e N P e
-l .

W,

—— i

The Gumdrop
Children’s Party

Qopyright, 11, by Ca

roline Wetherell
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The Gumdrop childron's party was a function very fine.
It cpened in the morning at a quarter after nine,

The Sorghies three were present, (or they cousins chanced to be,
89 of course they were invited, and they stayed till after tea.
The Candy Buar and Tommy Bink: as guests of honor went.

The Gumdrop children asked them as a pleasant compliment

To their cousing, Sue and Sammie and Sollie Borghis, who

Had happened to be passing the C umdrop village through.

It was & lovely party, with jolly th ngs to eci,

All made of powdered sugar—their names | can't repeat.
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The children played at tennis and tag and blind man's buff,
Then tried a game of forfeits when of romps they'd had enough,
And Tom; the first in guessing, was taken unaware.

Mush maortified at failure, he backed up to a chair.

He failed at all ta notioe that it held s youngster mild,

Whom the mishap left a flattened but a smiling Gumdrop ehild.
For the Gumdrep tota are maodels, as all children aught to be,
And try to keep their honorod guests from all sinoyance free.
They aaid that “flats” were charming, and his victim they admired,
Although no other Gumdrop child to flattening asnired.
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I “Futher,” said Betty, “please don't
L uurry Lbome. 1t s not & bit la‘e yet net

| darl, aad 1| want e ser Floasy and
Clover conpng up from the mendow,
Thin s such o comlortable stile, Do
J bt on gt

Detiy's father looked out acioss the

Ty wnd the brook Tuto the shining

I oo
| ailver sky pnd then down st his Httie
] glrl
i “Ip iwoa deblighitful miile, Helly, and
| yur taupting. ot somrchow 1 haye
| mover lked Inoking over at the Red
Hounse sinev the widow came there.”

- ier. 1 thougbt the Ied Houm
whs emply ="

D won denr Noo The widow

Hyex there slone now. AL least shie bine
Ler ehtldreen to eomfort her: bot they
are very yonng, and she Is sol, Betiy”
Las she, fa

“How minny  chihdien
ther™
“ive, 1 tlink. 1 bave an Mea that

ene et wathe i violept dedth Just aftes
Mo powr fother, bl 1 have not asked
her. 1 dld not like 1o spenk o ber
nboat 11, elthoagh sowetimes 1 have
hand the gadacity to peep between the
chipke of Lo enetaly and sce the Hitle
begds elustoring rotd ey ” !

Betty wus taking o slow ailenlation %

In Ler ow ool

“Flyel What's ke vs father. May
we gei §od o the chlldren? Even I
they are ~snd about thelr fa ‘

ther, they lght like 1o bave us (o tea.”

“You, dear bat it must be the other
way ound They must have tea with
Foll, for ey cee very poor, and | don't
thiek wy b Ly dauglters would ap
peveinte thel Their father worked
bard and wes yvay provident, und of-
ten sed often 1 have watchied bliw go
lug howe after uightfall laden with
food for his wife and little onen. But
uow it is #o different! The little widow
works night and day and denles her-
self even the necessaries of life. but it
Is o haed thing for ber, Detty, 1o sutls
I and tend nand ourse her growing
fan:ily."

Mottys
sty with tears,

YO, fathier. hiow terrible It sounds!
Do It us Eolp them. the poor widow
and Ler Hide chlldren, | owill glve
thuin some of my breakfast every day
uod my tea, Toor,, poor widow!"”

“You must not imngine she & discon-
tented becanse shie 1s sad, Betty. She
I8 o Lrave Hite soul, wod 1T have lisard
her slnging to ber litile ones when 1
am =ure ber benrt was very heavy. 1
wag glnd te hear Lher, beeause [t made
me think that she was getting over her
loan,"

“How dld her husband die, fatber?

“He died a violent death.”

Botty  looked round fearfully and
then grasped her father's hand.

“Murdersd!  OL, father. how herrl-
hle! Rurely 1 ean’t be trus! Nurse
wouldl have inld us. She always tells
us horrors when sue 1= deleg our bair”

Al the same, U in troe, Detty, Al
thongh nurse may not bave heard it
He wns shot down on his way home as
Lo was traveling #lowly In the eool of
the evening: The poor little wife wna
luokIng ant for him, noil slie snw It gl
The evnel gon, the nmboshicd enemy.
the brove efiuet e wade 1o get iome,
the struzgle, the il and then-the
endt Betty, 1 oshall never forget (e
pltifidness of L the erlow of the (lean-
late wite, the el@unor of the ehildeen,
I v oveg “thewtlle —thila stile—lu n
momest o wmd boveeriod e bome and
lald bl out sttty ou the seat pwdep
they wew teees T omeant to ey him i

[R5 ]

hlue eyes were soft  and

the early weening, bt when | came
nanln be wne gone” |
“Pather™  verrggaed Bedy. ' You

' are making [t up. [ know sou wouldu't |

ks thnt
Fathyer

1l tome
murder 06,
truly traes™

Ve s it e

abont any real
Is It renlly and
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ow, children.” sald the school- An luteresting expesiment consists fo Nrel doy of 1 hulidey s’
iehor, “T should like to sce how plecing fve tlulds or ns wany of {hese Wil Menry
b you remember about tho anbnal | | oo L onvenientls wot ut home Pl Fon owene sorer. fatler, al

e and th“II lb‘t\":ﬁa‘ti‘.\\':‘ll:llm:k | on .Iuh of one another In the ordir g;t'l! Ehouh vast Hd ot sy anyehing
v ‘ MI““L tl! y - * : 1111 " ili‘ll‘l:j |I vitte b moade H i fl’\! "“ltrll :u‘.“ ll'-l‘:h.‘_‘"::; :I‘I.::, -I;:“lllll:l‘ “::tf‘.ﬁ
¥ were various replies, specify | low: el was Baek I Bis wwn roomi, pess '|
g the cat, the dog, the cow and oth. Pirst -~ Take a goblet amwd o the bot Hoig withh hiv nir gnn b see low

but nobody seemed (o think ot | tojn pour ot colid Bweet eollee [ ounns snope wselors he eaftid outialt

pl‘ Then enme Tommy 'Trad Hecombo— Moke nocone of papier whose | owiely R TITH R

turn, and the good natured teach | point s tarmsd 40 g right angle amd “The b’y oo 0 1o bie o n gateder
determined to give him n Lint 08 t0 | vuy o the oxteemity so ns fo fenve an | faiher 1 - |

" reply she required aperture no arger thinn a thilek pin. | VIitt the LS Ramit o
Fa've bad them nenrly all excepd | Pour i gently o Hitle oall waler I her hy wiilow. father L

Tommy," she prompted.  “Can't | ghrough the cone or fnnel, Ponpingiug | sonnm? < <o ey (e

_ tell me what that one Ia? It hl-"| It on the side of the glass. aml 1 wilt Wil " W

iy halr, 1s fond of dirt and oves | 1454 jts place on the surtuee of the Cor- | 1eal 157 1% Mt
B get in mud. Now, Just think. Can't | e Spop pouring wien the Bebght of | Crny o ol ol ™

i tell e what it (a7 the column of watdi equats that of the | core s ebabog aver 1]

Wes, toach®,” sakd Tommy hesital | corroe | v thie o i by
iy, “It's me.” Thirmd—=TUrough a second cone pour | enn e we 1
. I layer of strongly eolorsd wine—port ‘ vt \ wl oy

W hahen. for instanee. T 1« ik

g ™ nr?unrt lhvlhiuln( fire | Fourtlh —=Through a 1Lrd, & Iaver of | wepils
N nnpdp'::’m':‘:? --d--:r'a il cadd \:‘1‘.‘4 oll. ) . Crrll peves §
nnd A Fifth—<Throuzh « fourity, o letle| <l 1 e b b
A 1 'nﬁdu‘r.:l "hl;:_l:;‘;;:t:: i | Sjurils ‘I[.I“ Lige Catefully poured o, | tarect to shoost at 101 el hilm e st !
if hut ono winh were | each of thede Molds will flant ot Py of the wi her sd endl hor
A h promise to ¢oms true. [ one below iU and wiil lx‘ nw t.|-‘..‘:-1::| [\: Tl : 5 ': I.'_'.I- |I it -l..!h‘.‘-, ‘1 I
-M ha had ambitions: | white, red, yellow and swhite tespocs | will ‘. \ birds 83
s -‘;:‘:’t:le':.;:r::a marry well; I tirely.. E Criil hns a w wih ]

- 2 3 { Wt i Lt Y .,' e
!*i-'ﬁ % Uiy aod Guses he'd stt | Biind father l e
“Bight rierry at the board. Boliby was sont by Bis father on an - . - . . . .
' woulld lke to be » singer, [ efrrand to an elderly molative who pluenl SNl w werns Trere v wals |

With & wondrous volce: Ereat siress upon manoers, Upon his] Cveil wilien sl W Bl Oh, o |
upin the '“l:‘m | return his father questioned Lim an 19 ot et of v owonld rather 1

be his rinal o s wkiote wide | his recoption dICE L ows sovin ratlier I vl 1

B charm “Talo’t no use to write any more | you ek ar it WS pPoia ¢
And make cach heart rejoice. ietters to him. pa. He can't see 10 read | vlon And iy o make o torrice |
“ ” thems. He ls blind nwolse,  But 1 ownst hiave a arget of |

“Kind™ w Kimd, so von mighl v e v

“Yes. He asked me twice where my | ottle over My gute | et on 1

hat was, and 1 Lad it on wy bead all| would wuech rather bave a botile, =0 ‘

dhe time! - Youth,

1N Glasgow
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[ sbie to tell you anything that you couldn't have thought of for yourseit.”

HIS FEAT AND THE RESULT.
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He: “I don't take any interest in these Investigations as to whather

monxeys taik.,”

She: “I don't see why you sheuld. | don't belleve a monkey would be

A
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age of Amusement and Interest ForLittle Fol

The Pen and

the Inkstand

| N a poet's room, where his ink-
I stand stood on the table, the re-
| mark was once made: “It Is won-
derful what ean be brought out
| of an Inkstand. What will come next?
1t 18 indeed wonderful.”
f “Yes, certninly,” sakl the inkstaud te
the pen and (e the other articles that
stood on the table; “that's what I al
ways say. It is wonderful nnd extraor-
dinary what a number of things come
out of me. IUs quite loeredible, and |
really don't know whnt Is coming next
when that man dips his pen luto we.
One drop out of me is enough for half
A page of puper. Amd what eannot half
a page contgin?  From wme all the
works of the poot are produced—pll
those Jmaginery chnruciors whom peo-
ple fancy they have known or met, all
the deep feeling. the bmnor and the
tivid pletures of nature, 1 myself
don't understand how It Is. for | am
ot acguaintes]l with patore, bt it Is
I'.l-rt:llul_\ I we. From me have gone
forth to the world these womderful de-
| seriptions of troops of charming mald-
{ena and of brave koights on pruncing
stends, of the ba!t and the blind, nnd |
| know not what more, for 1 arsure you
I never think of these things.™
| “There you are vight,” salid the pen.
“for you don't think ot ail. 17 you did
| rou would see that you can only pro

" A Fairy Gale

By HANS CHTRISTIAN ANDERSEN

times sounded like tinkling wape
drops or rolling pearla, sometimes ke
the Dbirds twittering in chorus, ang
then rislng and swelling in sonnd Nike
the wind throogh the fir trees

poet felt ns if bis own heart w
weeping, bot In tones of melody ljke
the sound of n woman's voiee, [ peem-
ed not only the strings, but every pant
of the fustriument, from which
pounds were produced. It was 4 wop- '
derful  performance and a  Qfeut
plece, and yet the bow seemed (o
across (he strings so easily that It wae
as If any one codld do 1t who tried, .
Even the violin and the bow

to perform independentiy of thelr may
ter who guided them. It was an |f
soul and gpirit had been breatbed Inte
the jnstrument, so the audience for-
got the performer In the Dbeautityl
sounds he produced. Not so the peet.
He remembered him and pamed him
nnd wrote down Ms thonghts on the
gsubject. “How foollsh It would be for
the violin and the bow to hoast of
their performance, and yet we mep
often commit that folly, The peet, the
artist, the man of science in his labora.
tory, the general—we all do It, and yet
we are only the lnstroments which the
Almighty uses. To him alone the hoa.
or Is due. We bave nothing of our
selves of which we should be proud”

e

YINKPOT! EXCLAIMED THE PEN CONTEMPTUOUBLY.

rids the means. Yon give the fluld
that | may place upon the paper swhat
dwslls in me and what [ wish to bring
| to light. It Is the pen that writes. No
man donbts that, and indeed most peo-
ple understand as woch about poetry
&8 an old inkstand.”

“You have bad very litile cxperi-
ence,” replied the inkstand. “*You have
Lardly been In service a week and are
glrendy half worn out. Do you lmag-
ine you are a poet? You are only a
servant, and befors you came I bad
mauy like you, some of the goose faim-
ily and others of Hnglish manulacture.
I kuow a quill pen as wetl as [ know n
steel one, T linve had both sorts in my
service, and [ sliall have wmany more
| when hie comies, the uan who perforuns
the mechnanien! part gnd writes down
what he obtaine rom me. 1 should
Ike to know what will be the next
thing he gets out of me."
[ “Iokpot!” exclnimed
| temptuonsly

Lale In the evening the poet came

bome. Ife had been to a «incert and
"had been quite enchanted with the -

mirable performance of a fiwous vielin
| pheyer whom he bal heard there, The
performer had praduced from hls in-
| strument a ricliness of fone that sope
== =
Bobby's New Shoes,

Master Bobhy, whose shioes were get.
ting shabby. wos taken by his mam
mn to a shoe store to get a new pair.

The clevk who wpited upon them re-
i moved the old shoe from Bobhy's

right foot anl proceeded to try on
| whoes until finally he found one that
| sulted.  Bobby's left foot was cntively

neglectsd by the shoe clerk.
A= they were leaving the store Bol-

the pen con-

| by sudidenly buvet oot erying
| “Why, Bobby. what

i# the matter
with rou®” agked lils mother In nston-
Ishiment.

“I want two new
Bobhyr.

It war only by apening the box that
he was convincad that two gew shoea,

shoes!” soblid

one far each foot. had been prrehassd, |

BahYyland.
“Hew many miles to Batvland
AN one enr 1
'p oar
T'n the right
Pleusc to ting (e bell."

u sce i Habyland ™ !
sk In white—
heads

1Wile bide |

!

od at a big box and fired.
hox was opened, a half dozen rosebnds
wera found, to which half a dosen ringe
were tied with ribbons

Just for fun I'll look in t

Yen. this is what the poet wrote down.
He wrote it in tbe form of a parable
and called it *“The Master and the Is.
stromente,”

“That I=s whal you have got, madam,”
sald the pen to the inkstand when the
Iwo were alone again. “Did you hear
him read aloud what 1 bad written ¥ '

“Yes, what 1 gave you to write” pe-
torted the inkstan:d. **That was a e¢pt
at you hecause of your conceit, To
think that you conld not understasd
that you were being quinzed! I gave
you a cnt from within me, Surely I
wust know my own satire!”

“Ink piteher!” cried the pen.

“Writlng stick!" retorted the Igk-
stand.  And each of them felt sdtis-
fied that he hod given a good answae,
It is pleasing to be convineed that yow
have settled a matter by your reply.
It is something to make you sleep well,
and they both slept swell upon it, But
the poet did not sleep. Thoughts robe
up within kim like the tones of the
violin. falling like pearls or rushing
lke the strovg wind through the for-
est. e understood his own hegrt In
theze thoughts. They were as a Ty
from the mind of the Great Mastee of
all minds.

“Ta him be all ihe honor.”
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A Joke on Ethel Roosevelt.

Little Miss Fthel Roosevelt almost
lost her new topquoise ring and neatly
got a fat guinea pig in exchange for It
when she attends] a matioee perform-
ance in Washington veeently of Kelltr,
the magician, with the president, Mon.
Roosevelt, Archie, Kermit and Quentin.

When Kellar asked for halt a doses
rings from the audience, Miss Hthel
banded up one of hers. The magiclin
stuffed nll into the barrel of a plstol bt
Ethel's, which e smashed with a ham-

mer.

The bits were then rammed into the
muzzle of the pistol, which was polat:
When the

Kellar then went among the audience

| distributing the rings—all but Miss Bth-
el's. H® saw Miss Ethel looking at him
in an Injured way.

“I've lost the ring,” be told her. *'DBut
bottle.”
He eracked the bottle. and out jump-

i od a white guinea pig with Ethel's ring
tied fo a bine ribbon around its neck.

“Want to keep it for a pet?™ asked

Faces pure and bright." | the magiclan. “T'n wrap it up”
*What do they do i Pabyland > | He wrapped the little pig in paper
“I‘"’"“l nrid ']'H'-'- and play, ! and then handed it to Ethel.
Aueh and erow, i

8hoat and grow,
Joliy times have they:”

"What do they say in Babyiand ™
“Why the oddest things:
Might as well
Try ta gely
What m birdie sings.

"Who is the quesn of Baby land ™
“Mother, kind and aweet,
Awmd her love,
Born above,
Guides the little feot™
—Washington Star.

Instead of finding the gninea pig Bth-

| el found a bouguet of pink roses, with
the ring in one of them.

Chromsatie,
“Mamma toid papa he looked bl
Freddie

this morning,” said small
his littie playfellow Harry. “Wamn
thatfunny ¥’

“Huoh,” was the reply, “that bn'i

anything. Mamma said our new girl
was awful green.”—Little Chronicle.




