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ni' SUE and Mary sat an the steps he-
fore the whitt haîl-door with its

10 big brass knocker. There were

two steps with an iran rail ta, guard

themn, and in front of the lower step
was a braided rag rug. The posts ai
the railing were topped by shining
brass knobs. Sue!s and Mary's great-

,grandmia had the brass knobs polished
every day. The two children sat sew-
ing, as fast as their busy little fingers

~', could go. Sue was making a dress for
her doîl, and Mary was hemrning a
sheet for her baby sister's crib. 1 arn4 afraid that her miother had ta sew it
aver again, but the wee little girl did
the test she could. They were talking

' about a children's party that they
were going to in a f ew days; for they
had children's parties in this aid
Quaker towxn, with its brick and stuc-
coed bouses and white doorways.

At four o'clock on the afternoan of
the party day, ten little girls, ten dear,
littie Quaker girls in white frockçs
went to Lydia's house on Penn Streei.

MT. Lydia's mother and Lydia's aunt met

LIOJIT. them at the white doorway, took off
the. ten littie bonnets, and all the littie
girls went ta the back porct to see the

S LIGHt kittens. They drew strings an the

mer. floor and the kittens ran after and

~L~ tumbled aver one another; and every
one laughed and the kittens purred.
Then Lydia's mnother took the ten
little girls out into the garden and

NTshowed thenm the Rlowers. Lydia a

I~%ISH~self and hier mother had two rose-

bushes for it. Lydia's aunXt play'ed

"NoII thek hea suce of cae?"

asked Lydia's aunt of the next littie
girl.

"No, I thank thee," she answered.
"Will thee have a slice?" Lydia's

aunt asked of the third littie girl.
"'No, I thank thee."
Ten littie girls wanted the cake.

Ten littie girls replied, "No, I thank
thee," because no one wanted to be-
gin. Then littie girls were shy and
so disappointed.,

Lydia's mother knew.
"O0h," she exclaimed gently, "thee

will have a slice, Mary, won't thee?"
She smiled as she slipped out the first
piece and laid it on Mary's plate.

"The next littie girl will have a
slice, will she flot ?" Another smnile
and another piece of cake was laid
on a plate.

"Sue will have a piece?"
"Harriet will have a piece ?"

Every littie girl had a slice of the
cake. Every one liked Lydia's moth-
er. She knew. The party went gaily
on1. Every one had a slice af the big
party-cake, frosted.-St. Nicholas.

THE TOAD'S SECRET.

Bv A. F. CALDoWELL.

Young Mr. Toad camne hopping by,
So now I'mn going ta ask you why

Grandpa took his ebony cane,
And ushered him up the narrow

lane
Into the garden nigh?

"Mr. oad," said he, "I've work for
you,

Workthat nobody else can do."
No, not hoeing, that was done,
The rows were weeded one by one.

(Dear, wise grandpa knew!1)

"Stones to: pick.?" N ot by a toad!1
Grandpa had hauled out a load.

Mr. Toad worked, and he worked
well,

AIl sumrmer long-but I'll pot tell
The secret-his work in the garden

showed!
-Youth's Comparniof.

THE FR0 STED PARTY-CAKE.

BY HARRI ~ MnNDEN1iALL.

A Habit of Health
You don't have to
think about brushing
your teeth every
morning. If s a habit
of health. It should
be the saine in regard
to taking

amien Ua botlue.

Whmat a Tftatlot a Icuaimes Maia
after the work and worry of'the
day, to have an evening of musie.

Amusements may Wol books
may lose their cbaxm *but nmuc
brings rest and rel-Uato to, Mid

and body.

New Scale Wilhim
SPlayer Piano

bringu music to YOu, instead Of
sending yoli to seek the mnusic
Outside of your home.

You cari play this instrument
yourseif-whe . ever rou like-and
whatever music you like.

With the New Scale Wlliams
Player Piano, you have the world's
master>icCCs - the rousiig
marches-the seductive waltzes
-the 1'old songa" and the 1111
new - literally everything
worth heariug aud

50 TJheir laughter and noise cal' te heardl
be ah a mile.

id But every ane lnods or respanâs with
a smile.

I'd far rather ride with this Man -

cd wouldni't you?
[y, Than dweli with the "Woman who
ile lived in a Shoe."

THE LITTLE OLD MAN IN THE

AUTOMOBILE.

Bv CORNEL.IA WAL.IZR McCI.ItRY.

You surely have baeard of theod
Woman, I know,

Who lived in a Shoe, oh, sa long,
long ago I

She had such queer notions and terri-
ble ways-

What would we ail do if ste lived
in these days?

As ahl af her children were supple
and young,

She packed themn in closely, pulled
Up the shoe's tangue,

And then laced the shoestrings across,
very tight,

And ter children ail slumbered until
it was light.

A little Old Man, wha is popular here,
Has a way ai his awn, that is alniost

as queef-
H-is house is not niostly of leather ;-

but steel;
An-d, instead ai a Shoe, it's an Auto-

mobile.

And as for the children, there's room
f or each one.

(They ail are so happy, sa brîm full
ai fun!)

What sport by the roadside ta picnîc
each day-

Pick terries and flowers-then up and
away!

Some morning you'hi see them-oh,
.such a big load,

Just flying along, like the wind, on the
road!

You cannot mistake themn, for ail in
the car

Are singing and shouting wterever
they are.


