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18 not a great amount of news
for me to writh sbout this and
I don't feel fit to. write & 1 letter.
q spring weather has arriv-
Noath,

and
all the members of the Corner will be
looking forward to the enjoyment. of
the summer months.

I will close now, hoping that all my
nieces and nephews are having a good
time and are in good heaith,

With Plenty of Love.
UNCLE DICK.
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glad to h
of missing my chat’

ways
speak

& person is-slck he

few days.

explain it in my chat so the
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you gre plea;
ered from the in-
Thank you for the
Doems, they are short and good,

BABS—You are certainly a faithfu}
member of the Corner and I am al
ear ' from, you. ‘ You
it week,
well 1 was not down hearted because
of letters not being too plentiful, but
‘the faot is that I was quite ill with
& very bad ¢bld, and you can realize
doesn't
fesl very much like, writing, in fact
1 am not yet very well but the good
doctor who has been attending me
will have me as fit as & trout in &
I think your idea of a com-
peotition is a very good one and I will

. -

- CHILDREN'S CORNER |

The Foolish Little Peach Tree

Peach Tree to her nelghbor,
Cherry Tree, “I certalnly do
«hat  Finoh family doesn’t
\ments,”

“My goodness! I'd ltke to
why ™ Mrs. Cherty Tree asked,

80 dear!”

Peach ' Tree. “Now, I likg the
t lJook beautiful when I see

those of Mrs,
Why, I've heard it
rent their flats
But not me!

such & thing. Why,

siid. that
to any one who

aot on your suggestion.

\

HOW. TO BECOME
'A'MEMBER OF THE
CHILDREN'S CORNER

Any boy or girl under six-
toen yeary of age may join by
vending In his or her name, ad-
dress, dirthday ‘amd age. ‘The
coupon printed below will be
found oocasionally on our page
and may be filled out and madl-

Uncle Dick, care of The Stand-
ard.

r—

1 wish to become a member
of the Ohildren’'s Corner. .

aesavsrsnsnen Pennaw msarewene *

AdIress ....occoietveeraciene.

esesreiEsttnseetenres st an

BIFthAAY vocreoisceorcacainnas

Wesestesersterenantarnenee

I was bom in the year 19....

A WARNING.

O 'little pussy ‘willow
Put on your mittens, pray;
How did you ever venture
Forth on a winter's day?

You are always quite plucky,
But catkins ought tq know
That bluff old Februa:

Will bring us lots snow.

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

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

Children’s Page.

| space for stories, and while I

to the scholars who love her.

times welcome.

of the Corner can think it over and

1 can’t tell you the exact number
of members there are in.the Corner,
but there must be nearly one hundred,
beside ' many  thousand who are mot
s bot who enjoy reading

I'm glad that you like my chat, but
then with & short chat, it means more

it is quite easy to write a chat I will
confess it is harder to get a number
of stories together for the page. I'm
sorry that your school teacher is ill
and I trust everything will be alright
soon and that she will soon yeturn

again when you get the chamce for
your letters like these from the other
members of the Corner are at all

budded hes proudly in
breeze,
Mrs. Oherry Tree had Iived

years longer than Mrs. Peach

the

Tree.
“Well, my doors are'

bird in the l&nd!“’-he laughed

admit

“You call # a help to have
Write Jumping among your buds and
they begin to show? Not
don't want them around,” and
shook harder than ever before.

“/Oh, dear!” complatned little Mrs.

around here huntag for vacant apart-

t|iieve me, I'd feel ocomplimented i
Daddy Finch would ask to'rent one
od of my apartments, He's . such a
happy-go-lucky fellow, aud his wite is

“But I never could understand why
she dress so gomberly,” declared Mrs.

coming out from my place. It makes
«okks on thy outside think that my
aparimenty ure of a higher order than
Ouk or' Mrs. Beech.

You soon ldse doing
who among you
%eeps a housekeeper like Mrs, Tree
Toad. Not one of you: I do. Why?
%0 that folks will gee and know that
this 1s a first-olass epartment build
ing,” and Mrs. Peach Tree shook her

In :’nct, she had lived in the orchard
50 long that her branchey were bent
and gnarted with age, and during ajl
her life she had never seen a tree
quite so foollsh as young Mrs. Peach

open to every
rily. “Why, I oouldn't bear cherries

it it wasn't for the help of the birds!”
“Help?” cried Mus. Peach Tree.

iug off the young petals as soon as
me! I

Mrs,
hope
come

know
“Be.

birds
them

they
asks.

the

many
Tree.

mer-

folks
pick.

she

Just then Daddy Purple Finch and
his dear little wife alighted in the
cherry, tree, and 'Mrs. Cherry Tree
greeted ‘them with a merry laugh,
., “I suppose you folks are looking
for an sapartment. If you are, you're
heartily welcome.: I've several vacant
apartments, go ftake your choice,”
and Mrs. Tree parted her
vranches so the visitors oould see
ier nesting places. .

But Daddy Purple * Finch leughed
gayly and patted his * wife’s  pretty
head,

“That's .very kind of you, Mrs.
Cherry Tree,” he chirped. “But Mam.
ma Purple Finch and I aren't looking
for & house. Our home 15 all ready
for ug under the bushes out in the
meadow. We fiuches always buiid
near the ground. But ‘'we heard that
your tree was overmun with ineects
hat are destroying you buds, g0 we
came to offer you our help”

Mrs. Cherry Treé was very much

)t d ,and ghe thanked Daddy Pur
ple Finch.

Mrs, Peach Tree had shaken with
a s'gh of rellef when Mr. and Mrs,
Finch had settled in the cherry tree.
*he didn't want them in her branches,
but when she heard what Daddy
Finch sald about the bugs, she feit
ashamed, 3

So the summer eame on, and Mrs,
Cherry Tree never before in all her
life bore o many fovely cherries, and
she felt quite sure # was becauge of
the Finch family’s help. But poor
little Mrs. Peach Tree, though she had
had countless wonderful blossoms on.
ly boasted of one peach. The other
buds had been nipped by the destroy-
ing insects, and when the end of
summer rolled around, poor Ht'le Mrs,
Peach Tree's pride was nipped also.

But she had an idea. she didn't
walt for the coming of spring, but
hung a “For Rent” sign on every
branch, and ehe remted every epart-
she had before the frst flurry of
snow fell,

WHAT A BOOK SAID.

)

they are: i

me.

on the table, You wouldn't like
treated so.

single fsheet o thin
strain my back.

and then close me and lay me

comfortable rest.

are through with me.

to be happy.”
¥ Wi

ACQUAINTED WITH IT.

& club, my boy?

—By Hmmie Good.

to her.”—J. M. D., Connecticut.

“Once upon a time™ a Lidbrary Book
was overheard talking to a little boy
who had just ‘borrowed it. The words
seemed - worth ‘recording, and here

“Please don't handle me with dirty
hands. T should feel'ashamed to be
seen when the next lttle boy borrowed

"“Or leave me out in the rain. Books
can catch cold as well as children.
“Or make marks on me whh your
pen or pencil. It would spoil my looks,
“Or lean on me with your elbows
when you are reading me. It hurts,
“Or aopen me and lay faec face do

“Or put in between my leaves a
pencil or anything thicker than a
paper. It would

“"Whenever you are through reading
me, if you are afrald of losing your
place, don't turn down the corner of
one of my leaves, but have a neat little
bookmark to put in where you stopped

on my side. so that I can have a good,

““Remember that I want to visk a
dreat many other little boys after you
Besldes, I may
meet you again some day, and you
would be sorry to see me looking old
and torn and sofled. Help me to keep
fresh and clean, and I will help you

Lady—Does your mother belong to

Boy—"No, madame, but there’s one
back of the kitchen door that belongs

Jean’s Visit To

By GRACE DAVENPORT.

Jean sat under a large maple
on the green mossy grass; she

could not have her own way.
And indeed she was

to be this day. It mattered not to her

pointed

try where
see fairles” when they wished.
how the fairies had
down just a few months ago, and her
the fairies and the delightful
night suppers, and dances they
in the green meadow beyond

the fairfes.

bected to be invited right away,
every spare moment she had,

the. little brook, in hopes that
fairfes would come when no one
around, and make themselves
quainted. But did they come?
no indeed they did not, and at
Jean almost gave up hopes of
seeing them at all

Dicky Meets Mrs. Mousie’s Cousin

“Now, what in the wosld do you
suppose that wes!”™ exclaimed Dicky,
as he and Happy Giggles, the lttle
elfin from ebelieve Land, wan-
dered through the marsh lands down
by the ocean. “I could have swora
it was & rat, as sure as I'm alive”

Y1 dldn’t see #," laughed Happy
Giggles. *“Let's be real still and see
it it comes back this way.”

“He went this way, because I saw
/ ,” whispered Dicky, excitedly.

“And —oh, Happy Giggles, here’s the

very path he just ran down It

looks as i he had made it just for

himself, or maybe it's a fairy path.”
Just then a little head peeked up

from the other end of the path,

the elfin laughed, 3

“Hello there, Mr, Vole! Come om
out, we gee you!” he called, and the
owner of the little head popped up
and ran up to Happy Giggles' side.

“Well, well, I certainly am glad
you're a friend.” he laughed, extend-|
ing hig claw to the eMin. “I thought
that boy was hunting me tor.lono

ovil " ’
"‘Ug €oodness, Mr. Vole!™ laughed
Dicky. “You don't look like a per-

son folk would hunt to harm!”™

<. “Well, I'm not,” replied Mr. Vole,
2 you ees, my cousins have a
bad reputation around here, and It

! keops me bumy dodging thelt ene-
mies.” s

= “Then you sre reisted to the rats

and mice,” sald Dicky. "1 guessed

you were when I saw you

through the path here a second ago.
I really thought at first you were a

rat yourself.”

“1 do look like one,” laughed Mr.
Vole, “but you can see en closer in-
spestion that my tall, 4nstead
belng gealy like that of my cousin.
Billy Rat, is hairy. I'm not much
larger than a good-sized house mouse,
80 they tell me. Let's see, I think
1 measure about five inches from'the

tip of my nose to the tip of my
“Well, mice and rats both
much longer tafly than yours”
od Dioky. -“Your tedl can't be
than an igch lopg, can it?”
“Just about,” Vr.
glanoing at his funny lttle
‘But, believe me, .it's plenty

enough for me. I never did care for
& long tall—always getting in the
way, You see, we feliows don't bur
row very deep wnderground, ahd it
any longer we
to pull them in
of sight. But, goodness me, here

tadld  were
wouldn't ‘have room

as she sat near the little brook.
percelving no- answer save'the
of her volce, she gave that up.
Then she left a note near the b:

that the fairies would see and

8000t| them. But to no avail.

or heard no sign of the fairies.

seldom make their appearance in
time, or that Bounce, her pet

of
ready to chew paper.

vited good lttle girls.
tail.”
have
smil-
more

together an ideal little girl, for
often ran away and hid when

Vole,
lL] gulky grouch. For Jean was
long

you, was always alright until
could not bave her own way.

taali

B g very
contented.

tle creatures, and never intend
ing me to any of their sports.”

patient and kind you would have
the fairies soomer.”

(mﬁl}dv Next um-u} ay.)

The Fainies

Member of Children's Corner.

really a very nice little girl but was
inclined to be disagreeable when she

disgreeable

much the -sun_ shone, or how pretty
the grass and flowers might look.
She had wanted to get a glimpse
of the fairles, and was sorely disap-

For you know, Jean lived in a coun-
’ll good little girls might

teased Jean!
She had come to live with her aunt,

fellow Betty, had told her all about

brook. Betty had been invited once,
for every good little girl who came
to live there were*always invited by

When Jean heard this she fully ex-

spent under the old maple close by

At _first Jean tried calling to them

or at the foot of the maple, hoping

Time pass-
ed by, ‘and still Jean had not seen

It did not occur to Jean that fairies

was near when she left the notes,
and chewed them up. For Bounce
was like my little Towser, always

Nor did it occur to Jean, that Betty
had told her that the fairies only in-
And oh! I am
80 sorry to say that Jean was not al-

heard her aunt calling her to go on an
errand. And when she was stopped
at her play to do something to help
her aunt, Jean always maintained a

sort of a little girl as I have told

- 80 this was the remson why Jean
sat under the maple tree on a bright
aft

*I don't believe in fairies anyway,”
she sald aloud, ‘they are horrid Mt-

“@h, are they indeed?” piped a mpr-
ry lttle volce, which came from no-
where in particular,” are they indeed?
Perhaps it you had been a little more
seen

tree
was

how

But

play-
mid-

held
the

and
she
the
was
ac-
Oh,
last
ever

But
echo

Trook
read

day
dog

she
she

that

she

dis-

ask-
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Farmer Brown's Boy
Surprised The Thi
e Thief
et
Aguinst a mystery just pit
A little common sense and wit.
—Farmer Brown's Boy.

Farmer Brown's Boy fs not one to
glve up easily. He made up his mind
he was going to find out who. the
thief was who had stolen his spoone
and knives and forks and n@ttens and
buckle from Lis belt. All day,as he
tramped " abou® aniong the sugar ma-
ples collecting the sap, he kept think-
ing and thinking and thinking about
the mysterious = disappeara: of
those things. And as he th t ft
occurred to him that evénything that
had been taken, exéept his mitton, had
been bright and shiny. ' It'gave him
an idea, ;

“I know what I'l do tonight,” sald
Farmer Brown's Boy to himself. “I'l
tle a string to omne of those spoons
Dad brought over yesterday and I'll
leave it lying on the table. The other
ond 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. 1
guess then I'll find out who the thiet
is.”

So that night when he prepared for
bed he put the knives and forks and
all the spoons but onme in a pail, 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 his
head he had a little flashlight. It
didn’t seem to him that he had been
asleep very long when he was awak-
ened by a gentle tugging of the string
attached to his wrist. Tug, tug, tug.
Very, very slowly and carefully Farm-
er Brown's Boy reach®d for the flash-
light near his head. Then he pointed
it toward the shelf where he had left
the spoon and pressed the button.
There on the shef was a little stran-
ger. He wore a brown coat and a
white waistcoat. He had a hairy tafl
and his hands and feet were white.
His big, black eyes shone in the light
with surprise and fear. In his mouth
was the spoon. Farmer Brown's Boy

How Tiny H_uut Won
A Home of Her Own

From the time Tiny Amt hatched
out of the little eggs, ‘she was a
source of great happness to her
mother, ag well as to all her sisters
and brothers in the anthill,

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

From morning till night she toiled,
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 away 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 hom® in the 'evening
than when any one ecise took them
to pasture. None was ever lost, for
Tiny Ant always took thém to a new
pasture lands every day, and there
was no need of straying away, as
hey sometime did when the others
had them out.

One day Mammea Ant decided that
the anthill family would have to move,
and the choice of hunting & new loca-
t.on fell upon Tiny Ant. The others
simply refused to try to find a new
place.

Tiny Ant found g lovely spot some
distance away. amma Ant called
her other children together amd told
them to gather up the unhatched eggs
carefully and to carry them over to
the new home. But the others were
not careful, and egg after egg was
lost, until’ Mamma Ant wag 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 bables to the new home
in a certain time.”

This pleased all the brothers and
sisters, and each one gathered up .an
egg or a baby ant and hurried over
to the nmew home. Tiny Ant Jed
every ome, and before Mamma Ant
knew it the moving was accomplish-
ed and without the least bit of con-
fusion, and not one egg was lost.
Thig pleased Mamma Ant very
much, and, wishing to repay Tiny
Ant for her wonderful help, she pre.
sented her with a pair of beautiful
gauzy wings and a crowd of workers,
Then she gave Tiny Ant permission
to go forth into the meadow to make
2 home of her own.

- Tiny  Ant ‘was certainly happy.
She put on her lovely wings, apd with
her army of followers salled over
the meadow to the next garden, and
here. in the sand at the edge of the
brick walk, Tiny Ant and her crowd
of workers buik a beautiful new
anthill, where they all lived happily
until—but that's another story which
Tl tell you sometime.

——

A COINCIDENGE.

A Iittle girl came over to
bor's house calling, “I've €ot & new

the nelgh-

THE OWL AND THE GRASSHOPPER

knew then that he had founa the
thief.
At the first move Farmer Browh's
Boy made 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 Ifghted a
lantern, but though he looked every-
where he could see nothing of his
recent visitor. He had been a stranger
to Farmer Brown's Boy, but one look
at him had béen encugh to make sure
that he belonged to the rat family and
Farmer Brown's Boy guessed who he
was.
“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 evemy-
thing 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 wonler where his
home is? I guess if I find that I will
get back all the things I've lost. Mp,
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 is8 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 pail with a cover on it.
After that he once more rolled up in
his blankets and in no time at all was
sound asleep.

—l
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.

i
FILM

ables

80 I'll hear every trill
rasshopper came with a leap;

The
«The Owl snapped him up in his
“Andm.,r'.-d the Owl, “I can sleepl™

mcm--du\mum,"

ing, and 1f it is wrong to deceive in
January, why isu’t # wrong the first
of April?® :

“But it's such fun,” sald Phil, “and
everybody knows you d4idn't mean
any harm.”

"l guess yoyr grandma s about
right, Phillp; she generally fs,” matd
Grandpe Bellows, looking up from his
newspaper, “Thers is plenty of fun
that is right without this, isn't
there?” +

“Yes, sir,” sald Pifl, and he went
away whistling Marching Through

though he felt rather sober.

“1 had plaaned so many :ood”:ox:n
:ﬁﬁh’ lcz: "ihzo t’»odlyl" he said

mself, * t wasn't wrong,
but grandme thinks it is, so there's

an T;x:d of #t.”

other boys had mo scruples,
however, and there were plenty of
Jokes played, and Phil lsughed with
the others.

When he came home from school,
grandpa Iol;.hd w:pi"n{( sohbor, and grand-
ma was slyly er eyes on her
checked apron.

“Are you quite sure you didn’t leave
it in the store * she asked, and
grandpa answered, tremulously:

“Yes, mother, I'm sure, for | missed
it \when I got to the gate, and I hur-
ried back to the store and asked Mr.
Scott, and he sald I put it in my
pocket. I feit a little chilly coming
bome, and I took out my handker-
chief and tied it around
maybe it fell out then.”

“What it is grandma?” Has any
think happened ?* asked Phil.

“Why, your grandpa went to the
store to buy some &roceries, and took
the pocketbook with all the money
we've got in the house,” said grand-
man, “ and he lost it somewhere com-
ing home. I don't see how we can
get along without it, but there’ll be
uortne way and besides we may find it
yor.”

“It ain’t likely,” sald grandpas sadly.
“There were a good many people on
the street, and sonie pretty rough
looking fellows.
pocketibook, but

D

somebody would be
sure to pick it up and keep the money.
There was-about $20 in it, and how
Wwe are going to pay the rent I dom’t
know."”

“Why don’t you advertise it?” ask-
ed Phil.

“I don’t s'pose it would do any
good,” grandpa answered.

“Grandpa, don’t feel bad about i”
sald Phil. “I'll go and look for fit.
Where were you when you took out
your, handkerchief 7"

“Right near the tool factory,” was
grandpa’s answer. “I remember be-
cause the wind blew around the cor-
ner.”

“All right,” said Phil, hopefully,
“Ill find it—if I can. Maybe some-
body picked it up, who is honest,”
and he hurrled down the street. In
front of the factory, near the side-
walk, just where grandpa had drop-
ped it, lay an old fat wallet. Phil
caught it up with a low cry of Joy.

“Ha! ha! April Fool!” ecalled out
some boys, lounging near. “Well you
are a green ome! More'n a hundred
folks have looked at that.and remem-
bered what day it was, and wouldn’t
touch it. Haven't cut your eye teeth,
have yqu, sonny?”

Phil laughed. “Then they got fool-
ed, instead of me,” he said. “I am
not so green as you think.” Three
minutes later he laid the pocketbook
in grandpa’s lap.

“Where did you find it, Philip?”
asked the old man, joyfully, while
grandma looked her surprise.

“Well it lay, plain in sight, near the
curbing, but everybody thought it was
an April Fool joke and s0 no one
touched it.”

“Well, well,” sald grandpa, laughing
heartily, “ if that don't beat every-
thing! It's all safe—every penny of
it. It's a good joke for us ism't it?”
“Yes, indeed,” grandma answered,
with beaming face. “And Philip is a
good boy. I don't know what we
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 all. There may not be any
harm if you don't carry it too far.”

Aludy Joke |

sald Grandma Bellows. “It's deceiv-|

Twas an odd-looking!.

Mabel and Lena had quarreled.

Neither of them could guite tell how
it happened, but by the biue-jay, who
was sitting in a crotch of the old
bear tree, peeped out of her mest and
heard Mabel say:

“¥ou're a hateful girls, Lena May-
bee, and I shan't ever spesk to you

“And I don’t want you to speak to
me,” said Lena; “ and I shan't tell
you where there’s a big patch of wild
strawberries that I found yesterday.
I'm a going to pick ‘em all myselt.”

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

“Why, Lena, gald her mother, who
was churning down at the s
bouse,” “what's the matter? Wasn't
Mabel at home?” s

“S8he was at home,” sald Lena,
sulkly; but she’s a cross, hateful, dis
agreeable thing, and says she'll never
speak to me again.” y

Mrs. Maybee laughed.

“I thought you girls would have a
Qquarrel 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 was on the table.

Her mother began to grow alarmed.

“The child must be sick,” she said,
or she would certainly eat her dim-

my neck, and| per.

So Mabel was put to bed, and be-
fore night she was in a high fevor.

The doctor came, and, after looiing
at her tongue and feeling her pulse,
he left some medicine and went away.

The medicine was very bitter, in-
deed, but it heiped Mabel, and by the
next morning she was much beiter,
though not able to sit up.

“What would you like to eat,
Mabel?” said her mother, when the"
dinner was ready.

“Strawberries,” Mabel replied.

“My dear child, I don’t know where
we could get strawberries,” said her

mother: “But here is & mnice .axed
apple. Won't ‘that do?”
But no; nothing would do. Al

Mabel wanted was strawberries.

“Lena knows where there are plen-
ty,” she thought; “but she is going
to gather them all for herseif.”

And the tears came into Mabel's
eyes. Bhe raised herself on the bed,
and looked out of the open window
toward the fresh green woode avrd
hills. As she did so, she caught a
glimpse of Lena, with a basket in her
hand, walking slowly down the Ppath
across the glade.

“She going after the strawberries
now,” thought Mabel sadly; and then
she wondered if Lena would not
give her one—just—of the bright,
scarlet berries, if she asked her.

. “I'll watch till she comes back,”
thought Mabel, “and get mamma to
80 out and ask her for one.”

So Mabel lay with her face to sard
the window, watching the path by
which Lena would come on her nay
home.

She watched for a long time but at
last she fell asleep.

It was late in the afternoon when
she woke, and the shadows thrown
by the tall trees had grown very long,
and were still stretching out toward
the setting sun.

A cat-bird had perched .un a hop-
vine, near the house, and was singing
his evening song. Mabel had been
dreaming about the strawberries.
Her dream was so vivid she almost
fancied she could smell the luscious
fruit.

“Mabel, are you awake?”’ asked her
mother,

And, opening her eyes, Mabel saw,
not only her mother, but Lena! Lena,
with sunsburnt cheeks, and berry
stained fingers, and in her hands a
little willow basket heaping full of
ripe, scarlet strawberries.

——
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!

David Meets A Queer Ink Bottle

“Oh, Squeedee,” exclaimed David,
all excitement, when they jumped off
the geahorse at the botitom of the sea,
“Who in the world is that funny-iook-
ing creature?”

“Well,” laughed the elMin, winning
his eye at the creature in quesl 'm.
“Dont you know—but, pshaw, of
course not! David, meet Mr. Cuttle-
fish.”

“Cuttlefish is only one of my
names,” laughed the funny creature,
extending his long arm toward David
Some folks call me Squ.d. Haven't
you ever seen a squid before ™

“Not that I can remember,” laugh-
ed David, and he had a good look at
Mr. Cuttlefish.

His funny head looked more iike a
vase filled with queer flowers than
Hke the head of an animal or a ush.
The flower-like things, David found
out, were Mr. Cuttlefich’s eight arms,
and although they were not zll the
same length, they were all furni'shed
with suckers on their sides. Fiom
either eide of this group of arms one
long arm almost reach.ng to the bot-
tom of his body waved at his side.
At the ends of thege long arms David
could see little holes which Squeedee
informed him were suckers.

Mr. Cauttlefish’s head was perched
on a meck which looked almost too
small ¢or the body under it. The up-
per part of his body wag long and
slender, while the lower part almost
a triangle in shape, looked rather out
of place. Mer. Cuttlefish certainly was
a strange-looking creature, and David

The moral is easy to map—
Most flattery covers a trap!

baby brother and he came ‘om his
birthday."—Exchanga. :
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had to try real dard to keep from
laughing at him.
“l1 know that ¥m gquesriooking,”

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

But beforg Mr. Cuttlefish could ex-
plain, there was a terrible commotion,
and David and Squeedee were gather-
ed up in Mr. Cuttlefish’s long arm and
whisked on his back, and away 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 I'm proud
of mysel™ Mr, Cuttlefish laughed
when he had stepped to rest. “It if
dadn’t been for my inkbag that time,
o telling where you fellows would
have found yourselves. I tell you
hat discoloring the water behind me
mapy times fools my enemies. { 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. “1 almost forgot to tell
you that it's from this very inkdbag
which Mr. Cuttlefish has just used
that the wise men of your world,
David, make their paint called sepia.®

“Well, now.” laughed Mr. Cuttlefish,
“I'm oertainly glad to know that, my-
self. 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 soméiling else
you've never seen, and who kmows
but what you can tell me something.”
And with a merry chuckle Mr. Cute
tlefish xwam away.

The




