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THE postman brought me a letter juet as I sat

down to write to my children. I opened

the envelcpe, and found the follawing little

’ t;?ory for our page, neatly written between ruled
ines :

THE ADVENTURES OF A PARACHUTE.

Thero was a Parachute that always was out on Ad-
ventures ; Its entirlery made of tissue paper 1t is a
square of paper tide at each ¢orner with a pice of
atring, with a little weight on the string you hava to
cut it even you know or else it will not fly, and tie
them together. I let it out of a window and it stuck in
atree [ and a little friend got it down with a clothes
prop. Once I had a Parachute, it was a green one
and it sailed over a house and was loat.

This is a very conceeted one and was always proud
of its tine loukes cose it was raade of a Japanease
Hankechef with red stripes.

NorMA M ARMSTRONG age 9

Do you not think it is a clever story Zor a litte
girl of nine. Norma has been taugat to read by
the phonic svstem, and that is the reason she
spells a few of her words just as they sound.

Does it pever scem to you thav things witl out
life can talk? Did you never vee a big easy c. air
holding open.its arms and begging you so earnestly
to try it? Does not a grate fire speak to you?
I believe it can tell fairy tales as well as true
swrice

CBLLAR FOLKS.

Into a cellar was thrown one day the winter’s
supply of fuel. In one corner was a pile of bard-
wood, in anonther some kindling, while the bins
were full of black shiny coal. -

They had not been long together when they
became quite friendly, and began to tell their
experiences. '

A stick of maple described the beautiful tree
from which he came, and spoke of the delicious
sugar and syrup made from its sap. A piece of
beech told of its pretty lenves, and the dear little
three-sided nuts that children s0 love to gather.
A pine knot told how all the year round his tree
shook its green tassels in the air, making the woods
fragrant with sweet perfume. :

A stick of hemlock spoke of its pretiy evergreen
vranches with which, at Christmas time, churches
and_houses are decked. They all listened atten-
tively to one another, although they had known a
good deal of 1t before, for had they not almost all
been neighbors in the s -e woods ¢

But it was when it became time for the coal to
speak that they felt most interested. They knew
they had been storing sunshine every day that
they grew, ceady to give it up ugain in the, shape
of light and heat. But how could tbis bla:k hard
stuff burn

¢ Friends,” said the coal, “I came from & mine
dcep down in the earth, but like you I was a tree,
and waved my green branches in the sunlight.

“ Thousands of years ago I was part of a huge
forest; buy the earth, you know, keeps changing,
and in time this forest became covered by water
and filled up with clay, and the gases have

Here is one which a bright fire told me :

»
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changea me from w.od like you, into this black

hard stuff that you see. The light and h at
I give out when I burn were obtained from the
sun ages and ages ago, and have been kept by me,
deep down in the earth, all these years.”

Just then some ons came dowa %o fix the fur-
nace for ths night, and tho talk snded.

Most of you have likely made or helped to make
& SNOW N,

Is sact fun? And when he is finished do you
not feel vour man is really *somebody.”

Shail X tell you my story of one made by two

little boys ?
THR S8NOW MAN.

Wilton and Hilton had worked hard all the
afternoon making a huge snow man. A south
wind had been blowing since morning, so the
snow was in fine working order. These two little
chaps were twin brothers seven years old, and got
along happily together in the usual twin fashion,
But they bad a cousin Jim, a lad of ten living
with them, who was the plague of their twin lives.
Jim’s mother was dead, and his father had gone
off to the mines, leaving him in charge of his
auntie.

At times the boys were teased out of »ll

patience, and went to mother for sympathy, but’

the words, * Remember Jim lias no mother,” and a
kiss sent thom off ready to forgive him anytbing.

To.day they worked at their man in peace, for
Jim was off somewhere, and by dusk they had him
4nished.” Flower pot for hat, coal buttons down
his coat, clay pipe in his mouth—was he not a
jolly looking fellow ? How they laughed when
mother pretended she was frightened by “a man
in the yard.”

When Jim came home they were hoth in bed,
but it was moonlight, and the man showed up well.

At first he was a little startled, it stood therc so
big and white; b. before he went into the house
there was very lit’.. of the man left.

Snowball after snowball did Jim aim at Mr.
Snow-man. First the hat went, then the head, and
soon there was only a white stump to tell of the
boys’ hard labor.

Then Jim went indoors quite pleased with his
fun, and thinking how mad the boys would be in
the morning.

That night, when Jim went to bed, his work
followed into dreamland. He thought he was
going to choir practice, and was taking his usual
cut across a big vacant lot ; when about the centre
of it, coming towards him in tl.e path, was the very
snow-man he had destroyed thut nignt ; and befere
he could recover frorc his surprise wta snow-man
walking, the field was full of thom, Snow-men of
all sizes and shapes. Some with flo-ver pots on
their head, some togged out in old hats, they all
came stumping tow~cds him.

Jim was scaved and stood still, then their fun
began ; with one accord they started to snowball
him,

1t was terrible !

His eyes were full ; his mouth was full ; it went

down his back; and presently one big ball sent
him over ; but yet they kept up the attack.

Soun he was under a big bank of snow. Ho
began to smother, and tried to soveam, but couldn’t.
Thon he struggled to get under the snow, and—
fell out of bed.

In the morni-g he got up early, and tried to
re-build the man, but it had frozen hard during
the night, and the snow would not pack.

When the boys came down he confessed to hav-
ing “dono up ” their man,and told them his dream,
They bad a greet laugh over it,and somehow have
been better friends ever since.

And now we shall have the end of the story I
have been telling you from that old book of
¢ Fairy Tales:”—

MIMI AND THE BUTTBRFLY.
(Continued from Novemher {ssue.)

How thirsty she was—and how noisily the clear
little brook gurgled along beside the pathway |

By ¢his timie the burning July sun poured its
golden rays down upon their heads and Mimi was
very tired and faint! But, at no very great dis-
tance ahead, she saw the blue gleam of the lake,
and she knew that the time was growing short

But, juat as she was whispering a few words of
encouragement to the Rusterfly, a tall, nodding
young man stepped into her path ! ‘

“Little lady,” he said, “you had better take
the pnth through the woods—there are two savage
dragons by the lake who would devour you in
half a second!”

Mimi peered through the trees, sure enough,
two large dragons vere crouched close by the
shores of the lake, with a little boat_between
them, fastened to their necks by silver chains.
For a moment her heart stood still, and she re-
solved to escape into the woods, but she caught
the wistful glance of the Butterfly’s fast dimmning
eyes, and it strengthing her failing courage.

“T unl! go on, come what msy,” she said, and
as she spoke the tall man was trznsferred into a
silver birch, with s crow’s nest at the top, exactly
like a nodding bla .k cap. As she approached the
shores, the two dragous loosened the silver chains
from their necks and prepared to launch the little
boat, and Mimi knew they were her friends. So
she sat down in the boat, and the dragons, half-
Bying, half-floating, drew it along by the silver
chains, and presently they landed at the beautiful
Castle garden,

Mimi ran over the velvet turf to where a spark-
ling cascadsa was playing in a marble basin, over-
grown with water lilies, and laid the Butterfly
upon the limpid surface, just as tho castle clock
struck twelve,

Before the strokes had ceased to echo cn the air,
the Butterfly had vanished and a beautiful little
gir} stood beside Mimi, dressed in glittering silver
gauze, with hair brighter than the sunshine, and a
tiny purple scarf over her shoulder, like the wings
of the insect Mimi had carried so long close to
her breast. THE KND.



