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"POOR DOCUMENT

" Game for Children’s Party

minuates to play.

BY MAUD WALKER.

Jack was his name, Jack Bennett. He
was red of hair, freckled of face and de-
termined of mind. Also, Jack had a gen-
erous disposition and a deeply sympa-
thetic heart. Jack was only 10 years old,
but Jack was as capable in many ways as
a boy several years his senior.

Jack’s parents belonged to the well-to-
do class; therefore, Jadk seldom knew
what it meant to be denied anything he
wished for. But he was euch a sensible
little chap that he mever asked for things
unobtainable, as many another child often
does, and consequently never knew what
disappointment meant.

One day as Jack was on his way from

way. He was fond of finding new roads
to and from echoo!, and knmew that part

<] of the city lying between his home and the
| schoolhouse pretty well. But in this alley

he found new sights. In a dingy window
of a dingier old house was the sweetest
face framed in soft, fair curls. As he pass-
ed the house the little face emiled at him,

Ja emile such as one innacent.child will

greet another innocent child with. Jack
stopped and nodded his red head, a smile
changing his plain freckled face into one
of almost beauty. The little, girl nodded
in response and placed her palms- against
the cold and dingy window pane, question
in her great blue eyes. Jack stood won-
dering whether or not he should go to the
door and knock for admittance, asking to
be allowed to play a while with the pretty
little girl; but he refrained from doing so,
for he knew his mother would be looking

toward the better part of the town where

a small favor of you if you have time to,
grant it. I have been ill and fear to go
out in the snow and my only companion
is a little granddaughter of eight, a child
so beautiful and so innocent that I hesi-
tate to send her out on an errand. We are
much in need of some food, and I -am go-
ing to ask you to take this money and go to
the bakery in the block below and buy
for us a loaf of hread. You see, here is a|
dime, and-_ five cents of it will get the
bread. With the other five cents please|
stop at the little grocery beside the bak-!
ery and get the amount in tea. If you,
can do this for me, I shall thank you a;
thousand times.” |

“Certainly, ma’am,”

said Jack, bowing

few minutes he had returned to the dingy|
house with bread and tea. And this time!
he got a peep into the miserable first floor!
robm, where the aged woman lived alone|
with her little granddaughter. How cold
and bare of furniture it was! An old
stove showed the barest glimmer of fire,
and sitting on the floor on an old rug
playing with a rag, doll was the beautiful
little girl. She glanced up from her play
to smile and nod to Jack.

All that day Juck’s’ mind kept revert-
ing to the incident of the morming, and
the more he thought of if the surer he
became of the need, the cruel poverty
and helplessness of the poor old woman
and little girl. As he ran home from
school that evening he made it a point
to go by the old house in the alley; and
this time he saw the little girl at the win-
dow. She nodded and smiled in recogni-

can do for them,” he said to himself. And

Jack, the Real

little muff what Santa Claus gived me
Game for Children’s Party. '

“But why did she sell these things?”
asked Jack, innocently. _

“For monsy to pay our rent and to buy
coal and things for dinner and breakfas’
and supper,” explained the little girl, won-
dering at Jack’s question.

Jack made no reply fo this, but sat
thinking very hard. Then he turned sud-
denly to the little girl and asked, “Do you,
believe in fairies?” {

“Not much,” confessed the child. “If
there were really and truly fairies they'd;
bring things for us to eat when we get so
h . You ‘see, Granny tooked sick
the other day and she hasn’t been out to
furniture or clothes. 8o we/!

us here in this alley are very wicked peo-|
ple, and Granny wouldn’t dare to give,
them a piece of furniture to sell for her.
They’d run off with the money. And Gran-
ny’s afraid to let me go out, too, because

{ Count 10, and then go to the door and

Cul

there’re s0 many wicked boys and girls
about here playing in the gutter.”
“Well, vour Granny is right,” declared
Jack. “And you just always mind her.
But I am.going to. tell you a secret. There
are fairies, really and truly fairies. And,
what is more, one will bring you some-
thing tonight. You just keep listening and
listening, and when.you hear a little tap,
tap, tap on the window pane you sit’just
as still as you can and don’t say a word.

see what there is on the step. A fairy al-
ways leaves goodies on the step, you know
And, now, I must go. Tell your Granny
that I was here'and that I'll stop tomor-
row to see if there’s anything, she. wants
me to do for her. But I'd advise you to

whether they come or not. Sometimes if
too many people talk about them it
frightens them away. So iti would be bet-
ter for you and me to keep it a secret—
that is, a secret for a while.”

p-r.it.

“Oh, Tl never say a word about the
fairies coming.” cried the little girl, hap-
py in anticipation. “I do hope theyll
come,though, and bring some goodies to
eat. We are very hungry, Granny and
me.”

That evening Jack ran into the sitting
room in quest of his mother. He had
something to say to her very privately.

But to his eorrow he was met by the S

cook—a cross-grained German woman—
with the news that his mother had been
called away by a telegram. Jack’s grand-
mother was very ill in an adjoihing town
and his mother had gone to her.

“And papa—where is he?’ asked Jack.
“Has he come in from his office yet?”

“Yes, but he left word that he had to

he’ll not be home before late bedtime.”
Then the cross-grained cook left Jack to
his own meditations.

After a lonely supper Jack crept into
the pantry while the cook was busily en-
tertaining some of her company at sup-
per in the kitchen. There on the pantry
shelf stood a great- cake, one, doubtless,
just” baked “that day. Jack took it in his
arms and hurried to his own room with
it. A little later he returned to the pan-
try, and when he left he had another
armful of prepared food.

“And something to take the place of
that muff,” Jack said to himself after de-

\positing the pantry supplies on his bed.

A visit to" his mother’s room procured
just what he wanted. There, in an old box
was a eet of fure that had done service
many, many years ago, Jack had often
heard his mother tell of how proud she

kept them, outgrowing them at last. And

To say that Granny was surprised ai
what, was found on the doorstep express:
es it mildly. Being a bit deaf she had nel
heard the ‘fairies’ signal, and was only
roused from her second reading of the let«
ter bearing the godd news by her littls
grand-daughter  crying: “Oh, Granny
here’s a big basket and two boxes., The
fairies must have left them.” i

And not only once did the tap, tap, tap,
come on the window that week, but three
different times. And each time the aged
woman and the beautiful child found food
and clothing, and once a nice rocking
air.

And during the same week a great ex:
citement prevailed in the home of Jack.
The cook was wild over the fact that her
best cakes, tarts, bread, jellies and cold
meats Were daily missing. In vain they
watched for the burglar. At first Jack’s
father thought the cook and her company
were responsible for the shortage of food,

S,

: : and smiling as he took the dime. Then | sell any more ) : : : X ; : :

& ;chool he decided to make a short cut A o br:::ame :'ing:, e de witlﬂfn 4 wi’; get very hungry on just tea and bread.| say nothing —mind you, nothing—to | attend a business meeting this evening,| byt when he voiced his suspicion to Jack,
] ome, going through an alley a part of the You know most of the people living round . Granny about the fairies till ' you see|and would have supper down town. Sof¢pha¢ young man declared that cook was en-

tirely innocent of the thefts, and that he
could not for an instant allow his father
to think her the culprit.

Thén Jack’s mother returned home ta
be told of the skilful food thief. She ar<
rived at an hour when Jack was in school.
As ‘soon as he came home and found his
mother there he threw his arms about her,
crying: “Have they told you of the cul
prit, mamma?”’ .

“Yes, and to think that my cherished old
furs are missing, and my favorite rocker,
in which I sit to sew, is gone! What a
bold thi—" !

“Don’t say that word, mother, mine!”
cried Jack. “The real culprit is—is—here!™
And Jack put his hand on his own fore<
head, then touched his heart.

It didn’t take Jack long to explain the
strange matter, and it didn’t take his
mother long to understand him.

: called “Autograph” is very for him. So, emiling and nodding a good- | tion, and Jack’s face became radiant. “Ah, ) twelfth birthda; hen “But. i i
The “:3 jolly, and requires only a few | by to the pretty little face at the window, | now, I'll just go right up and knock at ;?th:: 1?:; pré:ent-ed lller m');hv:.hznpl:t!: youlr3u;ogg;en?;g’?thisl:otﬁ?wm o
smusing Give to each boy and |Jack hurried down the poverty-laden alley | the door and ask if there is anything I 'ty mink boa and muff. And how she had| “Then I would have been at cook's

“For you know,

girl present & small pencil pad, with pen- . ! ‘ € mercy,” declared Jack.
il attached. Let the hostess o'f‘ the party | he lrcretf‘lc.']l e i e he did. Thg little girl o.penec‘l‘ the door how she had often thought of giving them | mamma, that a man has no rights in his
call time. When the signal, “One, two, The owing day Jack took the alley|and asked him to come in. “Granny is to some little girl, but had refrained from | own house when the cook is left in charge.

three, write” is given the guests mingle,
ell laughing andgt:dking at once in their
eagerness to obtain the greatest number of
sutographs on their pads. When the five
or seven minutes that have been allowed
for the game have expired the hostess—
who has held her watch in hand—calls
“Time!” Then the guests seat themselves
and pass up their pads for the counting of
autographs. Either a committee may be
appointed for this ptrpose or the hostess,
with the volunteered assistance of two or
mobre’ of the guests, may attend to the
boy or girl procuring the
greatest number of autographs in the given
time is presented with little prizes—some-
thing very simple, of course. To the girl
may be given a bouquet of flowers or a
dainty-pin-cushion. The prize for the boy
may be a pocket pencilholder or a pocket
match-case. The prizes should never ‘be

route to school that he might again see
the strange picture of the heautiful,child’s
face framed in the grimy window pane. As
he drew near to the weather-beaten.house
he looked in vain for the sweet face of the
little girl that had so attracted him on the
previous evening. Instead he saw an aged
woman with snowy hair standing at. the
window looking into the street. Her face
bore the signs of illness and suffering from
poverty. As she’glanced at Jack her-face
brightened and she smiled to him. Jack’s
cap was off in_an instant, his red head
bowing low in reverence to the aged wo-
man at the window. 'Jack had always felt
the deepest respect for the aged, but es-
pecially did he revere this poor old lady
with the snowy hair and saddened face.
He knew that in some way she was related
to the beautiful little girl whom he had
seen at the window.

To his surprise the old lady beckomed

upstairs to eee a sick woman.what lives
over us,” she explained. “But I know
Granny likes you, for she said you had a
fine, honest face.”

Jack entered and sat down beside the
stove. “Stay, little girl,” he asked, “do
you and your granny live alone all the
time? Where're your mother and father?”

“My mamma is—is—in heaven,” whis-
pered the child while a great tear gleam-
ed on her eyelash. “And my papa is sick
in “the big place they call a— a—"

“Hospital?” asked Jack, supplying the
word that was too much’for | the little
one to articulate.

“Yes, that’s the place,” she said. “He
was took sick a long, long/time ago and
was tooked to that place. We had some
nice things, them, but it took all the
money papa give Granny to pay the rent.
So we had to move into this place — for

doing so0 because she feared the recipient

‘| would not value them as she did. And so

they had lain in mothballs and tobaecco
in.an old box in the closet, of use to no
one.

“They were made to wear,” said Jack.
taking the box in his arms. “They shall
be put to the use for which they were

‘| intended.” i

i
About 8 olclock the fair-haired little girl
sat beside the stove listening to her
granny reading a letter from the hospital
doctor. The sick one was improving rap-
idly after a very serious attack, and would

.| soon—perhaps within a week—be with his

mother and daughter again. “Oh such
good news, isn’t it, little one?” said the
aged  woman. “But .I'm‘ wondering how
we'll manage to-live till the dear son and
father returns to work.”

“Oh, maybe the fair—’ But the little

And that would have meant that cook
would have locked things away from me,
knowing who it was that was raiding her.
pantry so often.” ‘

And then Jack and his mother paid a
visit to the old lady and the beautiful
child in the dingy house in the alley. And
after that there was no more suffering in
that room, which was made comfortable
enough for them to live in till the con<
valescent one should return, well and
strong, to take up his work again and to
make them another and a better home.

And Jack and the little girl of the blue
eyes and yellow curls, became the best of
friends, the little girl declaring that “fair-
jes are red-headed and freckled-faced, for
that she had seen one.” !

LACERATED.
Philanthropic Lady—“You ought to be

expe?sive ot %o him to come to the door. He hastened | it’s cheaper. Then papa got upktoo so‘:;ll: | S ;?%ped e E e; Gl‘tnnz‘ &ad o ashamed of If to be making f £
: FRS 5 : {to obey, and stood wi h ; y t to work. He was taken mu caught her meaning. And just at that mo- amed of yourself to making fun of
The “smallest inhabited island in the obey, an with cap in hand, | and’ wen ment she heard a tap, tap, tap on the|a smaller boy because he cries when the

world is that on which Eddystone lfght-
house stands. At high water the light-
house, whose diameter at the base is

98 3-4 feet, completely covers it. It is in--

habited by three persons.

Disobedient Gracie.

waiting for her to appear. She opened
the door and adked in a gentle voice,
a voice very much like his own dear old
granny’s: ‘“My little boy, your face:is so
bright, so kindly, that I am going to ask

sicker again, and then went to the—the—
place again. Then we had no more money
and Granny had to sell our best chairs

and floor rugs. Then she sold her nice

Sunday dress and my best frock and my

been begide yoﬁ aﬂl—fhe morning and has
just now gone to lie down to rest a bit.
She’s not very strong yet, you know. She

was very ill when you were taken sick so

In a dingy window of a dingier old house was the sweetest face he had ever seen.

Foreign Lands
IN A CORNER-IN LONDON.

‘Peepé~"lﬁto Pia‘cos of Iﬁt‘érat in}, :

. Resolutely she kept. her lips clos-

1ed, riveted her eyes on the stove and

counted ten. Then she arose and went to
‘the door, opening it.

. :
S’posen
Isn’t it the greatest fun:
To slide, like lightning greasy,

doctor hurts him. Did you never have
your own feelings lacerated?”

Smart Boy—“Yes, mum, but it didn’{
took.”—Baltimore American.
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BY HELENA DAVIS asked grandmamma of naughty Gracie. “If, pantry for ds(l:lmetllx.itttllg, }(:’; ‘:;ier_" odgf;g E}: suddenly. And now do be very quiet and : s . : ¢ th Down the the slippery banister?
It wae Gracie’s birthday. Sbe was just|¥om do love her youll behave like 3 dear gﬁ;“zu a0C 1 to berself: “Tll just do 31:!1; oo u?mé have bezn] yeey; vesy tffué palziaga:rcel uzltx:r ’;‘ﬁ;?f‘;ﬁg :ﬁfﬁt ‘;m laoq| Gee! but the ride is easy. o WORD BEHEADINGS.
- i i i > 2 4 4 Ao : e; but the doctor said last nig a ¢ e *
eight years old. She bad Btk . 4| 0P gl 12990 Moot dove her J ’ what I please, so T will. And it pleased you would be i rell today; f S it that has not one stone < \
j ) v 3 L getting well y; so be|of Savoy, a palace ! (1) Behead a word that is used to ded
rty, with a big cake (on which were|do all you ean to; her suffer, and per- | the naughty miss to go out of doors and 5 : : , : 1l a tale of its former 2 e ; a ed
; stand eight lighted candles), all the ice-| haps cause her to become more ill.” git, gullegnlyy on the big porch that was gﬂ:‘zl}? s own little girl and lie very i:;gilgfes:e‘.v gt:: itsa des:r\(:ctiloz Ly — scribe lightning and leave a whip.
cream she and her little friends wanted| “I do love mamma,” declared Gracie, | cold and windswept. And there she eat, | “ gt : . Sover wterel s n Tesidencs, Tnit: Hewty = (2) Behead the name of a heavenly
2nd hours and hours in which to play and | stamping her feet. “But I want my par-ty | stubbornly refusing to obey the warning of my mamma—my mamma—is she : built in the ’ £ e S body and leave that which is used both
i And st the very last moment Gra-|eo I do. I want my party today. I don’t|the biting wind and the occasional flakes really and truly alive?” wailed Gracie,| VII. had it rebuilt in ‘;h“g: ‘z e A —_— as a medicine and machine lubricant.
i gr’immma had been taken very ill and| want it nex’ week.” « | of smow tghat were wafted in on her. be?f; flowing d(i«;v]:n her cheeks. pital, d“-" ggn?tf -lzf gizhfvm eButpwlftE a\‘ie 4 (3) Behead an article that isworn g
3 : ¥ 4 T es, ing: i 80 endowed 1 5 4. i :
‘f the little party h‘."d to be .postpone’d. Grandmamgm took t.he little girl’s arm |  gaif an hour later Gracie’s papa found here to;;yher o;ﬁ’(}lrr:c!i:n’l’a wuv(vlelilna:ﬁ accession of Edward VI. to the throne £ '—;;f g:l;ig;nd sad leave) a feeling of deep .'3'
£ Grandmamma explained it all 'to Gracie,|and led her into the kitchen, thus getting!po jittle girl shivering before the great| i} C . < 2] tho hieistal way suppiesied. But ‘again it =~ " .
, telling her that just as soon as mamma her just as far away from the sick rogm ﬁlrse 3 thgllibrary her face flushed and geaf-rﬁ;om:;i Grafne ffelth h«(air l?wlqliers w:s I‘Z;glllnd i I\rl)grv b Lo findlle dis _(4) Behead the value placed upon -ar-
became well again t.‘};;he parts; t?o‘ﬂ?nx :l:;it w;s mibii to]tdtl; in 1.":'@ hu“i‘::e;'é:‘:i her eyes unusually bright. And 'int;;h: hands strgkingnierell.mi‘;rev:ﬁiéh 3ase:; solved by Elizabeth while she was in pow- i -u»,.. Ty ft(l)f)]des o i o o
i 3 - w 5 5 » . . -a 2l HIN MO ol .
g gz:e:; but that for exeCitpreselt ore::ji e be r:rere:) gm?:: fo: llxe reu!;ly ] l:le el ';{,Ze‘}'f,?;';tsﬁ :Vg:ufu:h:opl;:gﬁo?el;“:ﬂt zf fu.zmgy pdlaalted in two little side pigtails.| ®T: hgr;)e 1505d‘the g::low;:g inscription R -
i UDDECcessary Smepv s : < . i read over $ i
¢ fhe house, 85 the doctor insisted upon | which Gracie only pouted and looked de | the party which was to have taken PIace | g up and "o chat, chummeatly with beo| | “Hespitium hoo fnogy Yurbs THO VS SNELL.
i perfect quiet. . o fiant. uI1 want = pmpi rﬁ?sg.wxe kept | ¢hat night. il y THE e Savoin varatum! fbﬁo ww’vinla‘ll-kqown ;;overb is hidd:; i:; zga
H Hew, of coutie, Geacle loved Ber Wam | SAYCSS R 8 TOSs CHAS 3 { d d the next, and| « - ; Septi Henricus fundavit ‘ B S foEHa Onn W e
ma very, very dearly; but the party had | “Well, when pape comes home he shall ol ey 1o follow, Gracie lay bursing e dﬁ"ghpmm e L a g puwerh bemg ombined in ench of the
E been uppermost in her mind for so m”‘“{ pedtoéd « i’;‘" mgdud’ il c(‘?;ilgd’ ; mﬁ; with a f);ver her mind wandering from the Ma.:ﬁna i:dl:]‘;::ﬂy “‘!‘I t’wem s ’;:arrywtg During the building of Waterloo Bridge Sﬂéteﬂces and appearing jn their rightful
4 days that it was a great disappointment | 1sed dear old grancmamma. = £ pirs t her. One day she opened her i B ke : the last ining fragments of the pal- P i :
3 4o her when grandmamma told her it must | less he’ll say you shall be deprived of the | Bcenes about her 4 be obliged to disappoint her on her birth- ac: \:lesriﬂimssmolisghe d. bt there?re- Pt od We are prone to.judge others by our
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e put off for a few days. She pouted and
began to cry, or, as grandmamma put»lt,
whe “whimpered and acted very ugly.
Then, after grandmamma had returned
%o the room of the poor, sick mamma
Gracie ran off into a corner and began to
think herself the most injured little girl
alive. And it was all because her party
had to be postponed.. She sat down oh
the floor ‘and continued to- pout and fret.
“T¢’s -my birthday,” she said, -talking to
herself. “An’ I want my party, so I do!
1 want my lovely cake and the eight light-
ed candles, o I do!” Then, thinking she
was behaving just a bit too nicely about it
ghe jumped up and began to stamp her
feet and to cry very loudly. Grandmamma
came hurrying down stairs; and she shook
her head threateningly at the naughty
little girl who was making such a disturb-
ance. ‘“Don’t you love your mamma?”

|

party this year. You shall have to be
punished for being so naughty, you know.
But papa shall determine just how to de-
cide in your case. In the meanwhile, don’t
you return to the sitting-room till you can
do it in a epirit of consideration for your
poor, sick mamma.”

‘“Then I’ll run out’ in the snow an’
eatch cold,” said Gracie. “I don’t want
to stay here in the pokey old kitchen,
where only Bridgie is cooking luncheon.”

“No; you must not go one step out’ of
doors,” said grandmamma. “You remain
in the kitchen till you behave nicely. Then
go into the sitting-room and play till Papa
comes home. Now, see that you obey
Granny, my little girl.” And in another
moment grandmamma was out of the room
and on the stairs 1 to her sick
daughter’s apartment.

The minute that Bridget went into the

eyes to see her grandmamma beside her;
then -she, fell into a troubled sleep and
dreamed that her own dear mamma had
dibd; that she (Gracie) had insisted upon
having the birthday party, and that her
mamma had so exerted herself—being real-
ly so ill that she gshould not have ]eft_ ];er
bed—that during the very most exciting
time of the party she had swooned away
to never open her.dear eyes agam. And
then Gracie, in a fit of weeping, had
wakened from her terrible nightmare to
find grandmamma bending over her, try-
ing to soothe her fears.

“] want my mamma cried Gracie,
till believing that her dream had been
a reality. “I have killed my mamma by
having the party. Oh, I want my mamma!

1

I don’t care about parties—nor birthdays!
I just want my dear mama.”
l “Why, my dear little child, mamma has

LS g e

day. But she knew how ill mamma was,
and that the postponement was unavoid-
able, doesn’t she?”

Gracie'.s lips trembled and she sat silent
_for a minute, deeply thinking. Then tak-
ing her mamma’s hands in her own she
said: “Mamma, don’t give me a party
don’tg I was very naughty on my birth-
day-ﬁt.he day you were taken so ill—and
I disobeyed — Granny, Yes, I did. I
went, out on the cold porch and sat in
the snow, just fo be naughty. Then, just
before papa came home I felt as though I
was frozen, and I slipped into the house
and lay down by the fire. It was my dis-
obed:lence to Granny, and my—what you
call it?—my—oh, my selfishness that made
me 8o naughty.
—sick, mamma.”

“Well, well, don’t cry now, darling,
mamma understands. And she knows that
her little Gracie will never, never be so
naughty again. She has driven selfish-
ness out of her heart, now.”

And that’s how I gotl

mains standing relies of it in the form of

But s’posen that eome witch above
(Secreted on the stair) .
Should reach right out as you go down

And grab you by the hair?

| 5;%
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‘ﬂ\\‘l&\muuum
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é %7’““‘“
{l Wﬁ“\ﬂlﬂlﬂn

selves:

Do not put off till tomorrow that which
should be done today.

Think not evil of others lest you. be
thought evil.

In ye olden time people had a greater
Eeverenm for the truth than they have to-
ay.

Be wise as a serpent, but meek as a dove.

Let all men be charitably judged.

LETTER ENIGMA.

My first is in star, but not in moon;
My second is sun, but not in noon;
My third is in candy, but not in eat;
My fourth is in shoes, but not in feet;
My fifth is in heart, but not in flutter;
My sixth is in milk, but not in butter;
My seventh is in knot, but not in bow;’
My eighth is in fire, but not in glow;

My whole epells a blessing

To all the world, dear;
And ’tis ’specially loved

-
(' W
&l

“Do you really and truly think so,
mamma ?”’ asked Gracie, drying her eyes.
“Yes, at the very moment when you

Why, yvou'd be snatched as shiney-bald
As any baseball bat, i
'And wouldn’t it be awful cold

At this time of year.
i

CONUNDRUMS.

TR

%: He can walk most anywhere, {
? 3 other; Answer to last week’s proverb puzzle: " E’en through drifts of snow. il
5 Two eyes in my forebead, and four on my| All is well that ends well.
b back; : Answers to last week’s beheadings: (1) His boots are warm and cozy, ¢
: One tongue that is silent and two that|Sash—ash. (2) Stable—table. (3) Brick— His feet inside like toast; -
: can clack. rick., (4)Trill—rill. Fact is, Billy's Big Boots
= £ i (A horse carrying a man and woman on| Answer to last week's letter enigma: Are his Biggest 'r]‘Boast, -y
;(: *] don’t want to stay here in the pokey old kitchen where only Brideet is cooking luncheon.® his back) ' Puzzle. TIM TWNTPS»
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decided to confess the whole thing to mam-
ma, to make a cle breast of your
nanghtiness, you ban.ﬁled selfishness from
your heart.” And her mamma kissed her
gently. “And now we must call dear old
Granny in and tell her all about it. She
tdld me the other day that you had be-
haved very naughtily toward her on your
birthday, and after you were taken so ill
she attributed your fretfulness to your
being so unwell. But you must tell her
the truth of the matter, and how it hap-
pened that you brought your own sick-
ness on yourself.”

“And I shall ask her to forgive me for
disobeying her,” said Gracie. “And how
happy ‘' we shall all be then, mamma
dear.”

RIDDLE AND ANSWER.
Come read me this riddle without any

bother, .
Five legs on ope side and three on the

4 de .Ruet.
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Chapel and chﬁn‘hyard of the Savo}.

the little chapel and burial ground which
belonged to the palace. The church is of |
quaint architecture, having a low, square |
belfry. A damaging fire in 1860 caused |
much of the interior of the edifice to be.
rebuilt, but in general appearance thej
chapel remains mugh the same as it was|
during the time of the first Savoy resi- |
dents, who worshipped within its \valls.i

Tt was during the residence of John of |
Gaunt at the Savoy palace that the poet
Chaucer was married there to Philippa

A picture of the churchyard of the Sa-
voy is reproduced here.

With no hair ’neath your hat?
: M. W.

soots

Little Billy
Down the street does go,
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When are men’s countenances like fruif

|in the autumn?

When falling.

When is a fence like a farmer’s dangh:
ter?

When rustic.
Why is a stocking on the foot like a car
penter’s apron?

It has nails in it.




