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T HAD been snowing all night and

in the morning the world was cov-

ered with a deep white mantle.

It was Saturday morning too.

Eiizabeth looked out of the window
and said:

“My gracious! I never did see so
much snow in my life! I'll wear my
red cape and red hood and rubber
boots when I go with the basket to
Maum Liza's™

It was Elizabeth’s custom to take
a basket of good things to eat to Maum |
Liza every Saturday morning. Maum |
Liza was Elizabeth’s old nurse, crip-|
pled with the rheumatics and quite|
poorly, but dearly loved by her!
“honey chil’ ™., !

“The snow is pretty deep, Eliza- |
beth,” said Mother. “Perhaps I had
better send Joe with the basket to-|
day.” |

“Oh, please, no!” cried Elizabeth.|
“T'd rather take it-myself. I just love!
snow!™

So then Elizabeth’s mother said all
right and packed the basket with |
great care, laying a ow-white cloth |
on top. There i‘lg and celery,
and a roast chic! d ham and a|
loaf of corn bread and apples in the
basket so it was quite heavy, but Eliza- |
beth put it over her arm and stepped |
out into the snow with her red hood
and cape on, and red mittens besides.

*“I'll take a short cut through the|
woods,” thought the little girl. *“My, |
how nice and white the snow is! How|
it crunches when I walk! I wish it}
would snow oftener down this way.”

She reached the woods and began|
to trudge along, crunch, crunch,!
crunch! under the trees. Almost all
the trees were evergreens and right
pretty they looked trimmed with snow.

“But how dim and mysterious
is!” thought Elizabeth, stopping to
rest beside a stump. “It reminds me
of fairy stories. How still it is!™

She listened. and listened. Not a
sound did she hear. It seemed as if |
every twig and branch on every tree
were asleep or bewitched by a magic|
spell. These woods had been a fav-
erite-playground-of Elizabéth's in oth- |

it

er days. She had gathered early|
anemones there. She knew where
the lively little rill came creeping|

down through the moss and ferns from
the icy s=pring. Somewhere near was
the rock under whiéh two friendly|
chipmunks lived, and a chinkapin tree
grew close by, but where was It now?

It was all changed, and as strange | Ahem! Guess I'll think of eome»hlng own crunching through the snow,

as if she had never been there before. |
“Fairy stories could happen here,” |
said Elizabeth out loud, taking up her
basket and trudging on again,
It was stiller and stranger than ever|
as she went on, her footsteps crunch,
crunch, crunching through the snow—|

®y Adcuwne "(GILUGQY

“as if I was a big,
coming,” thought she.

So, to make it more sociable, sh
began talking to herseif.

“Snow White and Rose Red—Thal's
& nice fairy story. Wish I had a
sister. t’s see! They lived in a
little house in the woods. One night
2 bear came—ahem!” The mention
of “bear,” gave Elizabeth an uncom-

fortable feeling. She looked over her|

shoulder and said hastily:
a real bear.

“It wasn’t
It wids a prince. - He had

L o r:\‘

enormous giant|

- -
{ with this basket to my grandmother’s
{ house in the woods.

She pickeéd up her basket and went |

{ on, making up this littie song:

i “I'm Jittle Red Riding Hood,
I'm walking through the wood
To sea.my Grandmama,
Tra-la-tra-la-ia-la!

“Red *Riding Hood walked

lked and pretty” soon- ¢he met

Her

Elizabeth looked
Choufdgr again and sald
loud.
“Oh, well, I'm" not Red Riding|
{ Hood,” she sang:

“I'm going through the wood,

To see Maum Liza-za,

Tra, leelee, li- @ .
Just then she

heard a sound!

She Looked Over Her Shoulder And

A Large, Shaggy Animal

| been bewitched by a wicked dwarf.

else. Let me see!

“There was once a little girl called
stopped
‘shor( then she put down her basket!
“Why that's|
“Fve got a red hood.
I'm goiugi

Red Riding Hood.” She
|and clapped her hands.
| me!” she cried.
I'm little Red Riding Hood.

There Peering Through The Trees W

| cept for her own little voice and b
ﬂ'L so very still in the woods that
tiniest sound could be heard clea
Elizabeth stopped and

“runch, crunck-cfunch-crunch!

he snow.

listened.
Some-
thing was trotting towards her through

“I'm not scared but I might as well!
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 MISS TALK-EY

STUMBLE AND TUMBLE

3

HEN ELEANOR ROBBINS;
was six years old she and her:‘,
father and mother moved
back from China where they |

had lived for two years to America
where Eleanor had been born and the|
very first thing they did was to pul'i
Eleanor into school. Not the big‘
public schools where Eleanor would|
be proud to go later, but a tiny little|
school in & friend’s house where the
tittle girl might learn something of the [
ways and customs of the country she |
loved but kmew so little about.

All the first day Eleanor kept very|
quiet and watched what the others did "
but the second day she felt more at
home and then she began to talk. She
talked about the room and the lessons
and the children and everything that
happemed to pop into her head and
all the polite littdé hints the kind
teacher gave her about stopping did
no good.

So finally the teacher said, “Eleanor,
{ guess we’ll have to call you little
aiss Talk-ey! Don't you see you'll
have to keep quiet, dear. Suppose we
see if you can. You put on this pa-
per cap and hold my ruler and see it
you can stand on this little stool for
five whole minutes wlthout saying one
word.”

Eleanor didn't mind, in fact she
thought it would be fun to stand on
the stool in ffont of everybody and
she meant to watch the clock and see
just how long five minutes was. One
minute went by; two minutes, and

| stool was a tiny,

is that color. The body is half an

then Eleanor happened to look down
at the floor. There, right below the
tiny mouse nibbling
at some crumbs left from™ lubcheon.

{ Eleanor thought she’d have to scream,
{ but no, she'd promised not to speak

and promises were things one couldn’t
break. So she opened her mouth all
ready to speak—and then kept still!
Three minutes; four minutes; the
teacher looked over to praise the little
girl whe was keeping so still—and saw

| the mouse!

Then there was a hurry and scram-
ble in that school room and not one
bit of quiet till Mr. Mouse, who was
the most frightened of all had. folks
only known, had skipped off into the
safe darkness of the basement.

“Eleanor,” said the teacher, “I think
you were the quietest of us all, I wish
you would tell me why, when you can
be so good and still, you talked so
much before.”

Eleanor blushed shyly at the praise | And sideways,

and said, “I thought I was helping. I

thought I ought to talk that's the \u'ay1

they did when I went to school to
visit.”

The teacher laughed and patted her
on the head.
that!” she exclaimed, “of ciurse they
did” And then she let Eleanor tell
the school about her visit to a Chinese
school; about the gueer boys and girls
who dressed so much alike and how
they all studied their lessons out loud
and made the biggest noise they could.
“And I thought that was the way to
do,” ended Eleanor.

“Not here,” laughed the teacher as
| Eleanor took hér seat, “but I think

T'll still have to call you Miss Talk-ey
| because you talk so well about a jand
we have never seen.”

“Why didn't I think of

{

the way;

I'm sure you will- ask me,

HEN Stumble and Tumble were sent out to play,
They stumbled and tumbled—well—most of

And not because sidewalks and playgrounds were rough
For everything ran along smoothly enough.

*“Well what made them fall—
The other small childrea don’t do it at all2”

The reason is this—other children go slow
And watch very carefully, which way they
{ While Stumble and Tumble kept looking behind,

and upways, and downways combined !
Ag noon when they tumble back home from their scheol,
They can't find the door-knob at all as a rule.

For while their fat

little hands are feeling the door,

Their eyes as a rule are cast down on the floor,

Or up the long street or perhaps on the sky,

To think when you
1LOOK!

Or maybe tht_v'rc gaping at some passer by.
Now children there’s only one way to be great—
You must pay attention!
Now concentrate seems a most dieadful, big word—
In fact, the most dreadful you ever have heard.

But all that it means is.to play when you play!

T'o work when you work and be gay when you're gay!

You must concentrate!

think and to hook when you hook!

To laugh when you laugh and to LOOK WHEN YOQU

T

HE BOY or girl who is fortunate

, enough to have in his possession

a microscope, or who can gain

access to one, will be astonished

lt the new wonders he discovers from
time to time.

One day a maturalist slipped a slide

| with a tiny brown spot in the center

under the lefts of his microscope. The
tiny brown spot was the foot of a
spider, and the microscope revealed
a marvelous equipment of brushes and
combs. These brushes and combs af-
forded a long period of study.

Only the spiders that spin webs are
provided with brushes and combs. The

spider under observation was a Micre-

mata Smaragdula. This name means
emerald green, and the spider’s body

'ODD FACTS AND MICROSCOPIC WONDERS|

inch in length and its legs are so
grotesquely long that they are all out
of proportion to the rest of the bedy.

In the bodies of spiders are little
sacs which secret a sticky substance
from which they make their webs.
'This viscid substance is liberated by
means of the spider’s spinnerets. The
spinneret is provided with several tiny
holes and when he wishes to begin his
web he presses the spinneret firmly
against the object from whichk he
starts his work: This fastens the web
to a more or less nmd foundation -and
the spider. moves l"l,.

It is most lwportant that the-fine
gossamer threads. as-they come from
the spinnerets, do notget uma@md
to keep them from doing so the
brin=s uuo Dlay the combs

feet. Each foot is provided with a
pair of combs, though, n’ course, mei
spider is hot obliged to use them all |
at the same time, but it is often much |
more convenient to- use the p2ir on
one foot than on another. The combs |
prevent the tangling of the thmdsl
which go to spin the web.

It was discovered that there are as!
many intervals between the teeth of |
each comb as there are holes in the!
spinnerets. As the several slender
silvery threads leave the comb the
spider twists them all into one which |
forins a much stouter thread for the|
web. This solution is satisfactory in |
regard to the combs. =

certs the careful spider.
jof dust tends to decrease his food |
|supply. Flies, and other insects on{
which he depends for food, are very |
quick to spy a web if it is dusty, and, |
tunhermore, they are wise enough to
{avoid it. The industrious spider wlll‘

This coating |

{not allow a speck of dust to accumu- |

lJate. Whenever there is an indication |
of a settling of dust particles, the dis- |
cerning spider makes the rounds with
its brushes and quickly scatters it
Spiders that choose the best places

ltor webs are those with a keen eye}
{for abundant food supply.

A well |
nourished spider has all the food he';
wants and is, as a consequence, ener- |
etic and industrious. He tears down |
is old web and constructs a_new one |

The brushes are not.needed until each day.

Jater. After a web is finished it col-l

When an unfortunate fily runs into

Lpuzzle

Comer
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BIRD DIAGONALS

BY WALTER WELLMAN
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l If you fill in the right words, the diagonals 1-12

names of two birds.

1-2. A pi e excursion,
3-4. Used as a support for the head
5-6. A seal

and 2-11

Brosd; s

t.ha sticky .lhreads. In his struggle to
extricate himself from his perilous
situation he shakes the web and thi

lets dust with a rapidity that @iscon- {the web he finds himself held fast by lr.ot files the wary spider of his catc h | which b!nd any insect fast.

der !o=5 no time in gettin
| the Sifesof tds victim and 4
about BRI @ het work of his thress




