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A Rainy Day Story.

HERE are some people who are ‘al-
T ways saving their money for a rainy
day, but once there was a Little Girl
who had a better idea than that. She
saved up stories for
a rainy day, and
when one would
come, as they often
do in the spring-
time, the  Little
Girl would say to §
her - mother, “Do j
tell me a rainy day
story.”  And her
mother would say,
“Oh, but you know
such lovely stories,
why not tell me
one?” And ‘the Lit-
tle Girl would smile
and show a funny
dimple that was
hidden in her cheek,
because this was
just what she want-
ed her mother to
say, and right away
she would begin.

“Well—once upon
a time,” and her
mother would pick up her sewing and
settle herself comfortably to listen.
“Once upon a time a Little Boy was
playing in a big garden where there
were beds and beds of beautiful flow-
ers, and gravelly pathways, and even a
little fountain in the centre; but theie
were no trees in this garden. And the
Little Boy thought how nice it would
be if there were a big, shady tree ’way
over in the corner of the garden for
him to play under. He would build a
swing in that tree and go flying up into
the tree-top, where he could take a peep
ix}xto the nests the birds would build
there.

“SO he told the Old Gardener about
wanting the tree, and the Old Gard-
ener said, ‘Come along, I'll find you a
tree that you can plant yourself, and
the Little Boy was ever so pleased, but
when he saw what the Old Gardener
called a tree he was very much disap-
pointed, because it was such a little
tree, not even as big as the Little Boy
himself. But the Old Gardener said if he
planted the tree carefully and watered
it well, some day it would grow to be
a big tree, just the kind he wanted.
“They planted the little tree, and the
Little Boy watered it every day, and it
grew and grew and grew. But the Lit-
tle Boy grew, too, and when the tree
was big enough for him to play under,
the Little Boy was not a little boy any
longer, and was too big to play under
the tree. But one day a Little Giri
came to the house where the boy, wno
used to be a Little Boy, lived, and she

“BILLIE PILKIE,”

A Fine Western Boy and His
Protector.

played under the little tree that had
grown to be an ever-so-big tree, and they
built her a swing in the tree where the
Little Girl could swing up into the tree-
! top where the birds’
nests hung—a n d
who do you think
| the Little Girl was?”
. Mothers never can
. guess these things!
“Me!—and w h o
. do you think the Lit-
. tle Boy was?”

Dear me, how
could one possibly

know!

§  “Daddy!”

How the Little
Girl would laugh and
show her funny dim-
ple when she saw
how very, very much
surprised her mother
was, for mothers are
the best people in
the world to tell
stories to, and they
would both be so
happy over the love-
ly story that they
would forget all about its being a rainy
day. M. H. €.
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Five Little Riddles.

IN spring I look gay,
Decked in comely array,
But in summer more clothing I wear;
When colder it grows
I pull off my eclothes,
And in winter quite naked appear.

A Tree.

A man made shoes, but not of leather,
All the four elements mixed together-—
Fire, water, earth, and air.

Every customer took two pair.

Horse Shoes.

I move on my head, though supported
by man;

My body is large. Tell my name if you
can,

A Wheelbarrow.

My mission is to measure hours
And with the times to keep apace.

It may seem very strange, though true,
That both my hands grow on my face.

A Clock.

Some shove me up, some push me down,
Some even crack my pane,

In winter I am often closed
To keep out snow and rain.

A Window.

THE CII{ILDREN‘GO TO THE HORSE SHOW. ‘
Thousands of Toronto’s Little People Turned Out to See the Pomies on the
.‘ Saturday Morning Which Was Set Aside for Their Particular Enjoyment. .
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Parliament Has Adjourn’ed

foed and clean living is to eal

® made of the whole wheat in the cleanest, finest, most hygienic
feod factory in the world. A simple, natural, elemental food
—-containing no yeast or baking powder, no chemicals of any
kind - just pure wheat made digestible by steam-cooking,
shredding and baking into crisp, golden brown Biscuits.

Nothing so deliciously nourishing and satisfying
after the heavy foods of Winter as Shredded Wheat
Biscuit and fresh fruits served with milk or cream.
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but the good work for pure food and clean food will go on with
unabated vigor. The best way to promote the cause of pure
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Made by

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited
Niagara Falls, Ont.
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington Street East

Make Your “Meat” Shredded Wheat i

All life 1s a “whiz"’—and every
third whiz on the road is a Ford.
it's the car of the millions and
the millionaire.—Lightest, rght-
est, most economical. Many
thousands of the seventy-five
thousand we're building this year
are being sold to owners of more
expensive cars.

All Fords are Model T’s—all alike except the
bodies. The two-passenger runabout costs
$775—the five-passenger touring car $850—the
delivery car $875—the town car $1i,100—f. o. b.
Walkerville, Ont., completely equipped. Cata-
logue from Ford Motor Company of Canada,
Limited. Walkerville, Ont,, Canada.

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE MENTION “‘THE CANADIAN COURIHR.'’



