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AN EASTER EGG.
By Elizabeth Price.

They lived next door to each other, 
with only a low, green hedge between ilie 
yards, and even that had a convenient 
gap that saved going around by the gate 
every thne that Dicksy wanted Dandy, 
or Dandy wanted Dicksy. 
only one month's difference in their agi-, 
and they had lived next each other all 
their lives. “We’re cousins harder than 
moat people," they would have told you ; 
“’cause our papas are brothers and our 
mammas are sisters, and we've got ju*t 
’aackly the same grandpas and grand
mas.’’

Such merry times as they had together, 
with seareely a ripple of disturbance! A» 
for a real downright quarrel, eucli a tiling 
was t#o unheard of that when at hwt it 
happened both families felt that a cal
amity laid befallen them. What made 
it worse was that it was the day before 
Easter; the mamas always left, the boys 
help color their own eggs; and they had 
a royal frolic planned for this particular 
time. But what made it worst of all was 
that it grew out of such a trifle.

They hod been hunting eggs in Dan
dy's barn, and were on their way to 
Dieksy's when they spied under the 
hedge a smooth, white egg so clear ana 
delicate that it might have been an en
ormous pearl.

“That’s mine/' said Dicksy ; “1 saw 
old Yellow-top over here a while ago."

“It’s mine," declared Dandy, “’cause 
Speckle never will lay in her own nos;." 
That's all the beginning there was, Lut 
when live minutes later tire mamas came 
Hying to sec what was happening, there 
wae just a wriggling mass of black lugs 
and blue arme*, yellow heads r.^d red 
faces.

In another live minutes the mama», 
looking very sober, led two little boy» 
away from each other, after saying that 
no eggs could be dyed together and no 
visiting done alt day. And ail the while 
the smooth, white egg lay forgotten un
der the hedge.

There was time for lot»» of thinking 
that long, long Saturday. Coloring eggs 
isn’t much fun if you have no one to help 
>x)u enjoy it but a very quiet mama with 
a very eobor faire. By noon I >icksy stood 
with his nose flattened against a south 
window, trying to be sure whether he saw 
Dandy with hi* mw flattened against a 
north window. The mamas were not at 
all entertaining that day. The prelly 
eggs, all puiqUe and scarlet and spangled, 
lay neglected and unheeded. Who cared 
for Easter eggs if there was no one to 
help hide them or hunt them? 
could a fellow roll them down the ter
race if there was nobody to have 
with? Dicksy stole a sly glance at Ma
ma Marion, but she sewed stcaili’ ;,n 
with a sorry look around her pretty 
mouth. A long, long sigh sifted through 
the lace curtains, then a splash of aome- 
thing warm and wet lay on the window-

A GUARANTEE TO MOTHERS.
There is only one medicine intended 

for use among infante and young chil
dren that gives mot here a guarantee that 
it is free from opiates and poisonous 
soothing stuffs. That medicine is Baby's 
Own Tablets. Milton L. Hersey, M. Sc., 
public analyst for the Province of Que
bec, and demonstrator in chemistry foi 
McGill University, says; “1 hereby cer
tify that 1 have made a careful analysis 
of Baby's Own Tablets which 1 person
ally purchavx*! ill a drug store in Mon
treal, and said analysis liai» failed to de
tect the presence of any opiate or nar
cotic in them.’* TIhw tablets cure all 
minor ailments of little ones, such as 
twthing troubles, simple fevers, colds, 
constipation, diarrhoea, colic and worms. 
They make jlittJe opes slqep naturally 
lxfcause they remove the cause of sleep
lessness. They arc a )>oon to all mothers 
and no home whero there are vfoungt 
children should be without a box of 
Baby's Own Tablets. Sold by all medi
cine dealers, or by mail at 25 cents a box 
from the Dr. Williams Medicine Cc., 
Brock ville, Ont.

A good story is told of twin brothers, 
one of whom was a preacher, and the 
i t her a doctor.

A short-sighted lady congratulated the 
latter on his admirable sermon.

“Excuse me, madam,” was his reply, 
“over there is 
I only practice.

It requires no horticulturist to remind 
the troubled in heart that many of the 
brightest flowers bloom in the night.

«11. Dickey didn’t know just how it 
came about, but in less than half a min
ute he was sobbing out his grief and re
pentance on Mama Marion’s shoulder, at 
the same time finding oceans of comfort 
in the close embrace of those dear arms 
tlmt he had feared were never, never 
going to hug him again.

Down at Dandy's it hadn’t been .i bit 
better—indued it was almost worse, for 
Dandy was a whole month younger, and 
he felt that life simply wasn't worth liv
ing without Dicksy. Wito cared whethc. 
it was Speckle or Yellow-top that laid tlm 
egg? Who eared whether any hen ever 
laid any egg again? Why sjiould any
body ever want egg.-, when one ii igle 
one had broken i*is licart it could never 
be mended? 
long sigh, ami another silty splash, and 
another sobbing hoy, in Mama Mildred's 
arms, and a long, enrne-l talk about 
naughty tempera that always made ♦rou
ble and unhappiness.

It was almost sunset when at last Dan
dy slipped out at the side door and up 
toward the hedge. In his hand he 
tied a little Ijox of crayons, ami around 
his mouth there was almost a smile. The 
egg was still there, and the little boy 
settled himself oat the cushion Manet Mil
dred hod made him bring, and carefully 
marked in red and blue on the aimmth, 
clear side the word “Furgive.” He was 
drawing a purple rose by way of further 
embellishment alien a door shut some
where, and tiie next minute Dicksy was 
peeping through the hedge. In his hand 
was a bottle of gold (Mint and a little 
brush. “Why!” he ga«ped, and “Well!" 
stammered Dundy, “I was fixing it for 
you. I’m awfully sorry." This with a 
lump in his throat that made his voice 
shake.

“I wae just going to paint it for you. 
So’m I," said Dicksy with a damp look 
about'his eyes. Dandy scrambled to his 
feet and held out the source of all their 
grief. “It’d yours, Dicksy, and I think 
you’re the nicest ever was *eepb mama, 
and I’ll never hit you again.” Dieksy's 
hand* were behind him. “I .wouldn’t, 
touch it, Dandy, after me bein’ no mean 
to a Hitler feller than I am." “Oh, you 
must,” insisted Dandy, pushing it 
through the hedge. But it went no far
ther. for it somehow slipped from his 
hand and smashed so completely that the 
only thing left that eould lie recognized 
was the word “Furgive.”

“I am glad of it. Come over.”
“So’m I. Can’t. Not till tomorrow.”
“Neither ean T, but I love you harder 

*n I ever did.”
“So do I. Sav, Dandy, did I hurt you? 

I'll never do it again.”
Then the mama-», looking out of their 

window», saw the two little men, eneh on 
his own aide of the gap, reach Iving lips 
across the s|vnee and give the ki«* of peace. 
—S. 8. Time#».
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Branch, Brockvtlle.Earth is the land of the fallen mono
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