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My Deer I

for
WJLBÜR W.—tiled to woleeme you 

u e member of the Corner end hone 
that In a tew days rou will write 
me a letter like other members ol 
the Corner.

ri to ran for not with
gags 321S
aeraro cole end to work when a tel- 

care Is not

It doeent natte right to me," 
said 0 readme Bellows. “It’s deoetr- 
In», and If it la wmeg to deoelre la 
Januarr, whr lent * wrong the first 
of April Î"

"But It’s each ton." said Phil, "and 
everybody knows rtm didn't mean 
any harm."

Mnhol and Lena had Quarreled
Neither of them could quite tell how 

It happened, but by the Mue jay, who 
was sitting In. a crotch of the oldlow la uder the doctor's_____

wlu he able to giro you a good long 
chat on a number of subjects. '

I wish yen alt to w 
tomnhar totim Cornet, he Is Wilbur

Æ't'JS'iSftWSLS-

Sr?- ^'ZttJSzs.
Btbs*’ In her letter presents a reel 

food suggestion. She asks nU to en- into a competition with her/S 
see how many can say that they hare

to aay that they wtil write nenrS 
every week.

•Ja* sbu would Oho the members ct 
the Corner to correspond with her as 
she Ukos to write letters. I util a<k 

possible to write to her, 
hut »t the eame time dont tirget 
ttm you all owe a letter to Uncle

Them

PBKKMB—tiled to hoar from you 
Win and happy to know that you ure 
enjoying good health. It certainly 
now looks as If the spring weether 
has arrived although It has been rath
er sold. It le nice that you enjoy 
writing letton and these you send to 
me on Indeed very interesting. I'm 
sun Bgbs and Jean Daley wtil be 
pleased to hear that y«u speak highly 
of their etories. So you are writing 
to Babe and would tike other members 
of the Corner to correspond with you. 
I will ask them to do so. Ton muet 
have plenty of tun on your farm, and 
the names Spotty, Nellie, Rosy, Wer- 
rls and Biddle are nice names for 
the oowse while King and Buster are 
good names for the horses, and last 
but not least Beauty la an appropriate 
name tor your pet lamb. Sweet la a 
pretty name for your hen, but I don't 
suppose it was very sweet after It 
jumped in the pig pen. You were in- 
deed fortunate in earing Sweet from 
the pig and I'm sure you gre pleased 
that she has recovered from the In
juries received. Thank you for the 
poems, they are short and good.

tre#- Peeped out of her neet and
heard Mahal aay:

"You’re a hateful girls, Lena May* 
hee, and I shan't ever apeak to you 
again.”

“And I don't want you to speak to 
ma,” said Lena; - and I shan't tell 
you where there’s a big patch of wild 
strawberries that I found yesterday.
1 ”LSiJ,0ln<„t^ plck aU myeelt”

Mabel pulled her sun bonnet over 
her face and started across the tall 
clover to the house, and Lena pulled 
her sun bonnet over her face end 
want of through the orchard toward 
her own home.

"Why, Lena, said her mother, who 
was churning down at the spring- 
house,” “what’s the matter? Wasn't 
Mabel at home?” ,

"She waa at home," said Lena, 
■ulkiy; but she’s a cross, hateful dl» 
agreeable thing, and sa* she’ll never 
speak to me again.”

Mrs. May bee laughed.
"I thought you girls would have a 

Quarrel before long," she said, mak
ing her churn-dash fly again.

Mabel went slowly along through 
the tall clover. Her cheeks were 
flushed and her eyes were brighter 
than seemed quite natural.

When dinner was ready, she could 
not eat anything, although her favor
ite chicken pot-pie waa on the table.

Her mother began to grow alarmed.
"The child must be sick,” she said, 

or she would certainly eat her din-

Children’s CornerB -1 gUM yog, grandma fa about
right, Philip; aha generally fa." «id 
Grandpa Bellow», looking up from hie 
newapaper. "There fa plenty of tun 
that fa right without this lent 
theret*

-Tog, air," said Pqti, and he wont 
«way whfatUng Marching Through 
O*orgla, though he tail rather aober.

'ï*4 P>«M«4 •» many good Joken 
to play on the boy» today I" bo «Id 
to hlmwlL "I do wlah It wasn't wrong. 

It la, ao them?.
au end of ft.”

The other boys had no scruples, 
however, and there were plenty of
thi'th.ro*4 “4 Ph“ Uu‘hed

fcom* from school, 
grandpa looked very aober, and grand-
SLîîî **717 wlp*n* her »ye» on her checked apron.
«a "îîf* y°u 211** •*** you didn’t leave 
U in the store ” she asked, and 
crandpa answered, tremulously:
.. .**■ mother, Tm sure, for I mlaaed
“S*"1 «"Vo th. gate, and I 
2**2* "fore »nd asked Mr. 
Scott, and he said I put It in my 
pocket I felt a little chilly coming 
h°œ®' and I took out my handke*

m«;rbean toî‘LT,"0y -“*• “d 
thtoH^^-kr “y-

your grandpa went to the 
toJ’a; groceries, and took 

the pocketbook with all the money 
“>• home," »«ld grand- 

man. and he lost It aomewhere com
ing home. I don't see how we can 
got along without It, but there'll be 
some way and beeidee we may find it

* Hie Foolish Little Peach Tree Farmer Brown’s Boy 
Surprised The Thief"»Oh, dearl” complained lltUe Mrs. 

Peach Tree to her neighbor, Mrs. 
Vtmrj Tree. "I certainly do hope 
that Pinch family doesn’t come 
around here hunting for vacant apart- 
ments."

Just then Daddy Purple Finch and 
his dear Itttle wife alighted In the 
cherry, tree, and Mm Cherry Tree 
greeted them with a merry laugh.

"I suppose you folks are looking 
tor an apartment If you are, you’re 
licartlly welcome. I’ve several vacant 
apartments, so just take your choice,” 
and Mrs. Obeity Tree parted her 
-ranches so the visitors could see 
nèr nesting places.

But Daddy Purple Finch laughed 
sayly and petted his wife’s pretty 
head.

"That’s .very kind of you, Mrs. 
Oherry Tree," he chirped. "But Mam
ma Purple Finch and I aren’t looking 
for a house. Our home is all ready 
for ug under the bushes out In the 
meadow. We finches always build 
near the ground. But w» heard that 
your tree was overran with Insects 
hat are destroying you buds, 
came to offer you our help.”

Mra Chany Tre, warn very much 
pleased .and (ho thanked Daddy Per- 
pie Finch.

Mra. Peach Tree had «taken with 
a egh of relief when Mr. and Mrs 
Finch had settled in the cherry tree 
Mm> didn't want them In 1er branches, 
but when ehe heard what Daddy 
Finch said about the bugs, she felt 
ashamed.

So the summer came on, and Mrs 
Cherry Troe never before in aU her 
life bore so many lovely cherries, and 
she fe»t quite sure St was because of 
the Finch family's help. But poor 
little Mrs. Peach Tree, though she had 
had count!

Against a mystery just pH
A little common sense and wit 

—Farmer Brown's Boy.
Farmer Brown’s Boy is not one to 

give up easily. He made up his mind 
h® was going to And out who the 
thief was who had stolen his spoone 
and knives and forks and nâttens and 
buckle from his belt All day, as he 
tramped aboiiF among the sugar ma
ples collecting the sap, he kept thihk- 
lug and thinking and thinking about 
the mysterious disappearance pf 
those things. And as ho though 
occurred to him that everything that 
had been taken, except his mitton, had 
been bright and ahlny. It gave him 
an Idea.

"I know what HI do tonight,” said 
Fsrmer Brown’s Boy to himself. ’Til 
tie a string to one of those spoons 
Dad brought over yesterday and I’U 
leave H lying on the table. The other 
end of that string I’ll tie to my wrist. 
Then if anybody tries to take that 
spoon In the night they'll pull the 
string and that will waken me. I 
guess then I’ll find out who the thief

My goodness! I’d like to know 
why " Mrs. Cherry Tree aaked. "Be- 
xleve me, I’d feel complimented if 
Daddy Finch would ask to rent one 
of my apartments. He’s such a 
happy-go-lucky fellow, and his wife Is 
ao dear!”

‘ But I never could understand why 
we dress so somberly,!* declared Mrs.

B^BB—Ton are oertalnly a faithful to took^toLtihtiw fbm
«« gta? tt5ehïrïoTl,L“T« Zkl°lnaL?°mtZT el“e- “
•peak of milting my ehat hat week, °n ,*• out,lde ‘“Ink that my
well I wag not down hearted became !?l*„*r* ot a Meber order than
of letter» not being too plentiful, but SK**-.? Mr‘- °»* or Mra. Beech, 
the tact fa that I waa qtelto 111 with W°f,.”e . *»«"» « WM. that they 
• wry bed cold, and you can réalisa £■* thdlr "»<• to any one who aaka. 
tbit whan n parson fa- elck he doeen’t But hot met You soon Idea doing 
feel very much tike, writing. In fact «“o*1 • thing. Why, who among you 
I am not yet very well but the good «•!» a housekeeper like Mre Tree 
duotor Who has been attending me r“»d. Not one of you." 1 do. Why? 
will have me as fit aa n trout In a » that folk» will ,«e and know that 
I®— d«f *■ I think your Idea of a com- this fa a first-class auartmr■ . , , ; ,patitlo. to a vary good one and I wtil in»." and Ntiw pîlc^Tr^ïLÏ i 
explain It In my chat so th. members budded »muoh« °k fcw
of the Corner can think it over and breexe 
Act on your suggestion. Mr_ ' « M m ^ ,

I can’t tell you the exact number ^ J1^ many
of members there are In the Corner, fn ïïf JS*? Mra* Peach Tr®e 
but there must be nearly one hundred, m ,ac1, *le ha<1 ilT®d In the orchard 
beside many thousand wl*o are not 50 .,0°* her branches were bent 
members but who enjoy reading the and £1>ajle<1 with age, and during all 
Children's Page. ber life she had never seen a tree

I’m glad that you tike my ehat, but dutt« «• foolish aa young Mrs. Pmr.h 
than with a abort chat, It means more Tree.
jmace for stories, and while I admit "Well, my doors are'open to every 
It Is quite easy to write a chat I will bird In the land!"'«he toughed me? 
confess It to harder to get a number rlly “Whr I i * : mer'of «tories together for the peg. if ft'.JT. V ' ï.1 „b”! cherrle»
sorry that your school teachfr 1. ill !Heto*" mtod^Mro ' p th?1,l^*!” 
and I trust everything will be alright Pe*ch Tree,
soon and that she wtil soon return ,Y , U « hel» “ have folks 
to the scholars who love her. Write '““W"* *mo”g your buds and pick- 
again when you get the chance for "f off 0,6 young potato as soon as 
your totters like these from the other they l>e*la to show? Not me! I 
members of. the Corner are at all doll't w«°t them around," and she 
times welcome. shook harder than ever before.

u t ft

Dt
- Janet a groat amount nf

me to writb about this weak, and 
I don’t feel lit to write a long letter.

Tke good spring weather has anlv- 
od, the wild geese are flying Nonb, 
having come from their Southern 
haunts, and It wont be long before 
the green gran will be shjwtng, and 
All the members of the Corner will be 
looking forward to the enjoyment of 
the summer months.

nor.”so we
So MObel was put to bed, and be

fore night she waa In a high lev or.
The doctor came, and, after looking 

at her tongue and feeling her oulse, 
he left some medicine and went away.

The medicine was very bitter, in
deed, but It helped Mabel, and by 
next morning she was much 
though not able to sit up.

“What would you like to eat, 
Mabel?” said her mother, when tne

ÎTd,r„r,y' dlF™^^7'«ab.l replied, 

the street, and some Drettv mn»h My dear chlld» 1 don’t know where looking fellows' Twïs an tddlMkto^ we ,could 661 strawberries," sold her 
pocketbook. but sotMbSd, wnÏÏf ï* mother' "Uut, ‘‘«re Is a nice .aged 
sure to pick It up ind keM thZ mn„.v ' •»»**■ Won'* that do?"
There wVs ab^, ,10 lu ti ênd how v BsUt no' noUun* *“>14 d=- All
we are going to pay the rent Id™v Mlbel wanted "•» strawberries, know. " «g to pay the rent I don t -Lena knows where there are plan-

"Why don't yon advertise ltr- eek- f7'" “te ‘bought; "but sue to going 
ed Phil. UT^ to gather them all for herself."

“I don't s’pose It would do anv And 0tde te,arB came into Mabel s 
good,” grandpa answered. ey®s*. S.be. tAlsed herself on the bed,

"Grandpa, don’t feel bad about it” ^ H* *** open wiQtlow
said Phil. “I'll go and look for It dAth\f iS, green woode aLd
Where were you when you took out As, a.he dld 8°- Bhe caught a
your, handkerchief?" glimpse of Lena, with a basket la her

"Right near the tool factory” was hand* ^alkln£ slowly down the path grandpa's answer. TreSr^ a"°“ “■*,*'•«•- „
cauee the wind blew around the cop «ft'r the strawberries
ner." now, thought Mabel sadly ; and then

"AU right," said Phil, hopefully !?* .Le"
"111 find It—If I can. Maybe somt 8 , ïe,r ode—juat—of the bright, 
body picked It up. who is honest," sc'p,e1t ïl’rc'h'1',m‘heh aaked her- 
and he hurried down the street. In t'hoMht M^h«lU“. “5° c,omea lback''’ 
front of the factory, near the aide- thoa*bt Mabel, and get mamma towalk, Juet wh.ro g^n^p. W dro> *°S“V«1 tov Itoa'a’ T" 
ped It, toy an old fat wallet Phil er,Jlloe t“»"dcaught It up with a low cry of Joy. ïhich*??!!?’ f?llng th<’ path by 

"Ha! ha! April Fool!" called out L*“ W0Uld come 0,1 her
boys, lounging near. "Welt you . .

are a green one! Moro n a hundred f°r * l0Bg Ume b“t «t
folks have looked at that and remem- ,, totî'lt^'.'l, n 
bered what day It waa, and wouldn't shi it* î tîrnoonuwhon
touch It. Haven't cut your eye teeth, bv ,hê tin . "hadows thrown
have you, sonny?" by the toll trees had grown very long,

Phil laughed. "Then they got fool- 61111 "tretchlng out toward
ed. Instead of me," he said ' l am !
not so green as you think." Three V(A bad Perched jn a hop-
minutes later he laid the pocketbook hto the hou,e- and wa« -inging
in grandpa's lap. bls eveniag song. Mabel had been

"Where did you find it, Philip?" ÏT^1”* abou‘ the strawberrlea. 
asked the old maa, joyfully, while wa,.?° vl’*d «b® almost
grandma looked her surprise. frint*®*1 B1° C0U d 8melt the luscious

"Well It toy, plain In sight, near the "Mabel ere „„„ . .
curbing, but everybody thought It waa lre 7 “ a ake ’ asked her
aa April Fool joke and so no one a.j . .touched It." „ * d', ebentng her eyes, Mabel saw,

“Well, well," said grandpa, toughing w° h ,unAorT, br' ybUt Le°a! Lena- 
heartily, " If that don't beat ever* stained finS b“d. berry
thing! It's all safe-every penny of muêwlllniL.v^ L b?r haada a
•t- It's a good Joke for us Isn't It?" flM s^nëT s^h.r .“P ot

"Yes, Indeed." grandma answered, BCarlet •‘«"berries,
with beaming face. ’And Philip is a 
good boy. I don’t know 
should do without him."

“And, grandma, do you think It Is 
wicked to have a little fun, the first 
day of April?" asked Phil, with 
twinkling eyes.

“Maybe not, maybe not," answered 
the dear old lady. "It does most seem 
as if there was a Providence In it, 
after alt There may not be any 
harm it you don’t carry It too far.”

L theis."I will close now, hoping that all my
dec* and nephews are having a good 
time and are In good hwlth.

tier,So that night when he prepared for 
bed he put the knives and forks and 
all the spoons tut one in a pall just 
as he had done the night before. To 
that one spoon he tied a string and 
the other end of the string he tied to 
one wrist. Then the put the spoon on 
a shelf and went to bed. Close by hls 
head he had a little flashlight. It 
didn’t seem to him that he had been 

wonderful blossoms on- “ït Tery Ion* eben ba wa« «wak- 
ly boasted of one peach The other e..ed .b,_ * geBtle tugging of the string 
bud. had been nlppedby the destro£ v °b*'1 t0,hl,1 wril*- Tug, tug, tug. 
tug Insects, and when ths . Very, very slowly and carefully Farm-
rammer rolled «roiiTi.r’s™ cr Brown’s Boy reached for the flash-
”«ch T^? ZZ JTZ1?r‘- ,lght near b*« bead. Than he pointed 

Bn? .VTh.d ™ Pb aS” K toward tbo «belt where he hVd left
walt^for th» dMnt the 8poon and Pressed the button,
wait for the coming of epring, but There on the sheft was a Itttle stran-
^ung e ^°r-Rent •**“ on every,ger. He wore a brown coat and a 

*fd rented every apart- white waistcoat He had a hairy tail 
she hod before the first flurry of and hls hands and feet were white, 
snow fell. Hia big, black eyes shone in the light

with surprise and fear. In hls mouth 
was the spoon. Farmer Brown’s Boy 
knew then that he had found the 
thief.

At the first move Farmer Brown’s 
Boy mode that spoon was dropped. 
There was a swift patter of little teet 
and the thief had disappeared. Farm
er Brown’s Boy got up and fifchted a 
lantern, but though he looked every
where he could see nothing of hls 
recent visitor. He had been a etranger 
to Farmer Brown's Boy, but one look 
at him had bden enough to make sure 
that he belonged to the rat family and 
Farmer Brown’s Boy guessed who he 
was.

proudly in the

With Plenty of Love.
UNCLE DICK.

MOW TO BECOME
’A MEMBER OF THE 

CHILDREN’S CORNER

Any boy girl under six- 
t»sn years of age may Join by 
•ending in hia or hee- name» ad- 
dreea, birthday and age. The 
coupon printed below will be 
found occasionally on our page 
and may be filled out and mail
ed along with your letter to 
Uncle Dick, care of The Stand-L A. gm 'sCl I WHAT A BOOK SAIO. would not

Jean’s Visit To How Tiny Hunt Won 
The Fairies A Home of tier Own

"Once upon a time" a Library Book 
waa overheard talking to a tittle bar 
who had Just borrowed It The words 
teemed worth recording, and hare 
they are: ,

"Please don't handle me with dirty 
hands. I should feel ashamed to be 
«on when the next Itttle boy borrowed

“Or leave me out In the rain. Books 
can catch cold as wsti as children.

“Or make marks on me vrith your 
pan or pencil It would spoil my looks.

“Or lean on me with your elbows 
when you are reading me. It hurts.

"Or open me end toy faec face down 
on the table. You wouldn't like to lie 
treated so.

"Or put In between my leaves a 
pencil or anything thicker than a 
single fsheet o thin paper. It would 
strain nay back.

"Whenever you are through reading 
me, If you are afraid of toeing your 
place, dont turn down the corner of 
one of my leaves, but have a neat little 
bookmark to put In where you stopped 
and then close me and lay me down 
on my side, so that I can have a good, 
comfortable rest.

‘‘Remember that I want to visit a 
groat many other little boys after you 
are through with me. Besides, I may 
meet you again some day, and you 
would be sorry to see me looking old 
and torn and soiled. Help me to keep 
fresh and clean, and I will 
to be happy.”

ard.

I wish to become a member 
at the Children's Corner. By GRACE DAVENPORT. 

Member of Children’s Corner.
if From the time Tiny Ant hatched 

out of. the little eggs, she 
source of great happiness to her 
mother, as well as to all her sisters 
ind brothers in the anthill 

She was never too busy to stop 
when any one ayked her, and 
one in the anthill loved Tiny Ant 
dearly.

From

was a
My Name fts .........

0
Jean sat under a large maple tree 

on the green mossy grass; she was 
really a very nice little girl but was 
Inclined to be disagreeable when she 
could not have her own way.

And lndeqd she was dlsgreeable 
this day.^ It mattered not to her how 
much the eun. shone, or how pretty 
the grass and flowers might look.

Bhe had Wanted to get a glimpse 
of the fairies, and was sorely disap
pointed

For you know, Jean lived In a coun
try where all good little girls might 
see fairieswwhen they wished. But 
how the fairies had teased Jean! 
Bhe had come to live with her aunt, 
just a few months ago, and her play
fellow Betty, had told her all about 
the fairies and the delightful mid
night suppers, and dances they held 
In the green meadow beyond the 
brook. Betty had been Invited once, 
for every good little girl who came 
to live there were* always invited by 
the fairies.

When Jean heard this she fully ex
pected to be invited right away, and 
every spare moment she had, she 
spent under the old maple close by 
the. little brook, In hopes that the 
fairies would come when no one was 
around, and make themselves ac
quainted. But did they come? Oh, 
no indeed they did not, and at last 
Jean almost gave up hopes of ever 
seeing them at all 

At Jlrst Jean tried calling to them 
as she sat near the little brook. But 
perceiving no answer save ' the echo 
of her voice, she gave that up.

Then she left a note near the bropk 
or at the foot of the maple, hoping 
that the fairies would see and 
them. But to no avail. Time 
ed by, and still Jean had not 
or heard no sign of the fairies.

It did not occur to Jean that fairies 
seldom make their appearance In day 
time, or that Bounce, her pet dog 

•peetion that my tall instead of wae near when she left the notes, 
being seal y like that of my cousin and ch®wed them up. For Bounce 
Billr Rat, to hairy. I'm not much u>* ™y 11 “le Towser, always 
larger than a good-sized house mouse, "tr7 p,,®r' , .. . „
ao thor tall me j - - ... * ... . Nor did It occur to Jean, that Betty.-irL1*11. m‘-1 ‘b ”* had told her that the fairies only In- 

‘botti five inches from the vtted good little girls Ami oh! I am 
Ul! JJfr “f** tha tip of my tall.” so sorry to say that Jean waa not al- 

Well, mice and rats both have together an ideal tittle girl, for aha 
nwoh longer tails than yours," «mil- often ran away and hid when she
•d Dloky. "Your toll can’t be more heard her aunt calling her to go on an
than an Inch lopg, can it?” errand. And when she was stopped

"Just about,” replied Vr. Vole. ? her S° do. ■o.mething to help 
glanelng at Ufa fanny little ..n .*a.n, r ,y* malntal°ed «
•»ut believe mm. if» ni»n»« ,«« ' 8uiky grouch. For Jean was thatenough for me d Ifiy a L^1 8ort of a «‘tie girl as I have told
a km* an ütld. d J? ?®r you* ™ Always alright until she
a long toll always Betting In the could not have her own waty.

®AA' we fellow» don’t bur* So this was the reason why Jean 
row very deep underground, abd if eat under the maple tree on a bright 
our tafli were any longer we summer’s Afternoon, feeling very die- 
wouldn't have room to pull them in contented.
out of eight. But, goodness me, here "I don,t believe hi fairies anyway,"
I haven't finished my hones as yet M*d aIoud* “they are horrid 111- 
•0 I meat «top th!a chattering and f*6 creatures, and never intend ask- 
get busy.* lu* to any of their sports.”

And hgrfnr» ni/aVto .. are they indeed?” piped a mpr-er WrLî^h ** UtUe volce- which came from no-
«wort tt« Utile fellow had scam- where In particular," are they Indeed!

J** .tb* «7 he had eome, Perhaps If you had been a little more 
•fid although Dloky hunted the ht» patient and kind yon would have seen 
ffAst part at the day, he eouldnt find the fairies sooner.” 
the entnAaoe at Mr. Vein’s hum*.

i
.

"That must have been Trader the 
Wood rat.” exclaimed Farmer Brown's 
Boy. ‘‘I’ve never seen him before, but 
I’ve read about him. This explains 
the mystery of the disappearance of 
my things and of the chips and peb
bles that I found. Trader isn’t a real 
thief. He likes to trade. For eveey- 
thlng he takes away he brings some
thing. I suppose he thinks that I had 
Just as soon have those pebbles and 
chips and hemlock cones as the things 
he has taken. I wonder where hls 
home Is? I guess If I find that I will 
get back all the things I’ve lost. Mm 
but he was surprised when I flashed 
that light in his face. He has made 
a lot of worry, but It Is worth It and 
more to get acquainted with him. To
morrow we’ll have a hunt for Traders 
home. Probably it is down under the 
floor. The little scamp ! The clever 
little rascal !"

Then Farmer Brown's Boy untied 
the spoon and put It with the other 
spoons In a pall with a cover on it. 
After that he once more rolled up In 
his blankets and In no time at all was 
sound asleep.

Address ......

morning till night she tolled, 
doing everything she could to make 
things comfortable for the others.

When others refused or fussed 
about taking the cows out to pasture, 
Tiny Ant would offer, and sway she 
would go—the crowd of cows hap
pily hurrying ahead of her.

It really seemed that on the days 
when Tiny Ant drove the cows out 
to feed they gave more honey when 
they returned bomb in the evening 
than when any one else took them 
to pasture. None was ever lost, for 
Tiny Ant always took th 
pasture lands every day. and there 
was no need of straying away, as 
hey sometime did when the others 

had them ont.
One day Mamma Ant decided that 

the anthill family would have to move, 
and th» choice of hunting a new loca- 
l on fell upon Tiny Anu The others 
simply refused to try to find a new 
place.

Tiny Ant found a 
distance away. 
her other children together and told 
them to gather up the unhatched eggs 
carefully and to carry them over to 
the new home. But the others 
h°t careful and egg after egg was 
lost, until Mamma Ant was almost 
distracted. Then Tiny Ant hit on a 
plan, and called for volunteers.

“We’ll have a race,” she laughed. 
’’Not to see who can get there the 
quickest, but see who can carry the 
most eggs or babies to the new home 
in a certain time.”

This pleased ell the brothers and 
sisters, and each one gathered up an 
egg or a baby ant and hurried over 
to th» new home. Tiny Ant 
every one, and before Mamma Ant 
knew it the moving wag accomplish
ed and without the least bit of 
fusion, and not one 

This pleased

Birthday ______

I was bom In the year It..,.

C A WARNING.
O little pussy willow 

Put on your mittens, pray;
How did you ever venture 

Forth on a winter's day?

Ton are always quite plucky. 
But catkins ought to know

That bluff old February 
WU1 bring us lots of

Jack Frost will nip your fingers, 
Miss Pussy, so take care.

And of Spring’s coaxing sunbeams 
Beware, Beware, Beware!

—By Emmie Good.

LITTLE CAT TAILS.
Oh, dance across the marshes. 
Little cat-tails, do!
It would be Just as easy 
For little folk like you;
Oh, little kitty cat-tails.
As funny "as can be 
Come dance and dance 
And dance across 
The marshy lands to me!

XJ help you

ACQUAINTED WITH IT.
Lady—Does your mother belong to 

A club, mjr boy?
Boy—“No, madame, but there’s one 

back of the kitchen door that belongs 
to her.”—J. M. D., Connecticut

David Meets A Queer Ink Bottlelovely spot some 
nun a Ant called A YOUNGSTER’S LAMENT.

I know I’ve got a lot of things,
A cart, a ball and bat,

A pair of skates, a searchlight, 
A cow boy suit and hat.

But I want what the others have, 
I’d give up all my toys.

If I could have a nice time 
Like all the other boys.

—by Emmie Good.

“Oh, Squeedee,” exclaimed David, 
afl excitement, when they Jumped off 
the seahorse at the bottom of the sea, 
“Who in the world is that funny-look
ing creature?”

“Well," laughed the elfin, winking 
his eye at the creature in que tel n. 
“Don't you know—but, pshaw, of 
course not! David, meet Mr. Cuttle
fish.”

"Cuttlefish is only one of ray 
names,’ laughed the funny creature, 
extending hie long arm toward David.
Some folks call me Squid. Haven't 

you ever seen a squid before ”
“Not that I can remember,” Hugh- 

ed David, and he had a good look at 
Mr. Cuttlefish.

Hls funny head looked more like a 
vase filled with queer flowers than 
like the head of an animal or a fish. 
The flower-Hke things, David found 
out, were Mr. Cuttlefish's eight arms, 
and although they were not all the 
same length, they were aU fum'shed 
with suckers on their sides. Fiom 
either side of this group of arms one 
tong arm almost reach.ng to the hot 
tom of his body waved at his side. 
At the ends of these long arms David 
could see little holes which Squeedee 

Informed him were suckers.
Mr. Cuttlefish’s head was perched 

on a neck which looked almost too 
small for the body under tt The up
per part of hls body waB long and 
slender, while the lower part almost 
a triangle in Aape, looked rather out 
of place. Mr. Cuttlefish certainly was 
a strange-loo king creature, and David 
had to try real hard to keep from 
laughing at him.

laughed Mr. Cuttlefish. “Btst I can't 
help that, you know. You evidently 
don’t admire the lower part of my fig. 
ure. Perhaps you would if you knew 
what a help it is to me. Why—"

But before Mr. Cuttlefish could __
plain. hhere waa a terrible commotion* 
and David and Squeedee were gather
ed up in Mr. Cuttlefish’» long arm 
whiaked on his back, and «way he 
sailed through the water, casting a 
dark fluid behind him as he went, 
making the water all black.

"Now I guess you see why Pm proud 
of myself Mr. Cuttlefish laughed 
whan he had stopped to rest. “It if 
dadn’t been for my Ink-bag that time, 
no tell.ng where you fellows would 
have found yourselves. I tall you 
hat discoloring the water behind me 

mW times fools my enemies. I don’t 
like to fight, so I run, throwing that 
inky fluid out behind me, and In this 
way my pursuer never gets close 
enough to harm me.”

“Sure enough, David!” laughed 
Squeedee. "I almost forgot to tell 
you that it’s from this very ink-hug 
which Mr. Cuttlefish has >ust used 
that the wise men of your world, 
David, make their paint called septa.* 

'Well, now.” laughed Mr. Cuttlefish. 
Tm certainly glad to know that, my- 

8elf- It always pleases a fellow to 
know that, after all. he’s some good 
n this world. Well you folks come 
back again whenever you can, and 
maybe I can show you something »i«q 
ytm*ve never seen, and who knows 
but what you can tell me something.” 
And with a merry chuckle Mr. Cut- 
tleflsh swam away.

then Squeedee and David rode bach 
to the shore me their

Dicky Meets Mrs. Mousie’s Cousin

K
were

"Now, what In the wosld do you 
suppose that wgs!” exclaimed Dicky, 
as he and Happy Giggles, the little 
elfin from Makebelleve (Land, wan
dered through the marsh lands down

end mice,” said Dicky. ”1 guessed 
you were when I saw you scoot 
through the path here a second ago. 
I really thought at first you were a 
rat yourself.”

rubles
by the ocean. ”1 could hav» sworn *T do look like one,” laughed (Mr. 

VoI% "but you can see on closer in-it was a rat, as sure as I’m alive.”
"I didn’t see ft,” laughed Happy 

Giggles. "Let's be real still and see 
^lf U comes back this way."
J "He went this way, because I saw 

film,” whispered Dicky,

Ied THE OWL AND THE GRASSHOPPER

excitedly.
"And —oh. Happy Giggles, here's the 
very path he just ran down. It 
looks as if he had made It Just for 
himself, or mayb» it’s a fairy path.”

Just then a little head peeked up 
from th» other end of the path, and 
the elfin laughed.

"Hello there. Mr. Volet Come on 
out, we see you!” he called, and the 
owner of th» little head popped up 
and ran up to Happy Gigglee* elds.

“Well weU, X certainly am glad 
you're a friend.” he laughed, extend
ing hls claw to the elfin. *1 thought 
that boy was hunting me for. some 
evil purposes.”

'My goodness, Mr. Volet* laughed 
Dicky. "You dont look like a per
son folk would hunt to harm!" 
,~Wsll, I'm not,” replied Mr. Vole,

T *•<! reputation around hero, and It 
keepe me busy dodging their 
rales.”

- “Then you ere related to hi ruts

f YotiR. voice \ 
IS 6RANPA 

'but hot FOE] 
I SINKING • >

egg was lost 
Mamma Ant very 

mnch, and, wishing to repay Tiny 
Ant for her wonderful help, she pre
sented her with a pair of beautiful 
gauxy wings and a crowd of workers. 
Then she gave Tiny Ant permission 
to go forth Into the meadow to make 
a home of her own.

Tiny Ant was certainly happy. 
She put on her lovely wings, and with 
her army of followers sailed over 
the meadow to the next garden, and 
here. In the sand at th» edge of the 
brick walk, Tiny Ant and her crowd 
trf workers bnlH a beautiful new 
anthill, where they all tired happily 
until—-hut that's another story which 
I’ll tell you sometime.

for 7/'-Wm
tXuLminis An Owl who was out every night 

Remarked to a Grasshopper gay,
"Your songs bring me perfect delight 

They fill me with joy all the day:
Come doee, so I’d hear every trill!’1

The Grasshopper came with a leap; 
•-The Owl snapped him up in hia bfll. 

"And sow,” said the Owl "I can aleepP

i
yon see, my cousins have aloner < A COINCIDENCE.

A little girl came over to the neigh
bor’s house calling, Tre got a new 
baby brother and be came on hia 
birthday.”—Exchange.

The moral le easy to map— 
Moat flattery covers a trap!

(Continued Next Saturday.)
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