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Puzzle Competition

little doctor rub his bushy hair.
“Is that to make it grow, I won

der ?” thought Julia.
1 | "What a funny place!” she said, 

laughing in Aunt Fanny’s face.—Ca
tholic News.

one has come back 1

TO PUZZLERS.
With the puzzles of Dec. 6 the con

test closed, and in order to have all 
names of successful competitors for 
next week's paper, I must ask you 
/o make an effort to have your ans
wers in in time. Those not in by 
the morning of the 18th, next Tues
day, will NOT be considered. If you 
look back to the paper containing 
first set you will see that Dec. 15 
was the limit.

The names of winners of prizes of
fered will appear in issue of the 20th 

AUNT BECKY.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES OF 
NOVEMBER 29.

1. RIDDLE-ME-REE.
Plum pudding.

2. DOUBLE ACROSTIC. 
Christmas. Mince Pie.

8. BURIED FLOWERS.
1. Daisy.
2. Rose.
8. Pink.
4. Peony.
5. Pansy.
£. Yew.

4. BEHEADED WORDS.
1. Grave, rave, ave.
2. Smart, mart, art.
8. Sti^ip, trap rap.

5. WHAT IS MY THOUGHT?

6. REBUS.
Tars, Rats, Stars.

7. WORD SQUARE.
CALF
AREA
LEFT
FATE

8. CHARADES.
Cabbage, Forest. Mantelpiece.

For I'd rather count my chickens by i 
half,' I

Than to kill them all off while yet ! 
in the egg.”

—Emma C. Down, in Selected.

WHY IRON SHIPS FLOAT.

mm our
By the Author of “ Served Out.”

CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

Then Bonny saw that he had a 
“box” in each hand. When he open-

Many boys and girls find it hard \ 

to understand why a big iron ship ! 
floats, as iron is much heavier than
water. And nobody can blame them   «peu-
for the problem is very perplexing e<* them there came out two ‘ Tittle 
even to grown people. The law of nu8lC8»’’ one smaller than the other, 
specific gravity explains it. A solid The Professor put this into Bonny s 
may float or sink in the same liquid, lland-
according to the form the solution ! “There, little one, that is your 
is made to assume. A cubic inch of ! own little fiddle; and what will you

“The little 
again.”

Liese did not like to say any 
more, but she wondered how it was 
that she seemed to remember some
thing of little Johann's face, for 
she did not remember having ever 
seen her German cousin before.

“Liese,” Madame Bruder said, “I 
want you to stay and amuse Johann 
while Herr Papa and 1 g0 out to 
the shops a little while this after-

So the children made friends, and 
while the older folk continued their 
preparations for the journey, Liese, 
who was very good-natured, did 
everything that Bonny told her to 
do. They played at window-trains, 
and Liese consented to bo “deaded” 
for quite a long time. Then Bonny 
was the doctor, and felt her pulse 
and made her put out her tongue, 
and pretended to stick a little knife 
into her, and pour “nasty nedicino” | 
down her mouth; and when the pro- |

iron weighs about seven and ___
fourth times as much as a like bulk j 
of water and will therefore sink in 
water. But if the cubic inch of Iron | 
be beaten out into a vessel contain
ing more than seven and one-quarter 
inches it will float, because it will 
then be lighter than an equal bulk 
of water.

THE DOLL HOSPITAL.

What a noise in the entry! There 
was a rattling, and a crash, and* a 
loud scream.

“Oh, dear! DoU Pebbles is killed 
all dead ! ’ '

Aunt Fannie went out to see what 
was the matter. The tin horses 
had run away. They had tumbled

say to Herr Papa for that?”
But Bonny had no ears or eyes for 

anythinb else. He laid the fiddle on 
his shoulder and drew the bow 
across the strings; then, when he 
found the music was not as nice as 
he wanted, he said peremptorily to 
the professor, “You play, l tell 
you.”

The Herr Papa played a little 
strain, which Bonny watched in
tently and tried to imitate. This 
went on for a little while, and then 
the professor took the fiddle away 
and brought a blackboard and a 
lump of chalk, with which he drew 
lines and wrote funny little round 
dots with tails to them. These 
were notes of music, which the Herr 
Papa was trying to teach Bonny,
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lessor and Madame Bruder returned I ed hi. iiin„ , a 
he was giving Liese a lesson on the I J°hlUm “ CVer-v

blackboard, and she was being very 
naughty over it, and Bonny

- V------------------- - V----O ruumijf ,
downstairs and flung Doll Pebbles ! but Bonny did not like that part
O.lpnn nut nf tVin nrn tt   a nrt nmiilrl 1 — 1 . . , i

9. RIDDLE.
Because he always 

trunk with him.
brings his

ANSWERS RECEIVED.

Harold O’Sullivan, Quebec ....... 9
Walter O’Sullivan, Quebec............ 9
Mary Sanders, city ......................... 7
Emma F. Huntingdon .....................  6
Maude C., Quebec .............................. 5
A. Cecelia, St. Lamoert ........... .. 2

Letter to Aunt Becky 8
Dear Aunt Becky:

I am ten years old, and I go to 
school every day. I have four bro
thers and one sister. My youngest 
brother is a baby nearly four months 
old. He is a dear little lad, and his 
name is Bernard. If my letter is 
printed, I will write again, as it is 
getting long, I will draw it to a 
dose. Good-bye. Love to all the 
cousins.

* Your loving niece,
LAURA M.

Oanbourne, P.Q.

"JUST LIKE A GIRL.”
"What a beautiful garden it’s going 

to be!"
Said Faith as she planted her 

pansy bed;
"With morning-glories to cover that 

tree,
And dozens of roses, yellow and 

red."

"And may be,” she added, the 
earnest thought

Illuming her face that was sweet 
and fair,

"We can make little nosegays of 
every sort,

For the hotel ladies to buy arid to 
wear."

'Thât’s just like a girl!" said in
dolent Joe,

As He spilled his sister’s begonia 
seeds;

"But the worms will ruin the roses,

And the garden will be overrun 
with weeds.

"When the tenderest seeds decay or
bake,

And the others are all by the Leg
horns scratched.

Yon will find you have made a silly 
mistake

In counting vour chickens before 
they are hatched."

"What dire prediction!" said Faith, 
with a laugh:

'•Don't prophesy further, I beg, I 
beg!

'
u ;v: ..v ,'V

I

clean out of the wagon. Her poor 
head was knocked off, and the saw
dust was pouring in streams from 
her side.

Little Julia was sitting on the 
floor, holding her injured pet and 
crying as if her heart would break.

“Don’t cry, darling,” said Aunt 
Fannie. “We will take Pebbles to 
the hospital, and she will be all 
cured.”

Julia looked up with wondering 
eyes. Never mind what Aunt Fan
nie said to her. That afternoon 
they went to walk together.

All this was 'in the city of Dres
den, in Germany. After a long walk 
they came to a building with a 
large sign upon it.

The sign said, “Doll Clinic.’’
This means that sick dolls are car

ed for daily.
They went in and rang the bell. A 

comical little doctor came to the 
door. What bushy hair he had! 
You would think his head was a 
garden where he raised hair for the 
dolls.

Come in, little girl,” said the 
doctor briskly.

My dolly's sick,”' replied Julia, 
holding out the brown paper in which 
Pebbles had been wrapped.

“Oh, yes! We have lots of sick 
dolls here. We can cure her.”

They entered a room where the 
doll patients were. Some were nice
ly asleep in rows of boxes. Those 
who were able to sit up were in lit
tle chairs.all in a row. Some of 
the well dolls were in snug cham
bers, staring out of the windows.

The doctor looked at doll Pebbles 
and shook" his head. “This is a bad 
case,” he said. "We must put her 
to bed for a few days, till I get 
some fresh sawdust for her.”

"Can you make her , hair grow 
again ?” asked _ Julia anxiously.

'Ah! Wouldn’t you prefer a new 
head—one with blue eyes that open 
and shut ?”

Little Julia clapped her hands. 
r'When you come again she will be 

quite well.” said the doctor, “but
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and would not look at them, how
ever much Herr Papa tried to per
suade him, so the fiddle was taken 
away, and Bonny had another little 
rage.

‘It is but a baby,” madame re
monstrated; “you must not worry 
him to learn. “

“If he learn not now, he will ne- 
vare learn,” her husband replied. 
“He will amuse himself easily and 
be content.”

“It is a passionate little heart, but 
a loving one, too,” madame said.

‘Johann,” the professor said grave
ly, "I think I must take you back to 
the street where I found you, all 
cold and desolate.”

Bonny only stared stubbornly. 
“Come then with me now.”
Still Bonny did not move or 

speak. The professor took his hand 
and drew him towards the door.

Then Bonny began to kick and 
struggle and howl. “You bad 
nan!” he cried, “I pinch you and 
stick knives in you, and kill you 
berry dead, I will. I shall stay 
with 'ititle mudder.”

“Little mudder will not have a 
naughty boy. Come, we will go up
stairs and have this battle out.”

So Bonny was carried upstairs 
and left alone, where he raged and 
stormed to his heart's content.

Though Bonny did not know it, 
the Herr Papa sat outside listening 
very sadly. After a while Bonny 
seemed to think he had enough of it, 
for he stopped quite suddenly, and 
with a heavy sigh sat down on the 
floor and began playing with the 
fringe of the counterpane. Then the 
professor opened the door and came 
in.

“Little one, are you ready to go 
away and leave Herr Papa and lit
tle mudder ?”

Bonny hung his head and went 
on knotting the fringe.

The professor held out his arms. 
“Will you come and be Herr 

Papa's good little child ?”
The wistful tenderness with which 

the big man spoke went straight 
home to the childish heart, that had 
known so little affection. The next 
moment Bonny was tightly clasped 
in the big arms, and was sobbing 
away all his stubborn obstinacy on 
the Herr Papa’s broad shoulder.

The professor thought it best not 
to try the lesson again just then, 
but he did not bring out the little 
fiddle either. And when they went 
downstairs Bonny saw something 
that made him stare, for there, on 
Madame Bruder’s knee, was a little 
girl with long fair hair and the face 
of an angel.

“Why, Herr Papa, what have you 
got there?” she asked.

Tt is a little cousin of yours, 
Liese, whom you have never seen be- 
tore"

'And is he going with us to-mor
row, too ?”

“We may not go to-morrow, but 
when >ve do go I think he will go
with us.”

“Oh, Herr Papa, how nice! What 
is the name of my cousin?”

“It is Johann, Liese.”
Liese looked from one to the

saying severely, “You got to come 
along with me out into the street, 
and not be my little boy any more. 
Come along, I tell you.”

“She didn’t wouldn’t learn the 
nusic, and I berry angry,’ he said 
solemnly. “I going to take her up
stairs till she be good.”

“It’s all a game, Herr Papa,” 
Liese laughed. “Isn’t he a funny 
little oddity ?”

Come along,” Bonny cried, tug
ging at her hand; and nothing would 
do but that Liese must be dragged 
upstairs and shut in the bed-room, 
after which Bonny said, “Now you’re 
good, and won’t be naughty any 
more, and you can come downstairs, 
you can.”

“If Johann carry out his music as 
earnestly as his piny, he will make 
von great musician,” the professor 
said, ns he watched the children.

CHAPTER X.—BONNY JEALOUS.

That day passed without any news 
and it seemed that the professor’s 
idea that the child was not being 
sought after must be tr.uc. Bonny 
made himself perfectly happy, and 
was so much at home with his new 
friends that each day made it hard
er to think of giving him up.

Professor Hans Bruder had two 
hobbies: one was his music, which 
he loved most passionately; the 
other, little children. He was a 
very big man, with a big brown 
beard, and a quantity of long tawny 
hair, that made people say he look
ed like a lion when he dhook his 
head to toss back the locks that 
would sometimes fall over his fore
head when he bent down over his

He played so beautifully that the 
people of every country in Europe 
were always eager to hear him. Per
haps it was because he had such a 
tender gentle heart that his music 
was so much better than that of 
other people.

He longed above everything to 
have a little child of his own. All 
little children were dear to him, but 
his very own child would be dearest 
of all. He dreamed of hoxfr he would 
teach his little one the beautiful art 
and how, when he was unable any 
longer to make sweet music, there 
would be another to come after him 
and take His place.

The little child came, and was so 
beautiful, and sweet, and gentle, that 
his parents adored him. Madame 
Bruder watched him with a great 
pain at her heart, for he seemed 
scarcely to belong to this world, 
he was so fragile-looking, but the 
professor would not see it, and lov-
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of his life. “He grows quickly,” he 
would say to his wife; “see how 
tall he is, and how quick and intel 
ligent. By-and-by he will be strong 
er. It is only care lie needs.”

But little Johann fell ill and

llow desolate and lonely the poor 
bereaved parents were at first 1 
could never tell you.

People wondered why the great 
violinist was not seen or heard 
any of the platforms where he was 
wont to play. Very few of them 
would believe that his heart was so 
broken with grief for the loss of 
little child that even his beloved 
music was no longer sweet and pleu-

After a while he roused himself and 
said, “The Lord gave and the Lord 
hath taken away. Blessed be the 
name of the,Lord.” lie saw then 
that he had made an idol of his 
child, and had planned out all his 
future without considering God’s will 
about him.

By degrees the professor's sore 
heart was healed, and though he 
still sorrowed, it was with a dif
ferent kind of sorrow—one that open
ed his heart instead.of shutting it, 
up in selfish grief.

Two years afterwards Liese’s mo
ther died, leaving her an orphan. 
“This little maiden must come to 
us, my wife, and be a daughter to 
you,” the professor said. So he sent 
over the money to England that 
Liese might stay with kind friends 
until he could go again to London.

Now you can understand how it 
was that when he .saw Bonny a slot1 p 
in the archway, his face wet and 
smudged with tears, his bare hands 
blue with cold, that he caught hiih 
up in his arms and carried him 
away to a safe shelter. And when 
he saw the rapturous delight with 
which the child listened to the mu
sic, and tried, baby as he was, to 
imitate it, then the Kind ntusician 
seeinekl to see that God had sent 
this little desolate forsaken dhild to 
him for shelter and love and guar
dianship, instead 01 the one who 
had passed on to his other home.

Liese was very kind to “Little Od
dity,’’ as she called him; she had 
learnt -to play the piano, and as
tonished Bonny by playing him all 
sorts of pretty tunes. He would 
bring his little fiddle and try to imi
tate her; for which purpose she went 
patiently over them again and again. 
Sometimes her uncle would sit by 
and teach her. Bonny saw that she 
went very slowly and carefully over 
everything that he told her; and 
then Bonny, who, as you already 
know, was a great mimic, was so 
eager to be taught too that he was 
inclined to be -troublesome.

Sometimes Liese had to take a vio
lin lesson from Bonny. It was won
derful to see how well he remem
bered what he had been told, when 
he came to tell it in this way. But 
he was very impatient with her 
when she did not do all he told 
her; and as determined over it as 
if it were really earnest, and not 
playing; and if Liese didn’t do her 
lesson well, he Knew plenty of pun
ishments to give her.

“You berry naughty girtj you have 
not got von soul of nusic,” he said 
one day to her, which sent Lies? 
off into peals of laughter.

"You mustn’t laugh, I tell you; yon 
got to play dat nusic nicely, dat's 
what T tell you.”

'But, Johann, you do talk so 
droily. You shouldn’t say ‘berry,’ 
and ‘nusic,’ and ‘dat.’ ”

'De Herr Papa say ‘dat.’ Is dat 
derolly too ?” Bonny asked, “’cos I 
tink you’s berry bad girl to say 
‘derolly’ to Hçrr Papa.”

Herr Papa cannot say the Eng
lish words very well,” Liese replied. 
“But you should say ‘that,’ and 
‘think,’ and ‘then,’ and ‘very,’ like I 
do.”

"is you mor^plever, then, • than 
Herr Papa?”

“Plover! ” laughed Liese. “Oh, 
what un oddity you are, Cousin 
Johann !”

You berry rude little oddity too,” 
Bonny replied, very much offended, 
"and you got to play dut nusic be
fore you have any tea, dat's what
I tell you.” e 

But I'm tired of playing at les
sons,” Liese said, putting down the

You got to do it," Bonny said 
determinedly. “You grieve me berry 
much, if you do not try to do all I 
tell you, my child,” he added, in 
just the tone that Herr. Papa used to 
him. But he suddenly changed it, 
and added, “ ’Sides, I’ll be berry
II n«r-Y if you don't, and punish you, 
and so you'd better be krick!”

You’re dreadfully domineering,” 
Liese said, just a little crossly, but 
she gave in and did it; and when 
the professor came in again Bonny 
jumped on his knee and said, “Herr 
i’apu. I got something to tell you.
I .ii*se says you are "derolly, ’ 'cos you 
say ‘dat’ and ‘don,’ and ‘tink,’ and 
it isn’t plover to talk like that. 
Now look here,” and Bonny caught 
hold of. the big brown beard to en
sure attention, “you are to say' like 
this—t'hat—say it now.”

“Well, little one, you have picked 
out a hard task for poor Herr Papa," 
il,1<1 11,611 the professor spluttered 
und stammered, but couldn't manage 
t at all, however much he tried.
“You're a bad boy too,” Bonny 

said delightedly, quite believing that 
Herr Papa would not say it. “Now 
Herr Papa must be punished 'coe he 
won’t say it. I think he’ll have to 
go in the corner till he's good.” On 
which Bonny slipped down and tug
ged at the professor's hand to drag 
him into a comer.

Then Herr Papa got up and went 
where Bonny pulled him. Liese, 
who was a very tender-hearted girl, 
did not quite like to see it, because 
she thought so much of her clever 
famous uncle that it seemed to her 
quite a dreadful thing to treat him 
so irreverently. But Bonny had no 
such scruples. He pushed him into 
a far corner, and then came and sat 
down in the big arm-chair by the 
fire, looking the picture of sorrowful 
gravity.

“Herr Papa really can't say it, 
Johann,” said Liese, who was tak
ing it all in earnest.

“Then he got to be punished,” he 
replied.

“You’re a very nasty boy; I don’t 
like Herr Papa to go into the cor
ner,” Liese said, almost carefully. 
Still Bonny preserved a stem, un
moved face, and the professor 
watched with curious interest to 
see what would happen.

(Tflo be Continued. )
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