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The Tale of a Tail.
BY ESTELLE M. KERR.IT was a warrn day in November and the windows

of the class-room stood open. Bob leaned back
from bis desk, ýyawned, and lookcd out of the
window; then seeing the tcacher's reproving

eye fixed upon him, hie ducked bchind the boy in
front and bient over the bîank page of bis exercise-
book. He heard the other scbolars pencils scratching
vigorously, so he picked up his own, chewcd the
end of it for a whilc, and then wrote in a clear,
round hand.

"The Tail of a Chipmunk."
"What a subject 1" cjaculated Bob, "how can they

find anything to write of in that?" His cyes wan-
dered out of the window again, but hie was rccalîed
by a little voice close to his car saying, as if in
answer to bis question,

"Weil, I don't know, it dcpends upon how you
look at it 1,' and Bob was surprised to sec his magni-
fying glass standing on end and looking at him with
a geniai expression wbich rcminded him of bis
grandfatber.

'How would you look at it, sir?" asked Bob.
"Weil, I arn accustomed to looking at things

closcly and tbrough my sprectacles, the smnallest
things have often the greatest importance. Take
your own case, for instance," the magnifying-glass
came closer and cyed hîm carcfulîy.

Bob sniiled at the littie creature. He feit hirn-
self, such a giant, that bie wondered how bis friend
could discover anything small about him.

"Now the snialcst part of you is your brain."
Bob stopp)ed smiling.
'In fact no one would know you had any, who

didn't observe people closcly as I do, and yet it is
the( most important thing>about you. It is the saine
wifth the chîpmunk's tait."

"Buit it isn't a tail, it's a t-a-I-e :"
"Whyv didn't you say so then? But, no matter,

write tbec tale of a tail."
Bob) glanced at bis excrcisc-book and was ashamed

to sec thiat he biad written t-a-i-I by mistake. He
was about to apologize when the Pencil spoke for
hîm.

"Thazt was stupid of me 1" said the Pencil.
f«Youi certainly do look duIl," the Knife cuttingly

remarked.
"And if I arn whosc fault is that?"
"Oh, corne, now," said the Rubber, bouucing up,

"I can soon change that,
"There you go agaîi," said the Pencil, "always

buitting in. It's none of your buisinessl1' and hie
o1bstiliatehy rcfuscd to, move f romi the spot. "I hatc
these( people whio are aiways trying to correct you,'
hc said.

"Y'oi'll neyer mnake. youir mark, in the world un-i
lcss y-ou can learn to nmmd your P's and Q's," saiu
the Kýnifc.

"Oh1, shult up 1"
The Kilife did as be was bid with a snap and th,

Now you've donc it, you can't write anothe
word withouit bis help 1"

"Wcll, I necd a rest anyway, and so would you i
hie hiad beeni chewing you for the last haif honi
I arn bruliscd aIl over."

"ton't spcak of it," said the Peu, droppiiig a
itiky tear, "I, too, bear his scars."

"i think you arc a prctty sore-looking crowd, lit
I arn gîad to sec the Ink well, hia, ha!1" laughed tlf
irrepressible Ruibber.

"I dlon't know what you are Iaughinig at," growl(
the Pencil.

",Why, that's a pun, don't youi sec the point? h
he i Oh, corne, now, whecre's the knife? You
nleyer se it withouit bis help."

"WAhat's that youi're saying, I wcli ?" said the Ii
"I neyer was 50 upset in rny life 1"

"Dear mie, what is it ?" cried thc others crowdii
about birn.

. Ilt's a1 il te f sIt of that boy, that iazy goodI-fc

nothing Boy, hie up1sets me terribly!" and he ga
Bob a black look wbile the Pen and Pencil nodd
syrnpathetically.

"The onhy cheerful one in the crowd is the Rubt
and you can't icrush himn."

"0f course von can't, and there's no use of ci

ing ovcr spilt înk. Let'$ get bs n ecnfn
the compositionl in no tirne nOw that Vic Boy

Bob binkc. hi eyes to show lie was awake, 1

the others took no notice. Even the Magnifying
Glass ignored him, and said to, the others:

"That's right, go ahead, I aîways shut my eyes
when there are difficulties in the way."

The Rubber erased the T, and the Knife sharp-
ened the Penci], and the Pencil joined the A toi the
L and added an E. Then they ail put their heads
together and dictated the composition while the
Pencil ran rapidiy across the page and Bob followed
its movements with fascinated eyes. It covered
one sheet and then they ail helped to turn over a
leaf and the Pencil burried haif way dlown the
page, where hie stopped and lay down exhausted.

"There, it's donc," bie said, "and the boy is waking
up, hurry back to your places !"

"Time's up !" called the teacher.
Bob rubbed bis eyes. He hookcd anxiousiy at bis

exercise-book but the page was perfcctly blank and
bis pencil, unsharpened, hay between the leaves.
OnIy the titie remained and that was spelt wrong.ý

"Now, Bob, will you read us your composition?"
said the teacher.

"It isn't quite finished, sir," replied Bob.
"Weil, read what you have written."
Bob rose slowiy to bis feet-
"If I can only rernember what the pencil wrote,"

he thought.
Hie heîd lais book be-

fore him and began;
"TUE TALU 0P A

CHIpMUNK.
,"There once was 2

cbipmunk who wishec
lie was a squirrel.

"iOh, dear," hie sigh
** e d, -I have sucb

miserable ittie tail."
"Ucl used to back

»comb it tornake it ap
pear fluffy, and then h

»wouid look at bis t
~k fiection in a clear poo

but try as hie wouid, h
' could neyer sec his tai

~ *.~ "'After ail,' he sai<
~ ~'I do look like a squii

il lhen I sit up.
wonder if anyon

wold( take me for a squirreî? Here cornes a ho:
I w111 runi out on the l1mb and get into position an
se whiat hie says.'

"Th'le boy came aîong the patb, wbistiing, wil
bis bands in bis pockets.

"'Hello!' hie said, 'there's a squirrel!'
"The chipmunk trcxnbled with dchight, but he w:

araidl to move for fear Uie boy would discover h
niistake.

"'fhle boy tursted bis back for a few "nomeni
thien wiskcd around vcry suddcnly, and before
chiipnitunk kniew it, a stone bit hlm oit the head ai
hie droppeci to the ground.

Tle'o Psaw, uphe said, 'Its oui y a chiprnunk a
I wanted a squirrel's tail!l' and hie waiked away~.

"For bouirs the chipmunk Iay there quite stilf,
after a while he was able to crawl home, aud
neyer again wished he was a squirrel."

Bob) sat diown.
"That's the best essay you ever wrote, Bob," s~

the teacher.
"But I didn't write it, sir."
"WTblo did, then ?"
-My pencil did," said Bob, and then he reine

bered that there wasn't a pencil mark on the pa
Everybody laugbcd but thse teacher, who said
"Now don't be silly, Bob, for I sec you have

some brains after ail."
Bob looked at his mnagnifying glass which l

on the desk and hie fancied hie could see it smile.

An Unpleasant Thouglit.
BY BETTY SAGE.

CANT bear to think upon
Te act that winter's coming on,

I love to coast and hitch and slide,
But there are other things beside;
The dentist, dancing school and sums
Begin when chilly weatber cornes.
But worst of ail, 1 cannot bear
To put on winter underwear-
I love the cold, I love the snow,
But woollen things do itch me so.

Why I Prefer the Country.
N Nthe first place we rnust have the two pictut
Ifirmly fixecl in our minds. First the city wj

aIl its traffic, noise and hustle. Now we boarc
car and go to the country, which is quite differeý
for you hear the low tinkling of cow belîs and sh,2
faintly bleeting; you sec farrn houses scattercd h<~
and there, and cvcry three or four miles a lit
school bouse. Ahl our artists love to paint in. i
country, so, here we may say the country is pi~
ferable for its beauty.

In a city there are mnany diseases. Why? JE
cause there are so many buildings, such as waý
houses, factories, etc., whcre germs collect. Pe<ý,
inhale these. They are no so strong as those livi
in the country because they do flot get enough frg
air and exercise. So these little germs often prc
fatal. Why do they send consumrptives to ,
country for open-air treatrnent? Because the coi
try is more healthful.

Some people say in a country you do flot kn
what is going on in the world, but this is a gr
mistake. We have papers and magazines with j
the saine news as those of a city. One thing
are behind in perhaps is the reading of cheap noN
and magazines.

Those living in a city go to moving pictures, c,
certs and sometbing every night, and would negi
their school work, which is very important. Wi
out good, bard study what of our future citizej
In a country we bave no sucli attractions and
country schools turn out good, clever men
women. People say you don't learn much at
country school, but the most important studies
taught and taught thoroughly.

In a city you sc young boys standing around
*corners, smoking or chewing tobacco. They do

get their full growth and have that sickly 1
Would it flot be better for them, if they wer.
the country on a farma away fromi ail temptal
You will even sec boys drunk in the city. The cc
try is also the place for them. 1 believe the i

a living in the country are better than those in a
I also beliee that people in the country are ri

-religîous. In the larger cities people even worl
-Sunday, or cisc they work ail week and then c

e feel like going to church. In the country the pt
keep regular bours and they like nothing better

'goîngy to churcb. They remember thc littie set
e ai through the week. It lightcns their work.
I. a city those that do go to church remember

dsermon only tili they me.et some f riend, then
r-says, "Did you sec Mrs. Jones' new gown ?"
I"Those plumes must have cost an immense s

e Thcy kecp on this way but don't mention ser
Y, anyway I don't suppose they heard one-half<
id so intent werc they looking tosec who hookcd

styîish. Now to finish up I must say when
thto the city it is a great treat; but the noise

becomes a strain and I love to get back: to my
ohd country home with ail its peaceful, quiet

as its lovely trees and sparkling strcanis, and I
115 to wander through the woods and think how

nature is to us living ini the country.
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COMPE9TITION.

For boys and girls unsder eighteen.
Subject: "<Our Pets."
Six books (the titles Io 'e set ected fro.m o.

Library List) wuilt be awarded as prises f
the l'est stories, letters, poem, drazi.ngs

»photographs about this subject.
AU e sre must bear the naine and age

the contributor, and l'e certified as origînaL
parent or guardian. The cont est closes JG.

uary lst.
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