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MUNICIPAL

jmero de registro;

sianie:

ibla;

jmero de volumenes: /

icuadernacion; Restful Nights for Parents
LA m * 8B
B Bables feil on MIIk dlluted witb Bariey Water made from

ROBINSON'SA*BARLEY

~eep well at niglit and are contented by day.

Wken tadtng ~ricci miik (imder whatever nuue soM) or condenied milk
it it mdst important that you should

RECONSTITUTE IT WITH

BARLEY WATER

izuide from Robuison’» ‘ Palent’ Bai'-ey. and not with plain water. Mony
tests have been made. and babies reared on cow's milk (whetber natural,
dt~d in powder farm, or eondensed) duuted with Bariey water made from
ROMnNson’s ‘Paterat’ BaH ey have invariably been thebest nouritbed.

Send for free booklet, “Advice to Motkers."

(Dept. C.A) KEEN, BOBINSON & Co-, LTD.. LONDON.

YO C XDCDC DCDOC I5C3<

ALL CHILDREN can take part in
O the Work of Preventing the Poor Horses
from being over'Worked. Children can

collect for the
BOYAL SOCIETY FOR THE PREVENTION
OF CRUELTY TO AKIMALS
which watches over the horses.

W fite for Colledting Cards and Illluéliated Leaflets (sent free) Ic-

THE CHIEF SECRETARY,
Royal Soctety for the Prevention of Cruelty to A.iimau,
105. JERMYN STREET, LONDON, SW 1
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When you
write a leiter

to one of your relations or a friend, you would
like the person who gets it to say, “ What a nice
letter.” But ii your letter is unevenly written
with occasiona) blots, the happy effect is lost.
Why not ask for a “ Swan” Fountain Pen as
your next present. It is the famous pen which
is used by prominent people all over the world.
Then not only your letters but your school
essays—in fact evervthing you write will be more
clearly done and better—if you make a habit of
using the finest fountain pen. Ask for a “ Swan.”

There are raaiiv kinds of " Swan gold nibs.

You can try different oncs until you find the nib

with which you write befet. Every part of the
“ Swan” is made as' perfect as can be.

OF ALL STATIONERS AND JEWELLERS.

------ inuslmud CalulDi>ie pust/ree. -

MABIE, TOOn & Co.. Md., l.cHidon, Mauchester. Paris.
Zutich, Sydney, loronto, &c.

Associate House—New Yo.'- and Chicago.

liLililiilli

Kverv ~Svan" is Kufir*nu4d.
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At pre-war
prices

from 10/6
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CHATTERBOX. l.

PERE COTJTRE'S CHR1STMAS8-TREE.
A SU>I7 of CanAda.

1)HAIRIE, inile« tmd niles of prairie, as for u the
J. ejre couid see. Only on tbe skT-lit>e was tliu
monotonj brokon bv a tinv bluff, and in tbe sbade of tbhU
]'érv Coutré pulW up bis oid wbite pon;, and equally
o d bug”, and took a long oareful look at sometbing
tbat was sdvaucing iu a curious zig-zag fnsbLon across
tbe Waste.

‘Ala foil’ be said, ‘ but tbere is sometbing strange
about UiBt beast, uniese tnj ejes bave suddenlj grown
too oid to see arigbt.'

lie sat watcbing until tbe object declared itsetf to be
a borie and rider, thn steed goitig at its own sweot wi 1;
tbe rider, leins alack in hI3 band, rodé witb drooping
head, and one arm in a aling. As soon as be csugbt
sigbt of the sliDg, Tire CouM stirred up bis oid pony
and burried to meet bim.

“I*oor lad | be is burt, and a long ride in tbe sun. |
know, | know. BUssings on the good God that I
clianced to be bere. Ah!' he added as be dretv ncar,
‘“what a lad it is! lullo, tbere 1l raieing bis Toice,
‘wou't vou ride witb me ?’

The boT looked up, and a sudden look of relief pasaitl
across bis face. ' I'ni about done," be gasped painfully.

‘ But yes, poor cbtid, oce can see tbat,” retumed tbe
oid man. ‘llere, take a drink,’

He handed orer lii» water-bottle, and the bov drank
feverisbiT. ‘I'm afraid | Lave not left mucb," lic said,
handing It back, ‘but 1 baye bad noibing sioce 1 lefc
home.’

“ And tbat was ?’ Pére Coutré was busy inside
tbe buggy, and bis roice was mufUed.

‘At <Ewn ibis mornitig.’

* And yon left—why;"

" Ik-cause | got burt. | was going to Bigrock today
to tilld sometbing to do, anyway. But | bAike my arm
yesterday, and tbey can't affoid to keep a useless tog
about there, so | slipped out. TUoy wont haré to feed
me, anywaT-" He s])oke witb tbe bitterness of youth.

“Ab!" Tbe oid man emerged from tbe buf?y witb
an understanding look on bis race. ‘ Creep in tbere,' be
aaid, ‘yoa will be more comfortable,’ and tbe boy,
Dotliiiig loth, obeyed.

ml'our parente, yes,’ pursued Jére Coutré as he
gathered up the reine again, ‘ tbey will be anaious.'

<My father is dead,” answered tbe boy, aquiver in Lie
Toice. ‘Killed at Yprés.’

‘ADb! tbe Germane, ves. 1 know tbey march again
througb my country. Ah! mucb evil is faid upsgainst
tbem. | remember 1870, wben tbev carne. 1 was a
young man then. We were pre]>nnng for Cbristnias.
Ah! tbe cbiidren, mv little onea, wben | camu back
from the village witb my cart—tbey were gonc, nll
girnel Odlv tbe little Cbristmas-tree was left atanding
tbere so sadly, and on tbe sbelf my fatbei's oid BibV;
somebow tbey bad misbed it—all elae was ruins, black,
smnuldering and sileiit: so silent!’

Ilis voice trailed off and stopped ; after awhile lie
resumed: ‘Now tbey marcb agnin tbrough Bolgium
and Prance; maybo tbey will bring the cbiidren oack
wi” them. "Whbo can tell ?’

Who indeed? Certainly not the boy, stretcbing bim-
self witb reliefon tbe bed of dry grase in tbe buggy.
He was just falling into a doze wlieii the oid man popptxI
ilis bead in. ‘ Your fiame, cbild ? * be oshed.

‘ Lisie,” carne the sleepy aniwer; ‘Biimage,’ was-
added as an after-tliought; and again there was eileiice,
broken only by the creaking of tbe buggy and th»
clattering of the little hoofs.

Lisie stayed many days st Pére Coutré’s little wliite-
shack. ‘See,’ the ol'd man said, ‘' you stay and work for
me; you are not well enough to seek work witUbui,
Stay witb me; there is mucb you can do, and | will pay
you for wbat you do, and when you are quite strong you
sball go to Bigrock. Is it notso?'

‘ You bave Deen vcry good to me, Pére; yes, | will
stay for awbile,' answered tbe boy, gratefullv.

‘You are soft-liearted—you will not laugt at an ol<l
man'e fancies. Come, you sball see wbat 1 bave planted
for the cbiidren.’

‘Whbat cbiidren P’ asVed Lisie, as be folloned tbe oid
msn into the little iiatch of garden.

‘ My cbiidren. Tbey will come when tbe Germana
marcli again tbrough Alsace. See, | bave planted many,
but only one has grown.” And he proudiy displayed a
little «pruce fir, just tbe boy's own beight.

‘ Wbv, wbat a topping little Cbristmas-tree,' be cried.
 Just almut tbe rigbt sise, Pére.’

‘ Vee, indeed.” i be oid man rubbed bis banda joy-
ously. ‘It will be ready wben tbey come. Thia Christ-
mas. Lisie, that will be the day. Come in and see tbe-
Bib'.e. Now you are stronger you skalt read it to me.'

Tliey wentinto tbe bouse again, and Lisie handledthe
great i>ook reverently,

‘Yes,” he said; ‘Motber reads this of an evening.
Hallo! it's in French. Why, I can't read Frencb !"

‘Hien I will tascb you. You sball read my Bible in,
my native tongue.’

Lisie drovc back from Bigrock in tbe doctor's buggy,
a very anzious expression on bis face, for Pére Coutré-
was very ill.

‘Who are these childr™ be keeps taiking about?’
asked the doctor, standing in tbe little sitting-room
warming bis hands at the store. It was bitterly coid.

'His own, 1 think, wbo were killed or carried off in
1870,'answered the boy. ‘ He think» tbey will come back.’

“Ilumpb! Well. ii tbey don't tum up verv soon it
will be too late,” said the doctor, sbortly. ‘llon't you
know of aov chiidren P’

‘Well, I know of some, but---—---" ldsle hesitsted.

' Then get them by book or by crook—stcal them if
you can't any other way— but get tbem here, and tbhat
tree dressed, and them all dancing round it, if thal's-
what be wants, or be will not see the week out!’

A big lump rose in tbe boy's throst. Pére Coutré bad
been verv kind, and he then and there made up bis
mind. ‘Til get tbem, Doctor,’ he said. Hewentsoftly
into tho inner room and bent orer the oid man. ‘The
chiidren are eoming, Pére,’” he said, comfortingly. ‘ Pin
just going to put tile borse in andfetcb tbem. Yoi< will
be all rigbt till I come back.’

'Yes, yes—my little ones!” the oid m«n answered.
' Yes, yes—fetcb tbem ; their little feet are not strong
enoiigli to walk so far. Yes, go, dear lad. | sball be all
rigut.” Ilis eyes were bright and restless, his voice low
and Loarse, and liis fcebic hands wandered over the
counierpane, but be was clear-beaded enough wben be
talked of tbe chiidren,

Lisie went out, buttoning tbe collar of Lis coat
tightlr uuder bis chin ; his lipawere a little grim as bo’
tIMugbt of the drive before him over the fruzen prairie.
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As long ss Le ILves Lisie will nuTer forget Ihat drive:
the Waste of snow, tLe silent, biting cnld, and behind it
all the terrible anxiety leat he sLould be too late. lie
was thankful indeed when he reaehed bis home at
Cleftpiiie. What a welcome theygave hita as he hugged
his tnother again and again !

The first transporte over, Lisie Legan to talk, * See
here, Mother,” he said, soberly. ‘1 want vou all to wrop
np 08 warmly as you can; collect all the ruga and
cloaks you Lave and something to eat on the way, and
come back with me to-night.’

‘But, my dear boy------' began his mother.

‘ Please, Mater,’” he interrupted, nppealingiy, do as |
say, and I'll tell you all about it as we go ; only be
quick. We wuet lié quiek.’

Mrs. Bamage was an ideal mother; she looked af her
soii's eamest face and understood, In leasthan half-an-
hotir they were ready, while Lisie hameesed their own
horse instead of his tired pony.

As they drove back again through the frosty night he
told them all about it; the children soon fell asicep,
curled warmly in the rup, all but Dolly, who knelt up
in the huggy tvilh hright, eager eyes, drinking in the
pathetic story of the oid man waiting for the children
who nerer carne.

‘My little ones! My little ones!’ Pére Coiitré
stretched out eager hands to brown-eyed Dolly peeping
shyly round the door, and she went to him'at a sign
from Lisie, pulling forward little Betty and Mary
as well,

The oid man turned triumphant eyes on the bov.
‘1 knew they'd come!’ he said; (we m'ust haré the trée
dressed.’

‘Yes, Pcre, I'll go and see about it now,' said Lisie,
and with never a thougbt of rsst for himself he wentout
to do it.

A few hours later they gathered round the stove,
Pére Ooutrd in 1iis bSg armchair propped up with
pillows, little Betty between bis knees, the two little
girls on each sida of him. Before him stood the
| hristmas-tree, gay with its many-coloured load and
flaring candias.

“Ahlitisas it shoiild be,’ the oid man smiled happily.
‘ See,’ drawing a small locketfrora hisbreast, ‘ aportrait
of raj' wife: your little Dolly is very like her.

Mrs, Bumage leant forward with an exolamation.
‘W hyl' she cried, ‘that is my mother !’ and opened a
similar locket she wore round her own iieck.

‘Y our mother 1 It eannot be!’

‘My mother was French, and | was bom in Alsace ;
it must be; these are your grandchildren.’

Oid Pére CouCré ciasped his hands, while grateful
tears ran down his cheeks. ‘Then | may keep them
always,’ be cried, ‘ my littlo ones who haré come back to
ment Christmas-lime.’ M. E, Hewabd.

SNOWDEOPS.

ittle flowerets, all 80 modest, with your bells
L so white and still,
lu the twilight, 'neath the bushes, almost hidden by
the grass.
Are you frightened ?
your petais thrill,
When the dusk creeps slowly o'er you, and the songs
of daylight pasa?

Why that ahudder, making all
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Do you watch the bright stars huming in the siience
of the blue ?
Are your faces always bending sadly towards the
dewy mould ?
Or when night has Jlung her shadows over lawns be-
dimmed with dew,
Do you raise your heads more gaily to the moon
all shining gold P

Do you see the catkins swinging in tbe first warm
breath of spriiigi'
Does theYiolet wiiiaper secrets when she shyly hreaks
to bloom ?
Do you Lear tbe swallows coming when the spring is on
the wing ?
Or does night-time see you flittiug like a ghost-
moth through the gloom ?

Do you hurry into hiding when the great owl comes
your way ?
Do you tear the bats at twilight?
I am told
'Tis no wonder you are sleepy, hanging dreaming all
the day,
Spending iiights among the star-beams and in moon-
ligbht rcqies of gold. Meis. S. L. W rkkch.

[Abfe.—The above rhyme was taught to a class of
children after a story told them, ‘' The Flowers' Ball,
This story is based on a Celtic fancy, that the flowers
with drooping heads, like the snowdrop, spend their
nights in dancing among the stars. They ara then too
tired and sleepy to look up during the day.]

Little snowdrops,

THE BOMAIICE OP THE SPICE TEADE.
I|.—THE OLD MAEKETS.

EXPECT when you look at my title, you will
I wonder what romance there can be connected
with spicea. In fact, you will be incliued to think that
| Lave hit upon a very unattractire and uninteresting
subject. But | can ;sure you that, as | haré been
readiug about. thU subject, | have been carried, in
imagiiiation, to giorious tropical countries where are
wonders of the animal and vegetable kingdom past the
understanding of us who dwell in températe lands.
Besldes all this, I have read of desperate fights on land
and sea met with by those who sought to bring spiees to
these lands; flghts very picturesque in detall and vaslly
interesling when we compare them, as we must, witii
these times of 8ubmarine8,airoraft,mighty Dreadnoughts,
and smaller vessels of enorraous speed. One reads, for
instance, of a sliip leaving the Thames in 1611 and not
retiiming till 1615, performingin four years a trip which
in this century would take perhaps four or five montba.
It just fetched a cargo oi spiees of great valué, but it
eiicountered enoughadventures toflll a book,adventures
of the kind whicb fascinate all boys.

You and I do not perhaps coiisider spiees of mueb
account in the World; we think we should not misa
them much if the supply suddeniy ccased. But far
back in histoiymany thousands of pounds, many valuable
Hves and ships were.risked to bring tbem to these
islands. Governments quarrelled and fought over tbem,
and much history is bound up in these oomparativelv
unimportant commodities,

Of courae, under the term *‘ spiees’ wore ineluded many
anieles of commerce of which we do not at first think,
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Ah Old-time Pedltir gomg hia tonuda.

Personally, if any one had asked me to make out a list
of what i eonsidered useful apicea, | should lave pnt
down clovee, nutmpga, ginget, and perhaps pepwr. and
I should have thought that those e«eould cover the bulk
of them. But | have beféte me a Hat of imponed
spices, manv of which, I must own, were unknown to
jne vintil I'looked them up. Hete they are: Pepper,
cloves, mace, nutmegs, cinnamon, ~ger, long-pepper,
mworm-seeds, coriander-seeds, byunv pepper, almond”
dates, gslls, gums, spikenard, galingaie, turmeric, aetwall,
cassia fistula, gninea-pepper. senna, barbaries, rice, ems,
fitavesacre, fenugreek, cassia, lignum, grains of paradise,
and carraway-seeds.

In eaeh o/ these articles | propose to tell yon some-
thing of tbe bistorv and bornes and preparation of one
of the spices, and i feel tbat you will find much to
interest you as it has me. 1 shall make the part
of eacb article tell of tbe growtb and development of
the epiee trade, and tbe second part | shall deTOte to a
particular spice, picking out those which are of the

t

greatest interest. | shall also give you snme idea ot
what all the strange spices are which are named in that

list. . . . .
Nnw, Tou must understand that in early times m
England’'there were of course no sbops where you could
go 10 make your purchases. Shops, as we know them,
are almost a modern introduction. They aiipeared first
in the big citiee, and, as you no doubt know, even now,
away in the country you tind rillages with perhaps only
one ‘general shop,” where eferything ia sold, instead of
one shop for each class of goods. But in early times
shops Ol any kind in Tillages were quite unknown, and
le relied for their stores on the fairs which were

in the neighbouring towns at regular iutervals.
These fairs were the evenU of the year, and to them
carne every man and maiden to enjoT some fun, just as
thev do now. But at these fairs there was not only
merrvmaking, but much important trade was done.
All the farmers hrought their surplus stocks of hay,
corn, and so on, to sell or exchauge for other stores
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whieh tiey required—atores of groceries, aa we aliould
now cali them. The person responsible for tlie stores
at tixe greBt castles of tbe times came to parchase
them and also luiuries for bis loid and lady—jewels,
silk, apices, cloth, tailow, and the like, fihe great
monasteries of those times, too, sent tbeir wo&ng
brethren to buj' stores for the household.

To these fsirs carne also pediars and chapmen, or
mwhat we should now cali hawters. Here they assembled
from all parts to restock tbeir packs, do a bit of business
if they could, and to gather the news of the world.
After these fairs they went forth to the villagea and did
business with those unable to go to the fairs. They
brought out the news, and were, in fact, often the only
médium of news, as newspapers were then of course
nnknown. The pediars eamed many a night's reat and
entertainment just by retailing their news of the world.
You may be sure they‘were not slow to improre on the
news at their disposal, and embroidered their facta to
make them tasty. You will read, if yon haré not
already done so, of the pedlar, Autolycus, in the
w inttr'i Tale (Shakespeare®. He sane hLi wares. Here
is a specimen of las song, giring an idea of the variety
of his wares:

‘lILAwn, as white as driven snow;

Cyprus, black as e’er was crow j

CiluTes, as sweet as damask roses;

Masks for faces, and for noses :

Bugle braoelet, neek-lace-amber.

Perfume for a ladv's chamber;

Golden quoifs, and stomacbers,

For my lads to gire their dears;

I'ins and poking sticks of Steel,

W hat maids lack from head to heel;’ &c.

/f

! i.if
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Also in several of Sir Walter Scott’s novéis you will
find accounts of the ways and customs of the pediars of
olden times.

Then in certain citles, mostly where tbere were
Cathedrals, markets were estahlished. Even now in
many cities and towns tbere are what are callad
Cbartered hiarkets, that is, markets which were estab-
lished hundreds of years ago W royal permit. One
of the oldest and biggest is the Hay “tiarket just outside
the City of London, in Alagate. Where these markets
exist tiey cannot be closed. Sometimes the towns
where they are have become very prosperous and rather
faney themselves; therefore they do not like an open
market to be held in their streets or market place
on certain days. They say it brings a lot of people
into the town of a kind which they do not want, and
the shop-keepers say it injures their trade. In order to
get over thisdifficulty, many tradesmen now have stalls
in the market. But the town is powerless to stop this
market if it is cbartered. you see in the oid, oid days
these market days were the shopping days for t~e
town and its neighbourhood, and of course were duly
appreciated. Vendors of all kinds of merchandisu carne
to these markets. All the roads to the market were
crowded from earlv mom with people on business benc.
Farmers met and discussed the prospecta uf the diSerent
crops just as they do now. Thus the markets became
great centres of trade and in them the different articles
stld began to be srranged into what we now cali
sepérate trades. They were in general much Eke our
present trades, but soma were dinerently named. Here
18 a list of tradee represented in the Colcheeter Market
in 11305; Spicers, shoemakers, tanners, smiths, weavers,
butehers, bakers, fullers, girdlers, marmers, millers,

An Oid English Fair; the Spicer.
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tBilora, dyere, fisliermen, caipenters, lorimers and cord-
wainers, and mustarders. Now you see that spicers
and mustarders were separate trades, so you can guess
how important tbe spices -were considered. You will
understand the trades of most of these, but one or two
are a little strange. A fuller is one wLo thickens clotb
in a mil]. A girdler was one who ruada girdles, an
article of diess much used in early times. A lorimer
was one wbo made saddles and armour plates (recalling
the days of Steel armour). A cordwainer was a boot-
malfer. This diTiding up of tha general merchandise
into separata trades was the beginnmg of the eatablish-
ment of separate shops ; but of this I will tell later.

\Vhen | am risiting diflerent towns, I always make a
poiut of investigating the markets. In some of our big
cities the markets occupy fine buildings and are aplendid
sbopping centres. In other towns the market is neld in
the Street. One of the finest open markets | haré seen
in England was at Knsresborough in Yorkshire. Hete
I wandered up and down the long rows of stalls and
marrelled at tbe rariety of things one could purchase!
The din of the men and women calling their wares was
terrible, each one trying to be heard above the others.
The whole scene fascinated me and held my attention
for hours. The varied gay colours of the awnings over
the stalls, the quaint country costumes, the odd north*
country dialecte, all combinea to make an impression on
my memory fresb to-day, though it is now years since |
visited that market,

{Coneluded onpagt 11.)

BEN BOLD.

EN BOLD is always late for school;
Ben Bold delights to break the rule ;
lien Bold playa pranks, bis work to shun;
lien Bold stays in when school is done.

Ben Bold sets out, I'm sure, each day

lii lots of time ; hut stops to play;

And when he's hlamed, I've heard it said,

He growls, ‘Don't care!’ with hanging hejad,

But all who hear what | have told,
Will cry, ‘ifo more about Ben Bold!
John Lea.

THE GOLDBN APPLES.

e Golden Apptes— 80 the oid tales tell—grew
-I-‘.| in the loreliest garden in the world. It abounded
in friiits of the most delicious kind, but of all the fruits
tbe Golden Applea were the most wonderful. Lest
any one shoula break through to steal them, therefore,
they were guarded by a dreadful dragén. It had
a hundred heads and as manr eyes; it never slept, but
watehed always by the tree, the most terrifyiiig sentry
erer seen.

Now it happened thatEurystheus, a kingof that time,
becnme jealous of Hercules, a brave and dauntless bero
of the land, and, being jealous, the king tried to devise
some way to get rid of hira. So he commanded the
youth to undertake several dangeroua and dilflcult
enterprises, in the hope that he might be killed in
attempting them. In each, however, Hercules was
successful, and Eurrstheus at last bethought him of
a rery desperate plan. ‘1 will bid Hercules to bring me

No. I

the Golden Apples,’ he decided. ‘1 shall certainly get
rid of him in tbis way, for the dragén must Kill Lira.’

Tbe story of Hercules' giiest of the golden fniit is
perhaps one of the best stories of rewardtd persererance
ever written. No doubt tbe hero was aghast at the
king's command, but he made up bis mind to see the
inalter through. He did not eren know where the
garden was, but that mattered little; he set out on his
journey determined to win through.

After travelling for many inonths and making many
inquines, he carne upon some nymphs during his
wanderings. They directed hira to tbe god of tbe seas,
Nereus by fiame, who, so they said, could put him on the
way to tfie garden. Hercules turned in the direction
that they pointed, feeling that at last he had a clue.

But, having at last fouud Kereus, it was no easy
matter to obtain the Information he required. The sea-
god was not anxious to gire aivay the secret, and to get
rid of Hercules, he cbanged Limself into diflerent
shapes, boping to frigbten the hero away.

Nothing, however, daunted tbe persevering Hercules.
Nereus cbanged from a stag to a sea-bird, then to a
three-headed dog, then to a goat, and lastly to a snake;
finally be became himseli again, realising that the
stranger meant to Lave his way, and be directed him to
go to Atlas, the greatgiant,who was holding up the whole
World on his stoulders. ‘Ask him," saia Nereus, ‘to
show you the way.’

To 'Atlas, then, Hercules went, on his way Killing the
strong and terrible god, Antmus, and repelling whole
bordes of pygmies who attacked hira wnile he slept,
His search for Atlas was a long one, but the giant was
found at last, and then Hercules, instead of being given
weapons, was informed thst he must bold the earth
upon bis own shoulders for awhile, while Atlas himself
fetched the golden fruit.

I can imagine that to a vigorous youth like Hercules
it was not exactly the thing he had expecteJ; far rather
would he have risked his lite in fignting the dragén.
But he did not question Atlas’s decisién; instead, he
nndertook what was required of him, and. holding the
World upon his shoulders, he waited patiently until tbe
return of the giant with the gold fruit in his hand.

A tame endmg lo what might have beeu an exciting
adventure, some might say. But | do not think so.
The Dame of Hercules has come down to all time as
a great hero, and a real hero does not despise little
things for great and daring deeds; tbinga that $eem
tame are often the most dif&cult things to doof sil 1

Ethel Talbot.

STINSHINE.

e sun is in the raindrops,
Tbe sun is in the sky,
The sua is in the thunder-clouds.
Can you tell me wby?

The sun is on the doorstep,
The sun is in the hall,

I see hhn lunning up the stairs—
May | give a calir

The sun has reached the nursery,
He’a kissed the rocking-chair,
He's eovered up the gramophone

In a mantle fair.
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The 8im has catight my pinafore,
lle'a cUtnbing up my sieeve;

lies touched my neck’, and face, and hair—
Jle LoveEs me, 1 believe!

11if.DA Faibpax-Bbows.

CHINNA.*

By Ilrs. llouart-llampiikn,

AvtkorofThtScent VaUey: ‘ Tota." Tkc Price of Empire,’

CHAPTEU |I.

§T waa a hot and breathless Indian afternocn. Thiek

clouds were piling heavily one abore the other, on
the horizon, «hile tbe blue oi the sky was changing to
«a dull and sullen yellow, and seemed to bang like a
heavy canopy aboTe a lonely bungalow set amidst a
great plain on the binks of a river. Crossing this river
was a bridge, about which a crowd of nativa workmen
were busy. Their ehril! chbatter floated up to the bunga-
low verandah, where the tliree Galbraith children were
gathered. It was too hot to, piay; too hot to do aiiy-
tliing but wait until the storm burst.

«It won't be long before it breaks now, said Naney.
She was the oldest of the three bv a year or so.

“It's lucky the bridge is almost tinished,'said Brian.
He carne next in age. ‘Daddy told me the other day
ihat, if there was very heavy rain and the river rose
suddenly, the bridge might be swept away if it wasn't
atrong enough.’

Brian was deeply interested in the bridge. He had
watched it lengthen, span by span, uoder his father’'s
tlireclion. And he had quite decidod that sotne dav he,
too, would be an engineer, and woutd build great bridges
Jind railways leading to and from them, as Mr. Galbraith
did now. Fredericb had not yet made up hismind what
he would be or do. But aa he was a good deal younger
than his sister and brother, there was plenty of'time to
spare, Ha was a great favourite with the Indian
servants, who told Lim many wonderful tales, in the
most of which Frederick firraly believed. ‘The bearer
saysp’ he bogan now, ‘ that the river spirit is very angry
because Daddy’s built the bridge. It thinks that the
river belongs to it, and that no one ought to interfere.
<\hd it wanta to reveitge itself, because Daddy’s put a
bridle on it libe you put a bridle on a horse.’

<That'sall noneense,'said Brian. ‘It's silly to listen
toit’” Aa an eider brother he feit that he ought to
hring up a younger brother properly.

.And, at that, Naney added hastily, lest Frederick
fhould be hurt, ‘1 don't wonder the servants think that

* The story contatned in the foUowing page* centres round
the little wlld peoplo of Central India, amongst whoin the
auihor found hernclf durlng t-ome months of a camping tour.
«She would liko to acknowledge her indehtedness to Mr. For-
syth's Highlanda of Ventral India, and Mr. Crooke's work
on Indian folk-lore and popular religiéon», which have helpeil
her to verify many of the facte that carne to her knowledge.
As for Chinna himself, he, or one of his coosinK, walked Into
hercainp one Indian aftemoon and stood balaticin? himaeif
on a tent-peg in wlde-eyed «hy amazement, until he was
oqayed to the Bidé of the camp flre, and his tongue loosencd
witii the hcip of tobaceo.

The tale of the slaying of the tiger by the lltUe man is truo
save for a few juuall and unimportant detais.

CHATTERB OX.

there’'s a spirit in the river. Listen to the nnite the
water’'s making. It sounds exactly as if it was Ulking.’

And, as they listened, through the shrill chatter of
tile coolies carne a low, threatening murmur. .And
Frederick whispered to hitnself, eonvinced that, fot
once, Brian ha<l made a mistake, ‘ “1I'm very angry. I'm
very angry indeed, | wsnt to revenge myself." That's
what the spirit's saying.’

‘ Children, children, Mrs. Galbraith called from the
bungalow at this moment. ‘Come inside quickly; tha
sterm is almost hete.’

And, as she spofce, the wind rose very suddenly, and
carne blustering; across the plain, driving a thiek ciotid
of diist before it. There was just time to shnt all the
doors and Windows before tbe dust was whirling round
tlie bungalow and trying to forcé its way in evervwhere
as does an invading army. And, soon, the ciiildren
eould feel ihe dust on their cheeks and their lips, and it
covered everything they touched. And, justas the very
air seemed too thiek to breatbe, down carne the rain in
a cleansing torrent. In such sheets it fell it seemed to
be almost solid.

‘Has Daddy come baek yet?’ Xaney asked, as she
watclied the deluge. ‘I1l0'll get dreadfully wet if he's
caughc in this storm.’

‘lie won't be home till sunset,’ said Mr?. Galbraith.
‘He told me he had to inspect some work which is
rather distant to-day, Luckily there's shelter near by,
I know. And the rain is so heavy it will almost cer-
tainly have stopped before he has to start.’

‘ (Sin we go and meet him ?' the three children asked
together, immediately. Mr. Galbraith would be riding,
they knew; and thev also knew that he would dismount
when he caught sigLt of them, and would let them ride
bis bay Aral), Secundra, in tura. Secundra was so
gentle, and affectionato, and intelligent, that he was more
like a buman being than an animal. Naney and Brian
and Frederick were sure that no horse eould compare
withbim. ‘Do let us go, Mother.'they repeated, eagerly.
And Mrs. Galbraith, affer a jittle hesitation, assented.

‘But you must take the bearer with you,’ she added.
‘1 don’t like yon to go far from the bungalow alone.
There are no other Europeans within miles of us, ynu
know j and lower down the river the country is wiider
still. You can go as soon as the rain stops. You'll be
glad of a walk as you've been shut up all day.'

Already the air was cool and fresh, and tne children
were beginning to feel as lively as they had felt languid
hitherta And, presently, the downpour ceased as
abruptly as it had begun, and they tan to find the bearer
who was cleaninglamps in the back verandah. He waa
an ofd and trusted servant, but somewhat crotchety and
no great walker. He Uked best to potter about the
bunralow and compoimd, and now he received Mrs.
Galbraith’s measage with scant enthusiasm; and hu
made one excuse after another for delay, hoping that his
master would return in the interval, until the children
grew so impatient they eould bear with him no longer.

‘ We'll wait for you by the bridge,” they told him, for
the bridge was just at the bottom oE the garden and so
was not out of bounda. Anything was better tbau
remaining in the house, they felt, as they raced each
other down the hill to the bridge-head. The workmen
had all disappeared, for they had sought shelter when
the rain began, and had not thoiight it worth while /O
retura fot the little daylight that remained.

{Corttinued on paga 10.)
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