CANA D TANT COURTUER

| FOR THE CHILDREN |

THE “WATER-BOOK.”
By K. H.

M ADGE, was lonely. She came
slowly up the stairs on her way
f0 the nursery, feeling that she should
ave a long, miserable afternoon.
Mothqr had gone to do necessary
>10pping, and there was no one at
Ome but the nurse, and she was busy

Wwith baby brother.
S she came by her Aunt Jennie’s
om, she paused and peeped in. The
€ was burning brightly in the open
grate, and the warm coals sent out a
nueel' that was not to be found in the
Shl‘ser_y, She loved her aunt’s room,
to']e llkegi to look at all the pretty
s'l €t articles, gaze in the bright little
UVer mirror, and open her ribbon
WOX, that always smelled of violet. She
35 never allowed to play here when

0t Jennie was away.

cams she stood at the door a thought
COul(ei to her and told her that she
b ; do no harm just by warming
. _cet at the grate. ‘This was just
aev Very moment when she ought to
¢ Temembered—but she did not.
& e’}:Vent 1n, at first timidly, and then,
She heard no one coming, she sat

Own on ; .
Focker. the very edge of the little

For ;1 : : ; :
with | ong time she was content

ooking about, but by and by the
“ég‘llfierfu.l “water-book” seemed to be
S 'Ng right at her.
bec;le always called it the water-book
Streause .there were lovely purple
Ousms in it flowing right past the
Withe§’ and then there were red boats
Sides rllllant.lthmgs draped over their
o tall buildings of marble, and
¢ windows gardens seemed to
Soft anging, while everywhere was the
W’nqme‘t water, and steps leading
e to the boats. On Sunday ai-
over (‘)tgs Aunt Jennie always looked
adee . Water-book pictures with
S §e{ and told her all about them.
) gld the city was Venice.
(o ‘t;l‘( 8¢ thought it could be no harm
just le the book over to the sofa and
She IOOk at it a very few minutes.
Were O0ked at her hands, and they
Means Quite clean—and anyway, she
When to tell Aunt Jennie all about it
She came home, and she was

Sur,
thine S?e would say it was the right

She‘o do when she was so lonely.

hoped she would say that. e

Wrong thoughts are like little
plants, they grow and grow; and so it
was not long before Madge had the
book spread out upon the sofa, and
was turning the leaves to find a cer-
tain picture that she liked so well.
Just as she found it, she heard nurse
calling. It would never do for her to
come in Aunt Jennie’s room,—she
knew what would be said then,—so
she reached out and took the tongs,
and laid them across the book to hold
it open, and ran up to the nursery. It
happened that nurse had a lovely sur-
prise for her in the way of a game
and some taffy, and a good time for
baby brother, too.

Madge really meant to steal away
and put the book back, but she was
having a good time, and then mother
came home and asked her to help hide
away brother’s birthday present, and
then it was tea-time, and so they were
eating supper before she remembered.
There was Aunt Jennie smiling sweet-
ly at her, just as if, when she went
upstairs, she would not find the water-
book with the tongs across it !

Good thoughts are like plants, too,
and as she sat there, looking at her
aunt, the little seed-thought began to
grow and tell her she had done wrong.
It seemed to grow right up in her
throat and choke her.

She felt that she could not stand it
another minute. “Please forgive me!”
she cried, and then she left her place
and ran to Aunt Jennie and hid her
face in her lap. “I want to tell all
about it—and right before mama!”

And so the story came out, and
Aunt Jennie forgave her on the spot.
“I knew you would tell me by and by,”
she said.

“Why, did you know when I left the
table?’ asked Madge.

“Of course; I saw the book when I
came in.”

“And you were just as kind —”
Madge could not believe in such for-
giveness before the asking.

- “I wanted you to tell me yourself.”

‘Madge was silent a while. “T tell
you, Aunt Jennie,” she said, at last,
“please put away the water-book for
a long time, just to punish me.”

“I think that will be best,” her aunt
said. “Forgiveness is sweet, but the
punishment makes us remember.” —
The Youth’s Companion.
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Co COME FOR A RIDE !

¢
or 3 ri ;
On my © el there is room for two,

The B]l};e Prancing ponies, Black and

Toaq ’; ; g
neg, IS straight, and my whip is

And "
th . j
Nose to ee‘"eather is fine for a ride.
Ang it 8round and tail in the air,
out on i )
take ol our heads if we don’t

Was ever there such a dashing pair?
When the weather is fine for a ride.

Come for a ride—my lash will crack
O’er my prancing ponies, Blue and

Black,
And we’re off! to the garden gate and
back
For the weather is fine for a ride.
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A Quick Breakfast for
Dark Mornings.

When you rise late the only breakfast is Shredded Wheat—

ready to serve—easily digested, fits you for half a day’s cheer-

ful work—none of that grouchy feeling usually following

“hurry-up” breakfasts. Try with hot milk and salt to taste.
Sold by all grocers, x3c. a carton; two for s5c.

'PURITY FLOUR

Baking triumphs are every-
day occurrences with Purity
flour.

Highest grade in the world.

Home - made bread
awarded first prize
at the National
Exhibition, Toronto, was
made from Purity flour.

WESTERN CANADA FLour MiLLs Co., LTD.

Mills at Winnipeg,
Goderich, Brandon.

/ More bread s»« better bread
! t
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Artistic and Healthful

No one who has ever decorated a room with Alabastine
can rest content until the whole home is so decorated.
Alabastine tints have more tone than wall paper, paint, or
whiting.and-glue preparations. The minute
'~ rock crystals, of which this hygienic cement is
made, reflect the rays of light softly and
cheerfully..-and actually make the room several
= degrees brighter. Alabastine does not rub off,
peel, crack or decay. . It is the most durable,
healthful and economical wall covering.
Ycur hardware dealer sells 5 1b. package
50c. Our book ‘*Homes, Healthful and
Beautiful,”” mailed free on request, tells
how to do artistic work.

The Alabastine Go., Limited =
S 23 Villow St., Paris, Ont. \
A {
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