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CHsmrmB , ^f

r^ .J^ fa tl» fiwi mmiMtt^l ahvayi wint to mvvtw», out TcMnmy says that sttoa If proper.

••• HMKl-eyw and Iiooey.|iaiiv-<"Tliat's me ! »7~
Do jou dream you are so fair;
I>o you giMM your budcUng tweetiies»-
AmbtMhed jret in inoompleieneM
Folded round with soft surprise—
Hooey-hair and haael-eyes?

'

What do you thlnlc of that ?
'*

• ^*J.i" '^^'""^y** best Burnsonian maniier/»
huigbed Celia.

^

T."^' "^ * hoiicy.hair,» - mused ChrisUne: "I
wonder what made him thlnJc of that?"Om lodced at the giri»t shinlog head with quidc
pnde^^lmt she said carelessly, "Now that I thinic of it
your hair is honey-cokmred. The shade U rather un-
coauBoo."

«Iait? But what does Tommy mean by caUing me

riSST^ t .
?*". ?"*" "^^ anything missing,

Celia? Am I 'shy 'of anything? Why," wiAaUtS^je of laughter, "it is just another way of sayinff
that lam not all there! I've a good mind not to givi
the wfietch his extra muffin."
A heartrending groan followed this terrible sentence,

for the culprit had come tiptoe up the stairs and had
met the common fate of all listeners.

"Serves you right I " declared Christine, but her

T^ "^^""^ *"..?* f'^^^ "^ * suggestive paitel underTommy a aim. "Is it a book. Tommy?" she asked

"yes." said Mr. Bums sadly. "It is a book, and


