame,” admitted Tommy.
“And not for thy uncle and aunt?” 

asked the womap.
“For none but myself,” declared Tom

my. “I have run away this night that I 
may go to the city to seek my fortune.
And I hope to meet a Fairy on the 
way.”

“And thy uncle and aunt—what will 
they do when they find thee gone ?” ask
ed Tommy’s strange companion.

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK’S Depu-T

Answer to Last Week’s Puzzles. 
Beheadings: (I) Stone-one. (2) Cold- 

old. (3) Block-lock.
Curtailings : (1) Mew-me (2) Jackal- 

Jack. (3) Cane-can.
Hidden Name Puzzle: Edison.
Letter Enigma : Play.

was
1770:

If at first you don’t succeed, try, try

“^Us more.difficult to roU up a hill than 

to roll down one.
Love the truth as you hate a he.
You should not turn from duty s path. 
Learn to grow old gracefully.
Change not the old friend for the new.

they are old and feeble, - 
makes them weak. No, they 
set eyes on me again.”

“Ah, then, if thou dost chance to meet 
with a Fairy, and she gives thee a good- 
luck charm, and thou dost make thy 
fortune straightway thou wilt keep thy 
abode a secret from thy kinfolk! Is that 
thy plan?”

“Yes, for it will be through my own 
effort that I get the fortune,” declared 
Tommy. “And should my uncle and 
aunt hear of my good luck they would 
straightway wish to come and live with 
me. And I do not wish to have myself 
hampered by queer old country folk. 
They would cause the city aristocracy to 
laugh at me—no matter how rich and 
powerful I might be. You know, good 
dame, that old country folk—are made 
light of by very fine folk. And mv 
cle limps in one leg—he cut it with an 
axe last winter and a very bad wound 
made him lame—and my aunt has a bent 
back—from carrying faggots for our fire 

nd coarse feet and hands. Of course, 
they are very good old folk, and have 
given to me all that they could possibly 
give, but I could never allow them to 
appear in my castle—after I have made 
my fortune—and make a jest of me.

“Let us be seated for a moment” sug
gested the old woman. “I am a bit 
weary of walking in the dust, and am at 
the end of my journey in this direction. 
Besides, you must be very tired also.”

Tommy admitted that he was a bit 
tired in his feet, and sat down on the 
roadside After he was seated the old 
woman, who was yet standing,/threw off 
her cloak and disclosed to Tommy the

and hunger 
will never

was

man.

of my help wilt thou receive till tho* art 
truly repentant. And remembej we 
fairies can read the human heart 1 
shall know whether or not thou art tf?- 
ing to deceive thy kinsfolk and me. And 
now sit and ponder over what has hap
pened in thy young life, and repent of 
thy selfishness and heartlessness. I shall 
return to thy people to explain that thou 
art not dead nor stolen, but just running 
away, but that doubtless they will see 
thee soon, for thou art so young that thy 
heart will show thee thy follies before 
another full moon. And now adieu. I am 
off to thy uncle and aunt, who will need 
my good-luck charm.” And so saying the 
fairy queen left Tommy Tupper sitting in 
the dust, wondering how he could ever 
have been so ungrateful to the dear old 
uncle and aunt who hijd done so much 
for him. And in his young heart was 
being bom repentance and love.

streamed down hie cheeks as he

kinsman. And - they 
own, thou sayest?”

“Oh! and thou art a real, real fairy?” 
questioned Tommy, his eyes wide with 
wonder and happiness. “And will not 
thou do first for me? Oh! I do so wish 
to become rich and powerful.”

“Ah! thou art a most selfish lad,” said 
the fairy queen, a little frown wrink- 

“And thou wouldst leave

-at!

%

ling her brow, 
in wretchedness, sickness and poverty 
thy own dear kinsfolk—they that hast 
loved thee as their own, have suffered 
and worked for thee? Ah, and dost thou 
dare to beg of a fairy a goodduck charm? 
Bah, lad, thou hast yet to learn that no 
good luck could come through even a 
fairy’s charm to one who *e selfish and 
ungrateful. To thy uncle and aunt I 
shall go, and shall tell them not to break 
their hearts about the cruel lad who wil
fully ran away from them, leaving them 
in their loneliness and poverty, that he 
might the better thrive without them. 
Ah, do not ask of a fairy a good-luck 
charm! Fairies help only the gopd Re
member that. And if thou canst feel 
shame for thy conduct toward thy good 
uncle and aunt, they may take thee into 
their arms and forgive thee. But none

un-
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tears
thought of the grief he was about to 
bring to the dear old folk who had been 
second mother and father to him.

And then he saw the fairy beckoning 
to him, and she was crying put:

“Thou hast repented of tjhy sins and 
art forgiven, lad.”
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“ Good-even’, lad,” spoke the strange woman.
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