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By. C. A. MacphieNIVE - ADVENTURES OF THE TWINS AND GOOD, KIND, DEAR DOG MUTT - 
JOHN TAKES A MOUSE TO SCHOOL AND Poems aodl Stories 

From Littlie Readers 
Of the Sm ilers’ Page

iT HAPPENS.ilrltual or angel-m,, 
who are endowed 

"ever*!senses of 
t kinds, each # Now, in a mouse trap Pa had caught 

A mouse with sparkling eyes,
And tail so long and nose so big,

It really was a size.

Next day when school time came, alas!
When no one else was near,

J,ohn got that trap with mouse inside,
Oh, yes, he did my dear.

Then in a box he put it, yes,
And off to school, Oh my !

You’d think that mouse was just some lunch, 
Or, perhaps, a bit of pie.

Now Johnny never meant, my dears,
To let that mousie out;

He thought to show it ’round at noon—
A treat witnout a doubt

But mbusie thought quite different, yes;
HE said: “This box is wood;

I’ll make a hole, then out I’ll go,
As any smart mouse should."

And that is just what mousie did;
______________ When twelve o’clock had struck,

I r* xisr n n ir** AMC That hole was finished, OUT HE JUMPED,SM1LERS, EVERY ONE I "HU H»l" he squ=al«f, "What luck!"

' ~ ~ ' • Oh, dearie me! Oh, dearie me 11
MY! up the aisle he flies;

The teacher looks, then looks once more,
But can't believe her eyes.

ir> And then, say, look! What happens next? 
Why on her c^esk, my dear,

The teacher jumps, “Oh! Oh!” she screams, 
“A MOUSE, A MOUSE is here.”

The books go tumbling on the floor,
The pencils, rulers fell,

The scribblers, too, and flower vase,
The mucilage goes as well.

“Oh! save me, save me, save me DO.
Won’t some one kill it soon?”

You’d say: “Well, dear, if things go on, 
She'll tumble in a swoon.”
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L V . D.ar Rlutor of the S K C:,
Please send me a RMÎLINO FACE 

Dear SMILERS : 1 often read the Button, ss 1 am Interested In the S. 
SMILING FACE page. We are F. C. 
all SMILING out 
the winter is so 
C. We do not

Riverside Ranch,
Malakwa, B. C.es

1 am Id years oM.
here because There a-o many tittle SMILERS 
mild In B. who never fcvl blue, 

rwiuire coats lf j wai a SMILKH 
or gloves when we go out. I took-a f j do the same tu<l 
three-mile .walk today'and the weather 
is about the same here now as « :s 
ir. Toronto in September. There is a 
mountain a mile high. close to our 
rancÿ and .we are going to climb in 
the spring- I was bom and lived for
1Z years In Toronto and came west .___
two years ago. I like It fine here but A» » member of B- K C.
I would like It better still if you would Basil 1* -garty. 8Î Barton avenue 
only send me a SMILING FACE but
ton, and be sure and send one to my 
chum, Florence Anderson, as she Is a 
lovely glrL

n meretween the sun, mo, 
Material called efch* 

us vibrations in i 
s end billions to ti 
.either solid, jell 
vapor, and may 1 

o of fluid that coot 
lowevful fire ho* 
iglemoration of swi 

Me to smash or ci 
n—which
if matter to he waft- 

super-electric force 
Int or strain In the

/ |t
e X Bo send me a SMILlAXa FACE But-MEn ton,

Then a 8MII.F.R I shall be.
And never feel blue the whole day 

thruT come.<

r .:'■■■ 1
ft. 4*4 Huron street-i—tf-rr, Smiling.

_ Py leobel Temple, Age 8 Years-
Youre truly, I want to be a SMILER,

Muriel McGlone. A 8mlUnft an the day.
Smiling F.ee Girl. * T^lLd

Once upon a time there was a little ^?,,lead me al1 tbe way
gtrl and her name was Violet, She "<m°r' _
was very naughty. * When her mother * would ,ike to ^®in the S. F- C- 
asked her to do anything she would Xlll you please send me a button? 1 
say “No I won’t.” Her mother used “ave enclosed a little rhyme whioh I 
to Bay, "My! I wish I had that little hope you will like. My sister wrote 
girl that lives across the way; she is this for roe, 
always SMILING." One day, when 
Margaret (for that was the name of Dear Sir;
the little girl) was playing with Violet a* we want to l>e little smilers too. 
she showed her her SMILING I ACE please send us a button, so we will not 
Club button. Violet told her she forget. Wo love to read SMILERS’ 
wanted to get one. Then Margaret pagP> and hope to see this In prist 
told her how *o she sent for one. Ever n(,xt week. 
since that she has been SMILING.
and a very happy little girl she has Iv) matter how depressed you feel—

Just SMILE;
A«e 9 Joyce PetL A gloomy face Is ungenteel—

* Just SMII.E.
We are the SMILERS. rah! rah! rah! Nobody cares about your woes,
Wo smile at the trowners, ha! ha! ha! Bach has his troubles, goodn 
The trowners get angry 
Once. In a while.
But still we keep smiling 
All f.ho time.

From Leonard Grime,
«07 Union Street.
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The Little
KINDLY ADVICE.
8 he Is making with his tall.► claim that this An 

is only a child, stil 
ems more than eve

Look at
/

For when he saw John’s FUTURE PLIGHT 
He first looked ’round you see,

And then lay down upon the floor,
As easy as could be.

And there with OPEN MOUTH, my dear, 
"Oh yes, quite still he lay,

“That surely is a statue there,
And not a dog,” you’d say. /

Well mousie saw Mutts’ open mouth,
And cried: “What’s this 1 see?

A big dark hole, three cheers, 1 say !
Ah, home, sweet home, for me.”

Then in he jumped, kcr flip! ker flop!-
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[ken Spectre
TING .example of 
n spectre was re- 
=scribed by sir 
pt a meeting of HwàS 
:al Society. It eg- Jp 
is a mountain called 
•ders of China «HH 
is claimed that 
r might occasioJ 
iinmk the imag 
Buddha, appro

Alice, Kathleen, Hilda, Joe 
French, If Bel lair street. _

Mary Frank, 1M Park avenue, Brant
ford. Ont

W. Logaro, 1ST _______
P. Gance, 141 «oncemdles avenua 
WilHe Gerry, and brother and «1*

888 Lippincott street- 
Beverley G ray don, 66 HMsvtew ave

nue, West Toronto.
Hector Graham, 86 Jennings avenue. 
Rosetta Giaseman, Apt- 1, 11» Budld 

avenue.
Mildred and Vera Gleed, 1H Wallace 

avenue. „ '
Fred, Margaret, Helen and Reginald 

(Hamilton, Port Credit, Ont.
Vernon Hot*, and Jackie Grainger, U 

Sophia street, Barrie, Ont.
Gertrude and Howard HH1,

Smile awhile Irish avenue, south, Hamilton, Ont.
And while Bert Harris, 871 6t. Clarene avenue.

I Tou smile Jack and Jean WHeon, Fergus, Ont.
Another emllee, Alice Hella Box 179, Oehawa, Ont.,
And soon 846 Albert street.

E There’s mile» Isabella Fenn, 60 Elleiheck avenue.
And mUee Marjorie Hill, 176 MaoPhenon avenue.
Of smiles; Marie: Dorothy and Edna Hefferman,
And Lite’s 184 DeGrassle etreet.
Worth while Harold Hclstone, 20 Browning avenua
Because you emtta Constance Jacobi, 108 Walmer road-

i That Is our motto: No matter Doreen Jeffery, 83 Hall street, South
4 What happens, just SMIL*. Oehawa, Ont.
* _Wbo is ever any better tor crylngT Evelyn and Thomas Jonee, 86 Prest-
i *gBODÏ; so why should we cry. holm avenue, Todmorden, Ont-
i K mother or fatner asks you to do Qeorae and Dorothy Jennings, 1M6
f S thing, why pout? You only feel Dundee street-

-afterw?r<*' 150 lt Morris and Sam Jacobson, no addr
1NG face; then everyone U Happy. aent ln

I Jessie Kershaw, and three sisters,
fether SMILES, baby SMILES, and Newmarket, Ont.

UjrJ£*^Lr& to Dorothy Kennensley, 6 Bellefalr Ave. 
awn nï?- lhSt “ Eleanore and Margaret Lawlor, 168

I Thfr.i.nnthln* ln the world Markland atreet, Hamilton. Ont.
Uhl Z «vit w * Barbara Large, 166 St. Johna road. <

■ Anyone may loin this club: big Audrey Leroy, 541 Crawford street. People a. well L Utile people; for Stonley^ Kmnrihj^
(Just whisper it) sometimes a big Eiwood Love, R-R. No. 8, Weston, 

I person needs to smile, Just as much ,,
to a little person does. Audrey and Eileen iAvelle, 81

I All you bave to do Is to remember vf.ÜIVl£ÎLaV.£!îUL - ., _ ,
I Iks above ; send in your name to C. Marguerite, Alberta and Alonso Cuy 1er,

A. Macphie, Sunday World ofllce, "”LI7®na a"d- Louretta M«Chrty.
Toronto, then wo send you an S.F. Kincardine, Ont. •

I C. button. The. number of letters Ro«? Martin and Vivian Faya, 146 
I V» receive Is so greet thst some *ink street west-

weeks we haven’t room tor all the Alice Murphy, 14* BeMwoode avenue, 
asmes. But keep on looking and Florence Mueller, Yonge street, Wa
ys u will see your name soon. terloo, Ont.

Philip Sydney Falls, 201 Ruehton road. R<3fnJ.?"d and MoOuflocb, 166
(He Is very little, but not too little «iSïïi* „ _
to SMILE at you.) George and Maud Metcalfe, 1*1 BldSn

Zyelyn Andrew, New Toronto, Ont. avenue. Oshawa, Ont
IVinnlfred D'.ckman, 166 Church street, Eva and Mildred Nurse, RJL No 1.

Belleville, ont. Tsatlleboro, Ont. ’
llnlhle Blanid, 160 Church street, Vivian Parlcê», 86 Colbome street, 

BeUev'lUe, Ont. Lindsay. Ont.
Lizzie Cummings, 10 Ridge street, Beckford, Change Islands,

Bel It-ville, Ont. , Nert£ Newfoundland.
a,a_.Ifih t,'--,-- Irene Paradlne. 147 LesHe street.^ BcUevrme*otr Ont.Xx'zT °'Bri*n’ BuP"n*-

Rsymond Lloyd, South Foster avenue, Grace Rutherford,
Betievllle, Ont. Jean. 311 Queen street.

Berry Btondid, Wharf street, Belle- Gladys and Nelly Roberta 64 Tyndall 
vine. Out. avenue, Tyndall gardens-

Gertie Payne, cor. Dundas and Front Walter and Florence Sands, and Helen 
W reels. Belleville, Ont. Byam. 808 Durle street

Odrie Ardell, P. O. Box 310, Engle- Ethel Somervitic and two brothers 
hart. Ont- 115 Cannon street east, Hamilton

IftHle, Geoi ge and Irene Bailey, 684 Ont. wn’
Keele street. Ikmgtoe and Brock, and Jack Short,

Victor and Lyman Balden, 18 Brook- Port Stanley, Ont.
mount road. __ Nellie. Alfie and Bertie Stock, 261

AHce Burgess and brother, strathroy, Rhodes avenue
„ Fred Smith, 59$ King street west. Fr/adle. Vernon. I*ura and Reta Helen Smith. 454 Brock 

Binnington, 165 First avenue.
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i A knows.
So why should you, your grief .dis

close?
Keep. SMILING.

The wprld abhors a gloomy face. 
And tales of woe nre

I recorded as a me 
by explorers, tta 
happened to ascei 

Ider suitable atmo 
I and saw his ow 
La), shadow cast 1 
Link of fog; In shoi 
h spectre of tl

commonplace.
Peterborough, Ont So look at your button and take a 
— brace,

I suppose you think Mutt swallowed him.
goodf Wnd,H dear,1 Mutt, i^o/thinkTHAT^ Age 8 and »..

He just ran out the door let the mousie, drop ing face ciub- My name is waiton

vUhtnid ««uL'«Ny°ûcom;dJnd a wllfh^enS SRïfcÇ. ' “ tTS'SSf **r “* “lusa
or tirer instead.” in* XHe stories. So hope that I will get this Doetry

® — MAPPH1E SMILING FACE Club cheer up, to go Into a rhyme;
What If day’s cold For I have read about the club, also
And you’re feeling old, v memorized the motto,
And blue, No use not giving me a button, fer.
And disgusted too; dam It all, you ought a.
We all do. Relpk WhlteflelC

• Chapel street .
Toronto.

And keep SMILING.
Sent In by your little Smilers,

Zada and Muriel Wright.
Gravcnhurst, Oat-

Meaford. Ont-

108 Mr-

Dear SMILERS:

MEA
G ^hr. Dali, in reply t 

| to why it wag no 

hr visitors, said tha 
|d such an exhibit <| 
land it wouldn't pro 
j appearance, anywaj 
wide-mouthed specj 
department of fossl 
t Is only by spechi 
one la permitted t 
ng link between th

Poor Pa comes racing In the door,
He tears his hair and cries:

“It’s just a MOUSE and not a BEAR, 
My sakes where are your eyes?”

Well! Mutt, good dog,
And great was his di:

He showed more brains than Pa or all, 
I really must confess.

P.S. I received a letter from someone the 
other day asking why Mutt is always So good to 
John when JohtMS such a bad boy. I thought 
the best thing to do would be to call Mutt up 
and ask. HIM, so 1 did.

I said. "Is that you, Miss Central ? Weill 
will you kindly give me good, kind, dear, dog 
Mutt ? ”

She said: “Call up Mr. S.P.GA., College 
3218,” so 1 did. '

1 said: “Is that you Mr. S.P.C.A.? ”
He said. “Yes, what can 1 do for you? ”
1 said: “is good, kind, dear, dog Mutt there, 

by any chance ? ”
He said: ““

Take a brace.
Look trouble In the face,
And SMILE awhile,
Nothing’s ga ned by looking glum, ing your SMILING FACE Clirb every

ry interested ln tbe 
like one of your S.

stood looking in, 
istress; Dear SMILERS: I have been read-

Kcep mum- week end am ve 
. stories. I would

F. C. Buttons. I have a little sister 
y/ and she would also like to join. Hera 

is a short story and 1 would like to see 
It ln THE SUNDAY WORLD next 
week. '

Put your woes upon the ehelf, 
Keep your troubles to your self 
And SMILE-£even after all thesfl 

ed meat, fibre and 
ilally unsavory Odpfffi 
ht be supposed. |9 
■sh, preserved by the; 
la until lt becamifi 
t is known that the 
Alaska, from a few 
eath the surface,.;1to 
h of several hundreds 
kes the greatest iia-i 
:e plant imaglnabHbj 

any a famishing • 
Maska would have 
ncky to have stum- 
en carcase of one of 
l-haute, and would; 
irnach without spec-1 

length of time the 
t-n in storage-

676 Pto-U^entrtreet. Th. utt|# Fr(,gi..

Dear Editor of the S. F. C.: Th«f« was once a title frogle who
Please will you send me a Smiling was always frowning. One day ae he

ss’ttB“£i,r.,4’2Siv's p

’-■ss, sr-jrs'roxvs «Hved in India, and one day she heard, than 0ver. As he was sitting there 
while In the tent something moving. thinkin(. what a badly used frog he 
and suddenly out of a bush crept a wae a Mend came by and asked him 
tiger. Seeing the tiger getting ready what was the matter. When frogle 
to spring she began creeping away, told him he said that lf he had 
and aa she was creeping her hand gMILESD perhaps he might have 
touched something, lt was a revolver- caught it. So frogle thought he 
Then she saw her chance- Just as would try this advice. Next day he 
the tiger sprung she fired, and the SMILED and caught a fine bluebottle, 
tiger fell dead. Thus she was saved.

I remain, your SMILER,

He certainly is; he comes every
day to cheer up the sick dogs and cats; here 
he is now.”

1 said: “Hullo! good, kind, dear, dog Mutt, 
1 want to ask you a question : Why arp you so 
good to John when he is such a bad boy? ”

He said: “Well, us dogs, you know, when 
IS KIND TO US, we

{ ' w
! /%

\
we have a master WHO 
just love that master to bits, no matter who he 
is or what he does. We not only LOVE him, 
we adore him, we grovel at his feet and would 
lick/his boots if he would let us. JOHN IS KIND 
TO ME. HE WOULD NOT, NOR WOULD 
HE LET ANYONE ELSE, TOUCH OR HURT 
ME FOR WORDS. Therefore, as 1 said before, 
I love him, I, adore him, 1 grovel at his feet, and 
would lick his boots if he would let me, for that 
is the way us dogs are made.”

I said: “Thank you, good, kind, dear, dog 
Mutt,” and put up the telephone.

o Sent In by:
Agnes

H. Harding. Aged P and 6.
and Kathleen Quin,

81 Maitland St-

6*7<f
claimed Old Goose hi a low AWAY IT WENT flying along 
rampjious voice, but just the with the wind, 
same we went

“Ha! Ha!” cried I.

ft
to-' y

RINTS Well, in about an hour or so 
when we had become so dodrily 

“Ho! Ho!” cried Old Goose, dizzy that we were hanging to
“Hee! Hee!” cried the little that foot bridge, up side down

Princess—-but suddenly—Oh!— like so many bats, yes, like so
My! dear!—suddenly—we began many bats, and were just about

don’t YOU give her nothing and to gC{ djZZy. Yes, dizzy as could giving up (yes, my dear, giving
see how she likes it? ” be. up) we saw, yes, we saw—a boat

“Well” said little Old Loon, “I “Come to the shoft,” cried I. being pushed out from the shore,
shall give her the four leafed “Come to the shore,” cried Old and sure enough it was—yes-
clover this time anyway,” and Goose. little Old Loon,
away he flew to find the little “Come to. the shore,” cried the He had seen the four leafed 
Princess. little Princess. clover floating in the wind just

NOW 1 HOPE YOU ARE with a whistle on the end of it.” Next day, after little Old Loon But how could we go to ithe as he had almost reached the
i mTFiMiNr, “Oh!” said 1, "How nice! Can’t had taken his departure, Old shore when we were as dizzy as North Pole and, of course, he had
L,a " l join with you and we’ll give it Goose, the little Princess and I dodrels (whatever they are). turned right ’round to come back

to her between us?” thought we would go for a walk Well! my dear, there we stood, because he knew that the litre
“The pleasure is all mine,” said just to cheer ourselves up. as I said; just as dizzy as dodrels; Princess would never, no never.

Old Goose, “it being war times.” On the way we came to a wide and the more we watched the have pa!lef. ^^J,13* ^ Jia*hî
So that was settled: to give her . water slipping by underneath us clover if she had not been in

a silver-no-nothing with a whistle " the more dizzy and dodrily we aanfer’
1 on the end of it.

■j'ï
The book» go tumbling on the floor, 

The rnlere, pencil» fell,
The scribbler», too, and flower raae, 

The mucilage goes as well.

and Lottie and

1=1
1

1

avenue.

__ xrLNfiir«,!Kyo«r,ewto SIEESEnsîm.Î 1 Edmund and Evelyn Brown, 63 Mar- 124 Bord?n !trort * TiOT,ln*’
■“ Barring avenue ^23*3*“®

« x5!r£d’$y'«r 2^™»,
t^na Carrol!, Clare Carroll, Madory £dd' 224 A,lnette •*«*. Wert To-

Mdlüimon Constance Sidney, Max- Marguerite Talbott. 622 Dupont street.
Ed** J? ri' !l Edith Marxine Wrlgley, 81 Constance
®dxard Courrier, 8 Gerrard place. si reel
«•n-. 'Mildred, and Arm le Chaplon. 48 Wilfred Walden 198 Thalle «treet 
Viuhaw strecr- North Toronto. Dorothy. Allan, Rena, Addle and Don
VtHx Campbei:, Malvina and , Edith aid Wilson. Go™ley Ont 

Ont r’ A8nes AiXrll»»». Timmins, Wm Wordoau. 198 Boston street.
XjgHaMaMl ,ïï"iîî*SrrM^*A,Sî“Ii’1”,!: 1 I \ IBs- “What arc YOU giving her?”

•jëîCSrSfc. n Pii-kan avenu,. n b l Old Goose and 1 asked him. in,

5£?25.* "**» «”«■ «• =“»• „ -■ - ".The first peen thing I have
*7j1d Dit*son, Eighth street, New _^ar Sir. found this Spring,” said little

°nt 'Ve liave * M<ue club consisting of __ ,, iarpe four-leafed
cin>’ 80 Atoerdc«n road, south, foUr ajj"1®- We are about the same ^ 0 ». >- . ,, * 8

Ft. .*» Ont. We ere trying hard to keep LlOVçr.
Bhl? Dunn’ Delbert Fryer, Hommer SMILING all the while. Please send “Ho!” said Old GoOSC, “that

Next dav .as the little PHn- is rather a small present for à
Morl8c nines, Hugh and _ ----------- rf*«’ hirihdav princess; my goodness me! last

Bob Cooper, Harold Forsyth, læss Sir: CCSS Dlrtnaa-V’ year I MVC her nothing and shey^Vnd Eapl thmn- no uddrces We Te lan uvfn^to “What are yo going to give *was soSpieased with if I had a

•Mi* ^.^ana, Eugenia Fails, Ont. someUme» we really get discouraged, her? ” 1 ask Old oose. great mind to give her the same
E1^^-eCwîiuVstIEdw*rd, you totie^e ^nd'V^ch Tsmil- “Weiii” said he, “I was seri- this year, only that I "thought of

mo Kr. sssêc °^y ««°h“„: ÏÎSsHe Z""tSréïïVf X^,eeld Begg, 81 Balsam avenus. KattheHne Tait. present of a Sllver-no-nothmg ^ni5ue on mc tnu Ul ll» wllJ

PAGE NINE
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Well, to make a short story
“Oh, Oh, what shall we do?” long, 1 mean a long story-short 

crie(j j little Old Loon saved us. But
“Oh, Oh, what shall we do?” ever since that day l have been 

cried the little Princess. sure, or 1 really might say 1 have
“Send a message to little Old been absolutely convinced and 

Loon of course.” cried OM quite certain that a four leafed 
qoosc clover is a very lucky flower—I

“But how can that be done?” mean weed. 
cried the little princess and I m Furvey’s Mn 
one and the same breath,” when sa,d yesterday W
we have nothing to write it on “I wonder why 

deep river and over the river was afKj no way to send it,” that child has
a foot bridge. “Hand me that four leafed gone and plant- I -,

“My! would if not be nice td clover,” cried Old Goose. ed a bunch o!
get out on the middle of that foot The little Princess handed out clover leave: 
bridge and dance up and down ? ” the four leafed clover at once of among my love 
said the little Princess. course, Old Goose held' it above ly new tulips’

“Dangerous! Dangerous!” ex- his head and in a few minutes

got.vidence.
signed by the gr*at 

. case is for bottles, 
s. up-to-date s»fe- 
and sneak tblev 

, to avoid Bertillon 
of course it often

mJust then little Old Loon came
in.

:

Aled craftsman needs 
unincumbered f1”"

t'iat he l»ys

i

lt is
■tectlon- 

Ucted by the 
\-e handled as care- ,

fashioned of

pollc*

were 
glass. This Pu

ttie slight- 
the specimen 

obliterate

because 
upon

f it may 
ie that might be 
re detective Investi-

\

G A. MACPHIE.
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^QUESTION MARK TELLS TURVEY WHY 
A FOUR-LEAFED CLOVER IS 

, LUCKY—A bEDTIME STORY
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