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Themn Children.
The Cheering Falry.

Wbon a littie man

Does the very bot hoe au,
Not for pay in baubles bright,
]But becailse he loves the right,
A fairy shouts " Hurrah!I
Hiurrah1 hurrah 1 hurrah!"»
Iqone hear the oheer except the little

man;
That'a why ho amie.

When a little maid
Goes, when called, ta, mother's aid,
Leaving merry friends at play,
ffiends who -plead with her t ty
A fairy shouts, " Hurrah!
Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!"
N4ous iiOar tue eseer except tue luttle

mnaid;
That's why she amilea.

This littie fairy dwells spart
From fainies of the elfish brood;

'Ti@ from its home within the heart
It loves ta cheer the brave, the good 1

Now the Ktngs Kept Thanksglvlng,

Thankagiving -was eoming Thursday,1
sud an Tuesday Mrs. King made the(
plum-pudding aud got the turkeyi
ready The three little Kings watched-
it ail dancing around the kitchen table,
aud asking questions, and foilowing1
wben she took the turkey out lu the
cald washroom, and hung it an a high
hook.

" Thene, Mr. Turk,» ahe said, "'you
sare ail ready for Tbanksgiving, and
Thursday moruing wo uiil stuff you
snd roast you."

"And est you!" ebimed iu the. three
little Kinge."p

Ail thraugh a long tarmy Wednes-
day, M. Turk hung in the cold wssh-
room, and a groat mauy times the thnee
little Kiugs went out ta look at hirn.
Bobby could just touch one of his fot
if -he staod on tip-too. They ssid ta
each other how fat hoe was, and how
good ho was goiug ta taste. The Rings
did not ofteu have turkey; anly ou
Thanksgiving and (Christmas.

They wene oating early breakfast
Thursday moruing when the milkmsn
came. Thoy heard hum hunny luto the
wash-room ta beave the cau, sud out

agan but they didn't know that ho

forgo tehut the door.
Tbywere still at the breakfast-

tabl wheu Sancho carne ruming
through the snow f rom Mr. H1unten's
yard. Sancho is Mr. Hunter's big dog,
se, big that Bobby can just roach te put
hie srn ovor Sanch's neck.
--Sanebo put hie head in at Vie open

door to look for bones an the plate Mrs.
King kept for hirn; thone wene none
this morng-but there hung Mr.
Turk.

One pull of Sancho's strong teeth
broke the cord by whieh Mr. Turk was
hsnging, and off weut Saucho with him.

When breakfast was aven Mrs. King,
came hurrying eut ta geV dinnor
started, and eaw the open door sud the
broken cord-mV no Mr. Turk!

When the three little Kinge hourd
what had happened tboy had bard wonk
liot to ery. Thoy could soc Saucho's
great foot-prints through tho snow, and
the tramplod place unden the apple-tree
where ho had eaten bis turkey-brosk-
fast and noV left se much as a drurn-
stick.

"I1 wouldn'V have thought Saneba
would do eueh a hing!" mourned

Mn. MKiug started eut at once, ta buy
another turkey for dinner; but ho
came back in au haun saying ho
coUiu'V find a tunkey or a eiken or a
goose, anywhore for sale iu the whole
town. And mare than that, ho thld
the children Vhe butceen ad shut up
bis 'shop aud gone away ta spend
Thanksgiving, so that hoe could noV buY
any other meat for dinnier, and their
inther would have ta flnd somethiflg
iLi tho bouse for hern ta est.

"There's not a Ving but codfish!"
dMrs. King.

And so they had codfish for Thanks-
ý-îNing dinuer. 0f course they had

ashed-po ansd enanbenny-jellY 'and
Y1the other thinge people have on

Thanksgiving, and the plurn-pudding,
but codfish instead of turkey.
iMr. King said he had known people
eall codfish " Cape Cod turkey," and be
made them al la,,o'h bhw ,ne h..,,.
carve it, and calling ail the bone the
wish-bone, and asking them ahinl turn,
whether they would have "a wiug, or
a keg, or a sice of the breast."

In faet, the King farnily had a great
deal more fun aver tbeir Thanksgxving-

dinner than if Mr. Turk bad beon thore
stuffing and gravy.

Georgie'. Thanl'sglvlng.

Iwas eight and your great-aunt
Victoria ten wheu we had the Thanka-
giving and birthday in~ one, whieh we
nover forgot. Our mother was a de-
yoted FÉngishwoman, and uie gavo ta
.her first child the namne of lier--botoved
'Queen, and when I was boni two years
later ta a daï, I was named Georgiei
because that ie the neareet for a girl
ta the namo of. so many of our kings.
Your grandfather Howe died three
montha bofore 1 was born. Our birth-
da came the twentieth of November, go
near to Thanksgiving that mother al-
ways celebrated the two days in one.

IlThis that I arn going te telliap
poued long ago; for tho firet timo mn
aur livos, the Thanksgiving day was
appointod on the tweutioth day of-
November. We ail went early to tho
moeting-houso the Sunday beforo, for
wo knew we were going to hoar tho
Thankagiving announeed. Ail the.
children ini the meeting-bouse kept
wide &wake that morning, and Vie aud
I nudged each other when the. minister
opened t hopaper with a rattie sud
spread it on t he 4desk h Tadyw
weroe ,t lt ïïthe ico table,
watchiüg mothor unjom the boled
chiekens for the Lhekeupie, whon tho
dlock struck eight. Sho iightod a tai-
low candle, sud gave it to Vie. It was
aur bedtime. ' Oh,' ssid I, as I dumped
down lu tho! feather bed, ' isnt it
beautiful, Vie, th have birthdays and
Thsnksgiving ail together? And ian't
mother kind? l'in just no happy!'

IdS o arn 1,' ssid Vie, givmng me s.
hug. 'I know something.'

S' What je it, Vi? ' I asked lu a
whisper.

'Then she teld me that aie was

going ta get up bofore snybody else lu
the house, sud steal out eoftly, and go
ta the north pasture, and get nmre redi
bernies ta bang aven the Quen's!
portrait in the front roam, te please
mother.

"' Let's,' said L.1'It will be splendid,'
and thon I told hon what was true, that
she was alwaye thinkîng of semething
ta please somebody, and thon wo said
aur prayers, and cuddled dowu toaleep.

idIt did't seem but a minute after
that, when I sat up and rubbed my
eyee. Vie wss already tying ber Jesth-
ern, shoe-strings. 'Geongie Howe, get
up this minute; it's as iight as a cork,'
she said. ,l'rn not gaing ta put UP MY
hainit 'will take too mucfr time, and it

1wil keep me warm, "and she lot fal
a cloudj of gold ovor ber shoulders.
Graudmothor Gibbou's voico always
trernbied a littie here. 41Yau've seen
the portrait of your great-aunt Victor-
ia, children. It's true what 1 told you.I
Sho was -the mot beautiful womsnI
ever saw; ber hair was like spun gald.

"6We put aur surtouts ovor Our thick î
wallon dresses, tiod ou aur wsrm wollen
hoode and tiptoed out for foar of wak-
ing Ponte in the shed. Vic aeked me to
wsit ou the jstoeo stop uhile she
brougt a bowl of mather's chieken
bnoth. It was thiok and nourlshing.
It tasted good.

"We drove the cows te the north
pasture every summor monning; we
knew overy nook and corner of it, but
we didn't know tho difforouco betwoon
broad daylight and moonlight, and
great wae aur surprise wheu we
reachod the pasturo bars, ta sec the
moon going down, and no sigu of mrnu-
ing, but Vie kept hold of my hand, and
said, 'Never mind, Georgie, woe au firyd
the path, aud the fiat rock by the black
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GOD BJSCVTTSý,
by rmore thn ortw-o,

facturers, andiçgW' ô bake4
one of a few exceilei* 'bràdUf
but the Christiewyla,ýI

The best mi(rsin Canada hbP
their flour twio ay.erooftçner, p
samples and select th #r*dbot

W. blond te braeds~ * Iwo
keep on blending and,'"eW> by .W
we get a dough g.ood enugh to SUaê'
the Christie reputation.>

Every ounce of ta. nttrial le carefuil ~a~4i~
before it cati pass lntù t e ixing tôo*m,

The best sugar, puro, fresh creanmes3*b tea, ~

sweet milk and delicious cream-thcse pw.alii
ents mixed with our blond offlour, In t.e lCj;;b4
scientifie way, yields that delightful, app.tIin'rs~
ness and delicate flavor which has atade

ChrLsties BISc$
favoredabovealothertable daintis'fromioceattooceas.

Yes, Christie's are the best biscuits mnoy: cat
4

buy, yet they cost no more than just ordinary biscu_,ts.L
sii by Gr*u ,eo Vqawhmve

Christie,.Brown à Çqiwpeany9 I4mp4sd rO44 '~
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