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■ ed over to the asparagus bed. “Why 
he panted in excitement, “I do believe 
rre waited up with wings "

He lifted his wings again, and flew 
over to the strawberry bed. “Whai a 
world! What a world!" he said 

"It’s not a cabbage after all."
Then he smelled the fragrant plum 

blossoms, and somehow he knew that 
in them he would find something he 
wanted very much. So he flew 
to them, and sipped honey until he 
felt wonderfully strong. Over in the 
field beyond the garden, he saw clov
er nodding in thewind. That smelled 
sweet too, and he was about to fly 
over to it, when he remembered the 
little caterpillars. He fluttered back 
across the garden, and lighted on the 
cabbage leaf, close beside them. “Eat 
and grow, little caterpillars, eat and 
grow,” he whispered to them. “By and 
by you too will sleep and you will wake 
with wings! It is a wondrous thing to 
do! Now, good-bye, I'm off to see the 
great world ! "

He lifted up his wings, and flitted 
away, past the plum trees, r.nd 
into the clover field beyond.

Next week I shall tell you another in 
teresting story in connection with 
ture study and meanwhile I must 
close for the present.

With best wishes from

run over some new TONGUE put her to bed. 
TWISTERS. Bach one was trying to 
aee whether she couldn’t say the fol- 
lowing sentences better than her neigh 
bor and most of them made a mess of

Try for yourself, and see whether 
you will have better luck. Say them 
quickly.

A big black bolder on the black back 
of the black beast bent on breaking 
things badly for big brother.

Twelve tall tad toads tried to toddle 
to Tattletown together.

Stop at the shop at the top of Sloane 
streets and get a mixture of mixed 
biscuits for Peter Piper’s petted pan
thers.

Firm flesh of fleshy fresh fried fish 
forms a fine foundation.

She stood at the same spot serving 
the same sauce several Saturdays.

Short socks shock simple Busan as 
short socks are sure to do.

Unde Dick’. Chet
With the Children

KThe next day waa rainy. Bess was ' 
aff to school In the morning, and re 
turned after one o’clock saying that ip 
the schools were given a half holiday 
because of the storm. 9fc-«

Bess took a book over to the willow 
seat But she did not read. -ABhe 
pressed her little nose against the wet 
pane and peered out into the storm.

The telephone rang. Mama answer 
ed It.

“Yea," she said. "I think Bess would 
love to come. I’ll budle her up and 
send her over. You are sure she 
won’t be a bother? Oh, thank you. 
Goodbye."

Bessie’s friend Alice had sent over 
a nice Imitation for her to have some 
fun with a number of other little girls 
In her father’s hayloft Bessie set off 
in fine spirits. Alice led the way to 
the barn. There was a bark as they 
entered the barn.

“Come see old Roger," cried Alice, 
and Bess followed. When she bent to 
stroke him her hand encountered some 
thing soft and silky. There was lace 
there she knew.

“What Is Roge laying on?” she cried.
Alice’s big brother brought a lant

ern. Roger was lying on something 
that was pale blue, as well as silk.

“Roger you are a thief,” cried Alice 
when the little tea apron was taken 
from him.

"Oh, don't scold .him," begged Bess 
1f was my fault that he got it anyway.
I didn’t put it away when Mama told 
me to. Besides it’s not hurt a bit 
Mama will iron It for me, and it will 
bee as good as ever. Oh, Roger I 
could hug you!"

The little blue tea apron was not 
left where Roger could get it after 
that. It was always put away as soon 
as its proud little owner took it off.

& Vtp Mj Dear Kiddie.:—
I- Now that spring has at last arrived 

not only in name but actually I am 
sure you will all be getting out into 
the o$*n air, and be interested in the 
various ways in which nature is gradu
ally arousing- from her winter slum-
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Did you ever think of watching the 
developments in connection with the 
butterfly? Let me tell you a little story 
of the cabbage caterpillar and the sur
prise it received when it saw the 
changes taking place In connection 
with its growth; I am sure you will 
find much to interest you if you watch 
tor similar incidents as the early sum 
mer approaches.

Once upon a time there was a big 
garden. It was not a flower garden, 
but a vegetable garden. la it there 
grew potatoes, asparagus, beans, peas, 
and cabbages. Down on one side 
there was a strawberry bed and along 
by the fence there was a row of plum 
trees, all white with blossoms.

In the middle of the gm*den, on a 
cabbage leaf, there lived a 
crawly, fuzzy, wuzzy. green caterpil
lar. All day long this little caterpil
lar crept and crawled, and ate cabbage. 
He never looked up at the sunshine, 
nor out across the garden—the only 
world lie knew was made of cabbage.

One day a beautiful white butterfly 
came flitting over the garden and light
ed on the cabbage leaf, close beside 
the caterpillar. He lifted up his head 
and looked at her. “How wonderful!" 
he said, as the butterfly flew lightly 
away toward the plum trees. “Oh, dear,
I wish I could fly, instead of crawling 
in this slow way! It must be a splen
did thing to have wings!"

Just then he saw twelve little round 
green eggs on the leaf where the but
terfly had lighted. "Now what shall I 
do?" he said. “That butterfly has left 
these eggs here and gone away. The 
baby butterflies will hatch, and who' 
will take care of them? I don’t know 
what they should eat. and I could nev
er teach them to fly. Oh dear! Oh 
dear! and he worried and worried 
about the baby butterflies that he was 
sure would come out of those eggs.

One day the eggs did hatch, and out 
came- -what do you suppose? Not baby 
butterflies at all. but twelve little 
creepy crawly, fuzzy, wuzzy, tiny green 
caterpillars, just like the old caterpil-
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CONDUCTED av UNCLE WOK.
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Mother Bear, as the stranger lifted his 
cap and walked in. "I didn’t know 
you! How you have grown! Why, Fa
ther Bear, this is Cousin Black 
eldest son! How are you, child? Come 
Little Bear, this is your Cousin Blue
berry! How you have grown child!"

Blueberry shook hands all round, 
and then stood smiling from ear to 
ear until he was asked to be seated.

“I have left home to look out for 
myself!” he said as he sat on the wash 
bench and laid his bundle beside him. 
“My father told me that I had better 
camp near you. so I should have some
one to advise me."

“You shall live right here with up!” 
exclaimed Mother Bear.

But Blueberry shook his head. “Fa
ther says I am big enough to begin 
looking out for myself," he answered, 
“so I must now be off to build myself 
a camp.”

So the Three Bears helped young 
Blueberry to build a camp half a mile

The greenwood, the greenwood!"
Blueberry laughed when he heard I to be radishes, 

about it; end one day, after talking "That's a fine plan,” said father, 
with Father Bear, he thumped Little who had thought there could not pos- 
Be&r on the head and said: sibly be two rows of anything In the

apple. The two rows in between were

CLUB D
Bear’s

THE TEA APRON
Lecture* to be Held it 

Future Arranged a 
of Executive Yes’ 
Good Work Goin$

“Old man, why don't you live with I crib garden, 
me, and learn to look out for yourself?"

“For always?" inquired Little Bear.
“Certainly," was the answer. “You 

are big enough. Pack up and 
along."

"Shall I run away? Do you mean 
that?"

Bess excitedly caught her mother’s 
sleeve.

"Mama do look," she whispered. 
"That dear little tea apron!”

"Come away dear," said Mama, #T 
must get that twelling before I get 
home.
tea aprona today so you will have to 
go without It I am sorry," she con
tinued as a tear stole down Bess’s 
cheek.

Bess said no more, but followed her 
mother to the towel counter. Mother 
found a clerk to wait on her, and was 
soon surrounded with a large assort
ment of towels. Bess didn’t care to 
see these so she watched the other 
customers with interest.

An old lady seated right next to 
mother was buying linen. Bees watch
ed her fumbling for her purse.

The old lady’s hand was feeble, so 
she didn’t make out very well. A 
stray poodle dashed beneath her feet 
suddenly. She screamed and dropped 
her purse. The contents rolled in'dif
ferent directions all over the floor.

Bess quickly went to the old lady’s 
aid. She rescued first purse and then 
as much of the contents as she could, 
and took It to its owner. The old 
lady beamed her thanks.

"How kind of you," she said. "Yes 
dear the most of it is here. Never 
mind the rest. It doesn’t amount to

“The radishes will grow quickly and 
give you something to eat this spring, 
and they will be gone in time to give 
the beets more room when they get 

come | big enough to need it. And they will 
give you a crop for late summer."

But there were troubles, too, with 
. the garden crib.

T.„ run aw,y E'en before the tiny plant, were np 
kinïmôïï,. , T ^ lnd1;y0Hr Dorothy came over from next door 
brave^oung'bear ' * wlth »« band full of big, flat white
wh™U5.S“ro ,a "!HC,!.va‘lonlBhedfCe|"brought them for your garden 
when Father Bear said. “You may go crib." she said. “They will grow Into Mother Bear said, "Yes, big squashes. Let's pLTthem before 
you may go. school."
„h®° h„e„ **?t> Ï'I* sti<* ,over bis "Oh, I wish that I could have squash- 
shoulder and a bundle swinging from es growing in my garden." said Mary 
the end of it, while he sang the same 
old song of the greenwood.

Blueberry Bear welcomed Little 
Bear with open arms, and all that 
first day Little Hear had a merry time.
By night he was so tired that he went 
to sleep before the Man In the Moon 
looked down upon the camp.

The next day the two bears came vis
iting. They found Little Bear getting | A 
sticks for the camp fire and having a 
merry time. Mother Bear, when she 
went home, walked backward until she 
reached the bend in the river road.
Even then she stood still for a moment 
to hear Little Bear singing in his shrill 
happy voice.

That night at bedtime Blueberry said 
to Little Bear, “Old man I may get up 
after moonrlse and go fishing, so do 
not worry about me if you wake up 
and find that I am not here."

Little Bear did wake up in the moon, 
light. Blueberry was not In his bed, 
but Little Bear did not worry about 
him. But he did want his mother. He 
wanted her so much Jhat he stepped 
lightly out into the moonlight and 
started on the jump for home. He 
was half way there when he ran bump 
into a big soft somebody; it was his 
mother.

"O Mothdfr^Bear!" exclaired Little 
Bear, with *
“How diffy

“I didn’t

creepy.

'Unc/c£)zcA Didn’t bring any money for Flans for many actl 
nude at thet executive 
the Women’» Canadian Cl 
terday morning at the i 
Mrs. H. A. Powell, Queen 

It was announced that 
■or Falconer, D, D., of 1 
lege, Halifax, will address 
May on Jerusalem, Old an 
that the Right Reverent 
Fredericton win address 
Canadian Clubs later on 
lences In England and Fr 

Mr*. F. C. Beatteay r< 
money was being forward 
to the speoflEI war prlion 
friends of the prisoners ' 
ponded with.
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i from their house down the river trail; 
I and when they left him that afternoon, 
he was gathering sticks for his camp 
fire, and singing as he worked : 
“Tra-la-la,
Tra-la-la-la.
Tra-la-la-la-la,
Oh, let me live in the greenwood.
The greenwood, the greenwood!” 
Little Bear walked backwards until 
bend in the road hid Blueberry’s camp 
from sight. Even then he stood still 
to listen to that merry voice.

"When I get as big as he is, I 
going to look out for myself; and then 
he, too, began to sing:
‘Tra-la-la,
Tra-la-la-la,
Tra-la-la-la-la,
Oh. let me live in the greenwood,
The greenwood, the greenwood!”
Every day after that the Three Bears 
went to see Blueberry, and every day 
Blueberry came to see them. He used 
to thump Little Bear on the head and 
say, "How are you old man?” but he 
never played with him. No swinging 
in grapevine swings for him, no run
ning races, no playing skipping games. 
He used to push his cap to the back 
of his head and talk with Father Bear 
about fishing and hunting, as if he 
were old edough to be the grandfather 
of the whole family.

But Little Bear liked to hâve Blue
berry thump him on the head and say, 
"How are you old man?” He used to 
wish he were tall enough to thump 
back, but he could not reach the top 
of Blueberry’s head without standing 
on a stump.

After Blueberry came to camp in 
the ancient forest. Little Bear began 
to talk from morning until night about 
leaving home and looking out for him
self, and he walked round with a stick 
over his shoulder, singing his loud-

“Tra-la-la.
Tra-la-la-la.
Tra-la-la-la-la,
Oh, let me live in the greenwood.

SPRING BLOSSOM
L’J-

Once upon a time, after a long cold 
winter, there came a few days /of 
warm southern breezes, and a at» of 
life and growing waa felt in the afr. 
In the old orchard the trees encourag
ed their buds to swell and grow and 
on every hand there was planning foi 
the new spring clothes.

And they all worked hard—eo hard 
that It was almost a week before they 
noticed the little tiny peach over in the 
corner. 4

“Well, well," said the old apple tree 
as soon as she notiçed, "aren't you go 
ing to have any new 
Don’t you like the ne

"Oh, indeed 1 do!
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tfceflnt1 or shiver.
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COLE
^ow how can I show my thanks

properl
Bess shook her head as a sign that 

she didn’t wish a reward but the old 
lady wouldn't pay any attention to her. 

•Let me see,” she etid. Weren’t 
the little girl who admired a cer-

spring dress ? 
w frocks’"
’’ exclaim 

peach tree, and she could not help be
ing pleased to have the apple tree not
ice her so kindly, "but you see I want 
a dress of my own, and I don't know 
how to make one." .

"A dress of your own, of course," 
apple tree not quite under- 

“Now you set to work and

I
Klar <1^> ed the• Well, well," he said, “I should nev

er have been so troubled if I had only 
known that baby caterpillars were 
coming out of those eggs! I know ex
actly how to teach them to crawl and 
eat.”

Solution to Shamrock Puzzle.He started drilling at once.
tain little apron at the other counter?”

Bess nodded, wondering how the old 
lady knew. The latter laughed as she 
guessed her thoughts.

“I heard you.” she explained. “Now 
like to see little girls industrious. If

NewbrBelle, “but there Isn’t any space left.”
The next week Cousin Beth 

over' with a pill box full of surprise, 
more

;

THE THREE BEARSBy and by the old caterpillar began 
to feel very sleepy. Then he found 
that he could draw silken threads from 
his body, and he began winding them 
round and round himself. Pretty soon, 
he had a house made for himself, and 
he went to sleep inside it. He slept 
and he slept for days and days.'

At last he woke up, and thought he 
would like to come out of his house, 
but it was so tightly sealed that it was 
very hard for him to get out. So he 
pushed and wriggled until at last he 
broke a hole through the walls at one 
end. Then he dragged himself slow 
ly out on to the cabbage leaf. After 
him. on one side, he pulled a white wet 
thing; and after him. on the other side, 
he pulled another white wet thing.

“Whatever is this?” he said. “I 
didn’t have those things fastened to 
me when I went to sleep!”

The sun shone down on him, and the 
white things began to dry. He lifted 
i hem up straight, and just then a lit
tle puff of wind struck him. He tum
bled off the cabbage leaf, and flutter-

said the 
standing.
make one Just like mine, pink and 
white and green.”

’’Yes-8-8,” replied the peach tree, 
but- -

“Maybe you don’t like a pink and 
white and green dress,” suggested the 
cherry tree; maybe you’d like one like 
mine.”

’’Yes-s-s,’* replied the peach tree, 
bue---”

’Well,” said the pear tree, “make a 
white one like mine; they’re the pretti-

big seeds which were gray in 
“Even the seeds are good to I 

eat,” she told Mary Belle, “but If you I give you this little apron will 
plant them they will grow as high as 
the garage in one summer.”

“Oh shat are they?”
“They are sunflowers,” said Beth,

“and I brought them to plant in your 
garden.”

“But

Oip morning Mother Bea - looked up 
ft- <:u 1 ci work just in time to 
me-ry-lcoking young black bear walk
ing up .1 » garden pat’i from the river, 
lio can ed a stick over Ills shoulder, 
and a bundle swung o-n'i the end of

SAVES A 
BEAUTIFpromise to wear it?”

Bess said she would, so the old lady 
held out her hand.

"It’s just across the way so you 
-won’t be out of Mama’s sight. We 
won’t disturb her. You come show 
me which one it is.”

In a short time the little apron was 
tied in a neat parcel under Bess's 
arm. Mama asked her what it was. 
Bess explained and Mama looked wor
ried. The clerk assured her that it 
was all right.

"I saw. the whole thing Ma’am,” he 
said. "The old lady often comes in 
here. She’s one of our best custom-

Earms round her neck, 
now 1 wanted you*” 

you wanted me,” was 
the answer. “But I wanted 
much that I Was coming after you.”

Then the two laughed so long and 
merrily that Blueberry heard them 
and came, for he mas nearby, fishing 
in the river.

THE
’ can he be?” asked Father 

Bear in big bear tones, ns lie :i his 
"ork to look through the open win- i HAlhave to stick to the beets 

and radishes. They take all the room 
I have." said Mary Belle.

Beth was not very polite about it. 
“You’re a regular Mary Contrary 
about your old garden," she said.

It was a week or tw olater that Cur
tis brought home from the grocer’s a 
package with a handsome picture on 
it of cut-open melons.

"Muskmelons seeds.” he said. "I’m 
going to raise a bushel of meTons.”

' But your space is given to sweet 
corn and carrots,” said Helen.

"Well, i’ll stick them in, anyway, 
and later if it’s too crowded I’ll decide 

| which
away,” said Curtis. But he came to 
Mary Belle with some of the tempting 
seeds, too.

“You’ll let me plant some of my 
muskmelon seeds in your crib garden, 
won’t you? I'll share up even with 
you on the melons, and you know how 
well you like muskmelons.”

“But I can’t now. My beets are eo 
big and strong." Mary Belle felt al
most like crying. ’I wish I had a 
whole farm full of land; but I can’t 
have muskmelons this year."

Curtis was a good deal disappoint
ed, or he would never have said, "Cous
in Beth is right. You ought to be nam
ed Mary Contrary."

After that, some of the other child
ren picked up the nickname and med 
to sing it at her, “Mary, Mary, quite 
contrary, and how does your garden 
grow?” Mary Belle wished she could 
talk it over with her father, but ehe 
did not wish to tell tales. She did not 
know that he knew all the time.

Then one day the whole family 
out looking at the garden after sup- 

Mother’s rows had all grown 
very well, and had been giving them 
many good things to eat. Father’s 
tomatoes were ripening fast, and his 
string beans had climbed all over the 
iron fence. Then they came to Cur
tis’s space, it looked like an African 
jungle, crowded with a dozen new 
things that he had planted since he had 
put in his carrots and corn in the 
spring. None of the plants could grow 
well; so there was not anything good 
to eat either above the ground or be
neath it.

"'Alio can lie be?" ajktd 
Bear, in middle-sized bea- tones.

Who can he be?” pii'i Little Bea; 
in shrill baby-bear ton -, while the 
3franger sang:
“Trn h.-la,
T-a-ht 1».
Tra-hi In la-la.
Tra-la-la-la-la.
Oh, let me live in the greenwood, 
The greenwood, the greenwood!” 
Then he came with a hop and a skip 
and a jump to knock at the back door. 

“Why. Blueberry Bear!" exclaimed

Mother
Bright, lustrons, si 

julds more to personal 
than anything else."Yes-s-s," replied the peach tree, 

"but, but, you see—I think all 
dresses are just beautiful—but I want 
a pink one. An all-pink one. 
pink.

"An all-pink dress!" exclai 
pear tree. * Who ever heard tl

“That’s a good idea," said thelipple 
tree, who was the oldest and of course 
knew best what to say.

"But since you’re so young and 
haven’t tried making dresses before, 
why don’t you, for this year, just draw 
up all the moisture you can and drlns 
all the sunshine you can and work 
your best and make just any dress 
that you can? Then, peroaps, next 
year you may be able to make the pink 
frock you want.”

The little peach tree thought that 
that was good advice. So she set to 
work her very hardest and worked 
from morning until night, sending 
moist ure and sunshine and warmth 
into her branches.

And after a few days of working 
the little peach tree over in the corner 
blossomed out in a brand new dress— 
a pink dress, too! ! The very kind she 
had wanted most of all.

"Thank you so much,” she said 
( Continued next week. )

Immediately Little Bear jumped up
on a stump and thumped Blueberry 
hard on the shoulder. "Old man,” said 
lie I am going home with my mother. 
She needs me, and -I need her. We 
not get along without each other, and 
I don’t care if you do laugh.”

“I am not laughing." said Blueberry. 
“Do you suppose I should be so far 
from home it I had a mother? No. sir! | 
but I have no mother, or, big as I am. 
and grown up, I should toss my fish 
pole over the moon and start for home 
this very minute."

"Come home with us to-night. Blue
berry.” urged Mother Bear “and sleep 
on the couch at our house. It will be 
pleasanter going back to camp in the 
sunshine than by moonlight."

So that night Blueyerry slept on the 
coulh in the Three Bear’s house and 
went back to camp in the morning sun
shine, singing merrily :

your

The Most

irOeclsiv
Results

theSo Boss was allowed to carry the 
little blue apron home.

Shortly after this Bess came to her 
mother in great distress.

“Mama did you see my little blue 
tea apron?” she asked.

Mama shook her head.
"I left It in the kitchen I’m sure 

that I did!" declared Bess. "And it’s 
not there now." Here Bess burst into 
tears.

"You want to look for it in some 
place.” soothed Mama.

"I did,” wailed Bess. ‘Tve looked 
everywhere, and I can’t find it.”

“Little blrls must remember that 
first Of all, the kitchen Is not the place 
for blue silk tea aprons. I told you 
last night to put it away. Now you 
have lost it through your own careless
ness. But look fur It again dear. It’s 
somewhere around.

Bess searched until it was too dark 
to look further. No blue apron re
warded her labor, and tired out and dis 
appointed Bos sallowed her mother to

e!1

Follow the Use cwant to pull up and throw

Newbi
Herpi<

Even the firs 
cation is coni;

"Tra-la-la,
Tra-la-la-la,
Tra-la-la-la-la,
Oh, let me live in the greenwood.
The greenwood, the greenwood ! "

But as for Little Bear, he danced 
all that day and sang the old home 
tune with his Father Bear and hie 
Mother Bear:
“Ta-de-dum,
Ta-de-dum,
Ta-de-dum-dum-dum! ”

Little Bear had learned that there 
is no place like home.

M El
with shaggy hair and < 
ed shoulders are alwa 
Your appearance has a 
Don’t let It depreciate.

I
, Use Herpii 
f . SO IT IK

1*$P; Detroit, Ml

Per.

MARY’S GARDEN *®s*M*J!
iOn the doorstep of th* back porch 

sat Mary BeMe with her doll Nancy 
in the pleasant spring air while the 
sun dropped down Into rosy and peach- 
colored cloud blankets. Mother was 
cultivating her tiny lettuce plants, and

telephone pad It may be made lone- father waa 86111118 out tomato Planta- er or shortpr than th.* a i . g When he had finished, there was little 
an the drawing shows, space between the last sturdy tomato 

to suit any particular need. stalk and the lettuce Hid.
i he pegs which are used to indicate "There’s almost roonx for another 

the groceries desirer are cut from used bed here,” he said.
™a^?ea three-quarters of an inch in “Hardly a whole bed," said mother,- 
length. The holes are most con- smiling; just a little crib." 
venienUy bored with a small hand drill That caught Mary Belle’s ears. She 
ii * i *pa,?e,l containing the grocery jummped down the stairs calling, “Oh, 
list is to be fastened to the pad in the give it to me, please, for my own little 
same manner as the telephone pad. garden crib. Please say it Is mine be- 
Bore a hole opposite each material fore Curtis wants it for carrots or Hel-

Sold by Drug and D 
Refute Stibati

Applications at tha 
■hatpa.In this day of increased costs m 

every direction, Manual Training De
partments are confronted with the 
question of expense and In many 
places eflorts are being made to design 
useful articles that require a minimum 
of lumber. The two articles presented 
herewith were especially designed to 
meet this condition and the result of 
their use have been so satisfactory it 
is thought every boy will be interested 
in making them for his home.

The first article is the handy tele
phone pad. In every home where the 
telephone is In use, which Is practical
ly every home In these days, there are 
numbers that It is necessary to call 
frequently. Instead of hunting through 
a directory each time, It is very con
venient to have these numbers easy 
of access. Of course, some people 
with remarkable memories can re
member many numbers, but this Is 

„ not usual.
If you happen to have a telephone 

stand, it will be well to use the 
wood from which the stand Is made. 
Otherwise, use any wood available. 
Get the piece to the required dlmen- 
eioaa aa shown on the drawing. Lay 
out the corners that are to be cut oft 
as* remove with « chisel. It this tool

is not in your outflt, saw off the corn- list are exactly the same as for the 
ers carefully and then smooth with 
sandpaper. DO NOT ATTEMPT TO 
DO ANY WORK WITH 
TOOLS.

Cuwateedbytte
WCurtis just made a funny 

face at it and said, “Next year I guess 
I’ll stick to what I choose In the 
spring."

Then they came to the crib garden, 
with the forest of tomato plants on 
one side of It and, hugging it close on 
the other side the salsify that mother 
had planted after her lettuce was gone. 
The radishes had been served for 
breakfast for weeks before, scarlet and 
crisp, but the beets had grown so big 
that they filled all the space between 
the rows. Mary Belle pulled up one. 
It was as round as a ball and as red as 
a ripe apple. Mother and Helen and 
Curtis all said, "How fine! How big 
and red!"

Daddy said nothing for a moment. 
Then reached down and took Mary 
Belle’s hand and squeezed It bard as 
he said, “I wish we had more Mary 
Contrary’s in this family. It would be 
good tor gardens and for our country."

And Mary Belle told doll Nancy aU 
about1 it because she was so very hap
py xnrer It

DULL
If your chisel is not sharp, 

you cannot get good results. To at
tempt to do any cutting with a dull 
chisel requires so much pressure to 
force it into tne wood that the proper 
control of it is not possible and ac
cidents may result. The pad may be 
suspended at any convenient place by 
boring a small hole at the top or by 
inserting a screw eye as shown, 
course, it is hardly necessary to say 
that the pad is not complete until it is 
well smoothed with sandpaper, 
desired the pad may be stained to 
suit.
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en begs it for peppers."
II "Will you try to make It grow some- 

way of keeping the matches thing that people will eat?" asked his 
when they are not In use to Indicate mother .
î°m^5iateüla11 deslre<1- Thl® 18 d°ne “I truly will," answered Mary Belle, 
by boring holes at the bottom of the 'and I shall have more time, because 
U8r, , I go to kindergarten only In the

Tne convenience of the grocery list ing."
ltihaVt 18 ** hun* In the kitchen! And indeed It seemed that whenever

k !f? ™other thlnka of something Mary Belle was wanted it was wise to 
ÎÏL .?ea 1° ®rder’ 8he takea a Peg ! look first for her In the backyard. And 

“°. b°tto“,of 016 board and every day doll Nancy wore her oldest 
iVi»68.* .ln,1116 OP*108116 the ar* gingham dress, so that she could go
v»nLnHLir?dv bod can be con- ont, too, and sit ln the grape basket

the telephone for while her little mother watched and 
ordering, and when the groceries are weeded the five short rows. The out- 
received, they can be easHy checked, * side rows and the one In the very 
after which the peg* are removed and middle were going to be beets, as 
placed at the bottom of the pad. ground as a ball and as red a* a ripe

Uf Of course, It Is necessary to have 
some

IsIt

•v &Next prepare the paper and mark off 
as shown on the drawing. The paper 
may be fastened to the pad by means 
of a small drop of glue at each corner 
or by a brass headed upholstering 
nail.
pad very attractive, 
bers desired. New numbers be 
tilled in at any time, or the paper can 
be removed very easily and a new one 
put in place.

The tool operations for the grocery
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The latter method makes the 
Fill in the num-

i SOME TONGUE TWISTERS. The above out shew Weety flying along under the stare nf
A group of children were having the read in last weeks Corner. 8 9 the ,tare' of whom ^
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Telephone: Pad Grocery List
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