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Little Grains of Grit

Continued from Page 14
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i ave been wearing overalls that
::g}lth:l reflected bitterly. He revealed
his knife. .

" ‘«Ithn’t it elegant!” admired Beulah
in her most excited lisp. “Wait.” She
dived into her left hip pocket and drew
out a present wrapped in shaving paper.
«] didn’t forget your birthday. Mine’s
in & week. Then I'll be as old as you

again.” :
arﬁofgtourse you will,” agreed Tommy,
moved by 'the mystery of the present.
«Geven, growing on eight. That’s what
you'll be.” He unrolled, -and unrolled,
and finally gazed perplexed at an oblong,
hard, slate-colored stone.

«It’s a hone she cried. “Jack got him

. s new one. Gim’me your knife!”

“What for?”

“We can put a razor edge on it. See,
this way.” :

Beulah grasped the knife and began
to grind. “Pretty soon it’ll cut a hair.”

Tommy caught the idea and took up
the grinding himself. The minute she

_was out of occupation Beulah trans-

ferred her bright attention to the new
spade and bucket.

“Qoin’ to fill the bucket with angle-
worms?” she asked.

Tommy could not forego the honor-®
of being the originator of this inspired
scheme. o

«Yes. There’s lots where Polly Voo
hag hoed. Come on.” '

\RTommy would have /led her past the

arded Frenchman with the terrible
voice, but Beulah paused politelz.

“Good morning, Mr. Voo,” she said.
“How are you feeling this fine weather?”

“@-r-r-reat | returned Polly with a

- terrible rumble of r’s.

The r’s sent delightful chills up and,
down Tommy’s back. He had never
continued a conversation with Polly Voo

past the opening words. Madam
Tower herself, Tommy remewmbered, had
admitted that Beulah had nic ners.

“I should think gardening would give
you a ofine “appetite,” she continued,
pleasantly. ;

“G-r-r-r-reat! I could eat ze ox, ze
sheep, ze goat.” He rolled his eyes.
Tommy wondered if he could eat child-
ren. :

“Your whiskers grow clear down to
your wrists, don’t they!” Beulah asked
politely. L

“Oui.” Polly was turning great clods
as he spoke.

“We’ve just put a razor edge on Tom’s
new knife. Wouldn’t you like to shave
them ?” ’

“No, no, no!” rumbled from Polly’s<—
He\

huge boots. “No, no, no, no, no|”
might have beeh laughing, but it sound-
ed like thunder. “I am pr-r-roud! Ze
hairy arm, zey show ze strength, ze grit.
I am ze man of grit!” He flexed his
arm till his very teeth echoed.

“How did you get to be so strong?”
Tommy drew nearer.

Polly Voo struck his chest. “How do
I get ze strength, ze airy arm? Me, I
am born in France] When I am little,
more little as ze Tom-mie, I go to ze
abattoir—how you say it 7—ze slaughter.
ze butcher place. I drink ze cup of hot
blood, so!” He opened his bearded
lips, ‘contracted his great throat muscles
to illustrate, and resumed his hoeing.

Plainly, he had spoken. Not until
they had put several rows of poles be-
tween themselves and the blood-drink-
ing Frenchman, did they speak. Then
Tommy swaggered.

*“T know what he eats, too.”

‘What does he eat?” :

“He eats frogs legs!”

Beulah began filling the bucket with
earth-worms. “I guess he’s not afraid
of anyithing,” she said. '

But Tommy was not ready to dismiss
the subject. He knew now what he
wanted to be: he wanted to be strong,
to be gritty, to have hair on his arms!

“Pve got to go,” sighed Beulah, at last.
“I ran away. Jack will miss me. He’s
fixin over the fourth act of Castle Gray-
crag right now, I guess.”

“What for?” Tommy was keenly in-
terested in Jack Kingdom’s play.

“Oh. T forgot to tell you| We're jus’
goin’ t” wallow in money, Jack sayth, an’
he’s bought him a motor boat! The star
he sent it t’ is going t’ take his play,
only she sayth Lady Jessica has jus’

Continued on Page 16
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IKE the rest of the
C. P. line, SUN
- VARNISH- has
particular features to rec-
ommend it.
from carefully selected
gums and other high grade materials.
superior varnish of
. SUN VARNISH has a brilliant lustre pro-
ducing a glass like finish. Its transparency brings
out all the natural beauties of the wood. For all
interior or exterior work except floors, SUN VAR-
NISH is your safe choice. . It is most economical
to use and dries hard ‘in 24 hours.

Sun Floor Varnish
For hardwood floors this varnish cannot be equalled.
It is very tough, yet elastic, so it will not crack or
chip, nor show marks. Water will not harm it, and

it will wear like iron. &

Your local dealer

will supply you.

It is made

It is a
great durability and long
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i Responsible Farmers E RS sy
roved from a total loss to 400
bushels per acre, at a cost of $1. to $3. -

Do you know that Mustard can °
be killed in the growing grain at 60

to

-
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»° Fruit Growers

cents an acre?

80 per cent?

nothing?

a machine for every need.

Spramotor has captured ©O

spraying contest.

It isnta SPRAMOTOR unless we made it

SPRAMOTOR CO., 27 King St., London, Canada

Do You Know All
About Spraying?

That fruit crops can be improved

That buildings can be whitewashed
Fainted or fireproofed for half the
ormer cost, and made sanitary and
free from disease for practically

The Spramotor doubles and trebles
the profits of users., We make many
styles and sizes from $7. to $400.—

In its 25 years on the &nnket, the
ver 100

Id Medals and First Awards, in-
cluaing the Canadian Government'’s
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