RUBY AYRES

| BEEGIN HERE TO-DAY. | you! You don't know how I'have de-
The MAaArringe of [j\-_.l_ and H_El-.l:f'l'i\'ﬂ*"i }'DU.':" ‘ ’

Bretherton proves unh:pp_,_ When| “You can tell me ald about it some

| war is.deciared, Nigel is giad to en.ist.  day when you are quite well and

I He leaves Dolly under the care of  strong; but now—well, 1 don’t want

MH{}' Furnival. Nigel is killed and you to te.l me anything excepl” how

LDol.y mapries

A

. an o.d sweetheart and| vou love me!”
ealls for Ameriea with him. | “You know I love you!”
When Nige's brother,” David, calls| 2" 70 00 © O " o oht her face
' . to see Nige.'s widow, Mary is ashamed | 1lis jealous eyes soug

to tell Lim of Deily's marriage. David “Better than—than anyone e.se you
mistakes Mary for his brother's wife have ever known?” he asked.
i and take® her to live at Red Grange! She knew what he meant. She knew
: with his aunt. that he was thinking of his brother—
1
1
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|
1 I"I -I".::,l"' F"L_ hr--!- ﬁpuv;-l'w .fl'ﬂ.'-'_'-r' :n lh]'il.'.i.r}'.f ..“F ?"tli.:‘, "’hf}”'l .'h." h:{ri once
Ibllﬂ.t:;l-.hl;._l?'u[]l} d_;\.dr‘lnl'r;;_:ll;l‘i'_l;lFr::‘.'f‘l'.":‘hi} -I'I"\-t'{i. 'ilL.t \'.'E'..l' l'.'\-:-‘_'l.:'r'!fl'd TLOW 'I'l_j h:l‘-"E"
Ly gk, § = R i3 - i gy ! 1

seag B rum over :.-4. a cab J;l Laken faded into the background of memor-
Lll: Bl .i.'l. 'pitp1 ?'-"'.‘I.:':-- t":l-q. l}rl'-':'l_ Itﬂf] MOE.

e Mavid visits the hospita'. “Better then anyone I have ever
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY. |known!"” she answered him. )
“Oh, my dearest—my dearest!” he He seemed -'e-r.1t~::tr-':1j.a'.‘.h that. For
said brokernly. # moment h-'l.h'-? holding her hawd,
“I alvays shall say” Miss Varney, Without speaking; then:
| alterwards, “that she began “Nigel's wife wrote to me,” he =ald
y A from that moment. It's Suddenly. “Mary, what shali 1 do Ifnr
wonderfu! what ‘ove will do. 1'm an|her? I feel that I owe her something
old 1 If. but T am sure t) for ever having scnt you to me. F.'
thing more wonderful in all the ="° hadn’'t gone abread, you “'{111"{1
than a2 man's love for a wo- ver have come into my-life at all
. Wenk tears sprang to her eyes
Ihat wi afterwards, when 3KaiN.
Nare vwas dom ¢ the Red Cranze “David, I'm not good enoueh _fi}l':
Lth the faint flush of 1'*.'1‘.'.1'!-1 you! I can’t bear to think that 1—"
h in her white face. He interrupted gent.y.
ving out on the ‘awn, “I am the best judge of that, sweet-
' he shady elms. and Miss Var- heart. Dearest, when will you marry
vatehing from the apen win- me " lam!
' i | SHe shook her head, trying to hide| ™y
It David whom sheg spoke! hey eyes. . ¥ _ e
T o c with a 'itfla. se.f- “You don't really mean i1t; you're|,
just sorry for me!” |
i '[:_“:“ '|- ;_:.,[.I 1'{'.: qi.i not AnNnswer ac once . :
and kissed her “Tf being =20 utlerly miserab.e with-|
An _ ' shatknow I'm Out you that I wizh I were dead is
i with fin effapt. ' 4 Poing sorry |‘u.: you, th I_ Ippose
oy 1 I am!" he said slowly. “If hating
i ford | a word. 'e Cvery moment of every da; without

I dabelieve. She ¥You is being sorry for you, then—
Mary, how ecan you wa

ime talking
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, @ “TONE, ' you won't marry me—"
sp of her dreas ghost of a smile crept into her

EY, X

i 1wy darling, if you knew how 1, "1 Jidn't savy 1 wouldn't,” she sub-
fanged to see you!" '
“he Wwied to answer, hut the tcars

| the could find no word
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lost its poignancy, and he nrﬁl'lé'ljr'
wa.ked out of the room and shut the
door rather foreibly.

| That was on David's ~.1.-.-f!-:i{hg-fia:-'-t

He and Mary were married very quiet-!

ly in London, with nobody to witness
the ceremony but Miss Varney, who
wept copiously the whole time because
she was 20 glad, and a gray-haired old
| verger, who smiled and wished every-
| body “Good luck!” half a dozen times.

It was near.y the end of June then.

“The most wonderful June in all the
world!” so Marv esaid as she and
| David drove away together,
| wish everyone could be as happy as 1

t Evans and Dolly;
|1t were very pe.fish of her to be s0
utterly happy and contented,

Erave somewnere

]
5

was mortal of thse man she had onece achi

“T only|

er thoughts went back to young
and she wondered if

|
i
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A SMART ONE-PIECE FROCK.

If you are partial to the straight
sithouette, you wiil find much to ad-

mire in this distinctive one-piece frock| ..o up the receiver with a sigh
And then the picture of a lonely| of !1:-!:!‘.-‘rl.l The straight bodice smart-| jief. Yes, 1 think—ginger cookies.

in France flitted! ]y fastens under a flat plait at the Hester and Tem will be in soon ::m:ll
through her mind, where lay all that | centre front, and added width is
ved ]'}' the use of an il]"-'f.“‘."[,'f?i.linl' the oven

| ca reful

loved, and for -2 moment 2 little sha-| plait cach side of the skirt front. The |

dow fell over her face.

Life was such a puzzle! It seamed
hard to explain why he should be
there, loney and already almost for-
gotton, whilst she who had loved him
west was here with David, and hap-
wer life,

“What are *'1:'-.1 thinking about,
swoeetheart?” David asked her,

And she lifted her face to his, as

d o
3 ! . [he | VeTe iﬁ she answered ;
J es (s 'Only how giad 1 am to be your
" hine, S vhere | wife!™

.* ) . nt ’ cog harked And David gald—
’ } ' . It was_s0 But here the little god who had been
) A r the 1 and sitting betwesn them with folded
\ d to lie #till wings, chuckling &t his own cleverness
. ) : Rad we in having brought about yet another
‘ - - - ' ' love-match, stretched them wearily
and yavned before he Jew away. For,
tele after all, what David was saying was
' d | 4 only what he had heard many, many

! times befora, and it bored him stiff,
move; !I It was very ill-mannered of him;
' F) _ rtec ap. dary closed her eyes. It was | but meither David nor Mary would
1 Ch ead, t! ! g0 good to be here. | have cared, had they known. Tor
e rrid 4 ' aver- —_ e | David’s arm was round her waist and
w heln = . uch nonsense?’ he demanded had | her head was on his shon!der, and
Pravi & WY genuy e K ! eriously, half in fun. "I love you,|both their faces were turned to the
: : | ‘haking | that's just all about it, and if|gunshine, and a future which they
) Ahaen fn- Sha ’

wou.d share together,
(The End.)
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Look Within.

Almost simunitaneonsly there appear

=

I | | t and kiszad the hands he T
} ; L ' ha h | THE LITTLE GOD SATISFIED,

vou ery. 1 shal go away. Tfi It was some time afterwards before
cors cev. T cha’l believe you don’t want | he could make him “taik sensibly,” as

Mary, do-you—could you #he cal'ed it; some time before she

y for me™ could make him te:l her how h"" had

a dream, of course it was found her, and all about 1'"]"“:“,]‘"'!!‘]]'?'
ab~ kent on sayving it to herse.l over| “TFoor Mr. Evans!” she said h'"f
. . It was none of it sadly. “David, he was so good to me!

and over again.
¢rue. She was just sleeping, and| I know. I suppose I ouzht to be

the press two expresslons of opinion
| which, placed slde by side, are mutual-
'1_*-' explanatery. Ona is that of a lady
i who has just rturned from traveling
alope in Africa, and who savs-that the
| Dark Continent is not nearly so wild
' a8 some pretend; the other is that of
an English visitor to Glasgow, who
gays that iis manners are much worse
than they should be. Adventures are

sack iz § o Dicce f 1 a3 . :
|i-ml-h & In one piece and fJuite plain,| there iz a stampede of feet up nnd

bhe
pier than ske had cver been in all)
}

i
!

except for a narrow beit which ties dn
a chic bow,

type, and the long sleeves are finished | gay out!

with cuffs.
patch pockets and front closing. No.

and is in sizes 16, 18 and 20 years,
Size 18 (56 bust) requires 235 yards

inch. 20 eenta.
Thoe secrct

in good taste rather thar a lavish ex-

penditure of money.
ek

Lvery woman

and-the home dresamaker will find the
dogigns illustrated in our new Fashion
Fook to be practical and simple, vet

rl‘]]..: l.r-.:lll.r .lr.:': ':"f lh{' {ll.l.lﬂ‘I . h“.]:.;'l.. T

Buttons adorn the 11--"t‘1i5-"~;-|.'|ti'.~ day out!”
|

1209 is for misses and small women | toast?'

| 64-inch material; or 3% yards $6-

of distinctive dress lies|

hould want to make her own clothes., |

maintaining the spirit of the mode of |

the moment Price of the book 10
cénts the copy.

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNA

Wrile your name and address plain-
ly, giving pumber and size of suzh

patterns as ycu want. Enclose 20¢ In' it turus out, what things finully get
etamps or coin (coin preferred; wrap | cocked. The

it carefully) for each number and
eddress your order to Pattern Dept,
Wilson Publishing Co., 73 West Ade
latde S8i, Toronto. Patterns sent by
returs 1adl

SRS T
. Fall o’ the Year.

Thin is the moning air

Thin and cleul

And brittle ar line giass,

The light wind tinkles as it fliis

Along the dun grass.

Faint s the bhluebirds nots

Faint and sweet—

A vory thread of sound,

From the ta!l maple tree it drifts

“aftly to the ground.

Hot Is the noonday sun
Hot and still
The valley lie
in the shorn meadows Lthe swart

CTOW S

5 -:l-"!"‘{'ii.

Solemn mecling Keop.
Tall are the roving clonds
Tall and fleet

The squadrons of the air,

i _h: L. _'||.T|.I L1

They crowd sall bravely to the breez i
| Over geas (o fare

Dim is the setting sun

| Dim and pale

_ : ; ek ]
] s would wake up soon to the old wonging glad, but I'm not. 1 think 1 o "!I:Id”}l-'::tﬂ the adventurous; if the lady travel-
. v and emptiness. But dream-lips can-| “f.‘:":{‘rl“'““{' who "Wl:_kf tuh}rt'lt';lﬂ;?l | er had been of a quarrelsome nature,
~™ not give passionate Kisses; dream- You ““‘"N] : :1.01: ! 15 ; = '-h' “M it slm had annoyed the rhino and riled !
‘ sarms cannot hold one In a strong.com -"hf‘_*y' But .If g I]; st m.‘- “| the buftalo, they would, in all proba-|
- forting clasp! . illt-"_I_“]'fF1-1'd like to help him a ‘”"ihtiw. have got as wild for her ue for
- p “David!” tie, David.” , lanvbody else. And {f the Sassenach |
J She tricd to hold him off, to protest "'WH_ shaill do what you like, m}llaxmcan-:* found eomething wanting in
that she was not worthy. But he only queen. : - our manners, it may have been be-i
: laughed. ' | “David, does Miss Fisher know| .,... there was a lack In his own. But|
: “You are not to call my wife ugly about—about me?’ . (the probablility Is that he falled to un-
, " name='" ke said fondly. She flushed up to her eyes, meeting deretand us.—Glasgow Herald.
' And then she broke down and eried his. He kissed the hand he held. :
. smain. ‘ |  “Does u]:u'.- know that I hve: you, - S —
b “But only because I am so happy!” you mean?” he asked tenderly. “Well, ———
- \ she to.d i';inl. “Oh, David, if you I shou!d think she “fu'tt E‘{F‘“- ﬂ""""ug:h,
L » knew how much 1 have wanted to see | haven't exaetly told her. H'E' h:‘::-".~
’ b | tated; then: “What are you thinking

g

maore than 1 wanted }'n'.:,.m:."n{}w'.'" he asked. &

g ¥ 1 n(lf'l;y' thﬂt....thu; I need to be jeal-
| mpossib'a that it was ous of her. She is @9 begutifu!, and
el 15w w b j

realiy David saying such loving J— . . _

hings. She had always been a little “You are the most beautiful woman
L LY = . o W e s N - . - : . : - e s
afraid of himi, saways held him a Ott.e In the worid to me!

r And then—but after that even a

= |
'_*‘.:i" &
Ca~r

And shrouded in gray wrack
The wise cows ecarly from the hills
Homeward turn tham back ,

Swift js the gatherinzg dusk

| Swift and shrewd

4

The breezes os it falls.
A houze door
For off an owl ealls

cloRes, Jlght \pring un,

R R Y
-

5
,e

1 in awe; and yet now— : - nd | ERzapeth Brainard Benta,
. She broke out tremblingly: bright-eyed hIflfkb"d up m the “T"-‘ Not Deing a Thing. ' \ atii D
- "i:”[ s lj“r'l: ;i:.--"l\'. l 'Iul‘l- I “.t t”:d ":..erhf::li !H;:vIEi:?;E-ﬂtl:“!‘::;? :::::Z;T:.: Prof. | 0T l:lq-till{: £XA M. ) ".II:IIEL‘HE Ehe Knew, .
o : tht:?'n;w ent. i ywhat fs that book doing RQacor FOUFL  piege Muriel who lived fn the city
: : And the only person who was net ©esk _ ity L0 et I ES riding with her parenis past a
vy 1 3 | at a.] pleased with the arrangement of ?f“dﬂ ':";mrl_“ﬁ !li.: ‘"’"'*‘ih i _:‘_'-; " {farmyard. ' ’
o f ' | affairs was Dora Fisher. She dec.ared "““_,m" SOME 5 Lhigg, Wit e CaB .  wwhat is that?™ asked the moiber
< : y that David had been forced into %¢% i WY Al pointing to one of the cows, .
s . i / ' marrying Mary, and persisted i[l b, v. cow,” enswered I:hn little girl
S . . ’Aw 'aliuding to him as "I‘UE[T' David,” The Kentish Hep Crop. 1.1'tjf"H..1:l:£." the pleigres in Ler nursoery
' - : Cuntil even h!ﬂﬁt}' Tost | his temper. ot all the hops grown In the fields h'-:"hf"r i $id ——
: - Stays sharp longer | and told her it was a pity she mul::l of Keni go to the British brewers, for| " What co REL TTom cowe-
| : | not hide her chagrin instead of show- { 4y gald that the dyers tuke macst of

“Milk,” came e enger reply.

ing it to everybody. the hops grown in all Eugland. The| “And what s .th:’!i o |
. This brought forth the usual burst parvesting of the crop 15 uncertuin mother, polnting fo a fowl.

askel tho

Cute casier. Sawsfaster

BItAONE T CAN MDA EAW CO, LTD.

S ' L . : . 1 "“A chickie."
CATIAL. of tears. ~busineas, for picking cainaot begin un : : : X
s g o - g . “How unkind you are! Nobody til the hops arc ripe and they mn! AndTwhiat~go Wwe get from chick
‘ D ' cares in the least how unhappy I am, epoil., The pods must go to the oasts, ©0%- .
s b et B of mal” . ¢ “Hones,” the child sald sweatly.
- : —

But Monty had heard ths eame picked, and if the pickers are too ener-
plaintive wail =¢ many times it had getic there Is wasia,

F-"'————‘——-—----

Minard's Linimsnt for Colds

. I
‘or drying kiins, cs soon as they nrui
|
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_ GREEN TEA ..

Superiop to any other green tea sold.
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B o T Y the cooking goes merrlly ou, and joy
L ] r e
D‘F' &-lt | I‘L'i.!-'.ll"-

On the days out—ah, thoge delicious It is. 1 maintaln, a joy to rejolce’

days out. FUT. . ruf,kiﬁ-ﬂ?-t:gﬂl;:l}r: in. I am heartily sorry for tho people
Y inn'hlgf.:. :-‘Elk :ﬂ E:I]L-,m,ﬁ; 411,;1-, & ATe who never do thelr own cooking .

n.’!;le; :'ﬂgk;ﬁ nr':fw ':‘:v"}h‘, I.;Hr'l-F H 5;; | A busy mother who was aﬂwﬂni?rfl:l
WhiEReE o - cook, once sald to me: “Somellmes
At II];'11E;mI ﬂltm ﬁ“ﬁ,;:}ﬂjlrr;;:m:ﬁ“t:-ll hardly seems worth while to cook
dress. slip out, gla i ?

stairs, g0 (o the rm}““ﬁm imkf E::F think after all, they leave bebind them
ﬁn‘.l r'hﬂng'w? the dr.lmi:r:; T:P‘!rl\"'“t (o | & Mmemory of & joliy home tauble that
katile A lttle, then has ' does last, 8o ]!I"rhﬂ.pl" i pﬂf‘HH' -From

the parlor, and play the plano, with Days Out and Other Papers,” by Bliza- | aance,

the soft pedal down, until | 'tfﬁur the bath Woodbridge. o
back door Fh}"- Tl“*“i' _ ':“ nimmi i S R Y
plano for mé! T can piay ihe I‘H“”Jlﬂhlrd'l Liniment for Neuralgla.
any time. 6 >

« 1 walk swiftly and boldly out Into .
the kitchen—my kitchen—my kitchen. Recessional.

[ perch gn the table and swing my fecd, | The flood ebbs

in a glory of possession. What ehall | Flowers that foamed in

| make? 1 go over to the range agall. | About the thresholds of the year
Good fire—good oven. 1 can make any- | In a spring tide,

thing, anything' .I go to the pan- | Multicolored, palpitant,

try and scan its contents. 1am mlways | Leaves of delicate patiern,

these dayvs. . . I pick up the cook- sed
book and resumie my perch. I am in no ! Acrogs grey earth.
special hurry. It is not, yet four, and High rides the glowing crest of
one can do almost anything between autumn,
four and haif-past six. Gold-petaled,

Tae telephone rings. 1 go, with my breathed,
thumb im the cooky reeipes. . ,.&l Where the wave draws full,

'l..*.llll averiurns Ms harvest of rich
hipom

Down the long beaches southward;
g0 good when they're just ouk/ Leaving to the mother-breasted sun

ruddv-leafed, spicy-

they re

The front door opens and shuls, ' op gny.white violets—

down sialrs Then the kitchen door

: hour
“Oh, good! It's Barah's | T,

: i 1 ) § i 1 % W = R y
i et i P N It's And the rush of the returning tide.

“May we meake tl th '
My we meke the And the Appies Are Good.

Hester arrives

“May 1 sel the table? *“What do I
smell ™

"“May | slir?™ *“Alay

l..' W 4 .u.l
(LR |

| paper editors, who print three lines of
“,_J.‘H rape mﬂ.frnr-wﬁ of the day on the froutl page and

' continue the rest in the back of the
| paper, want to know why the farmers
put the large apples on the top of the
barrel.

ay we make griddie-cakes? i
It §s like & frog chorus in spring
Perhaps | Lry Lo be severe,
'Griddle-cakes? MNousense, Wwho

ever heard of griddle-cakes at t'.h.i:h:?f_

Ginger cookles are queer epough. bBe-

sldes, they don't go well together,”

—-—-———-ﬂ-- -

Dutch Women Ma I{c. _.E ricks,

In Hoiland man;

ployed in the bri

women
L ¥Ards.

dre em-

A - —_——

W ol | S g -

ways 4o nice, queer things when Sara MONEY WANTE

can eat up all the R o
120, Paid en Amounts from $100 to

=

“Wo malter! Who o

wokies as soon as ther're done, and .

'.*“‘-' S WEUR, W Y $5,000. Best of Security.

then they won't interd with the e Tial

s ; ' For {full informaticn address

- i .
:“[ e A T e W Mid-Continent Bond Corperation

331 Bay Street, Toronto 2

: § W - : : ]‘..'|r".':j 5 tl.‘p‘.“lﬁ' o | :t:.i-: i | 1; "l 5
jmportant thing is, that . d entlally. J

Choose Your OQwn Prize

We will give yeu any one of the above prizes for sclilng only 24 bunches
of Waxed Sweet Peas at 15 certs a bunch. This i6 something new and
everybody will buy., Send your name and addresz NOW and be sure to
say what prize you want.

NEW IDEA GIFT CO. DEPT. F.10

——

WATERFORD, ONT.

=1

The sleeping forms of rose and ﬂu.htlﬂ.l

About this time of vear the news. |

There & a foclish optimiem just ;
suraly s there s a reasoned optimi
it Is easy to say: “All's fgr the b
the best of poseible worlds,” but |
tle level thinking makes Lhal saring
more trite than tiue.

The h{ifh“_hﬂf'h'h LEIm |-
which |s content to walt for
thing to turn up”’ instead of e
curnestly to work to mum =g .
up, is Just a form of seifdecejtio

But 1 am holdiue a brisf for reg
optimism, because it is a greal
to the I.'L-d'l.’ endenvor ju:u..' as thi

ish optimlsm of a Micavwbe:
word for footling futilfty

I Shakeepdare was usual’y

| gencrelizations, as, for insiar
he sald: “This consclence d

i cowards of us all” o

'things when they go fast] but then, I

ture makes the whole worid |
he 4id not always ring so 1
He said: “The evil thai m
after them: the good is oft @
with their bones.” That ls a
tic caving, and all pessiu
g [alse. This Is I
tence |8 correct; noue can den
tory presants a Ong nero
baleful and long-enduring eff
decds.

1 deny that the s~cond #tat
true. At least, {f good sulf
it enjoys an absolutely certal
reclion. We used o sing
words can never dis, Tha
Bhakespearean: but it 1=
tory shows that the eternal ef
good & a for bigger realin:

to have It well stocked OB |Grass that thrilled its whisper of green | permanent efic~t of evil

The man whe said "Truth
and shall prevall” said a bij
big as It is true. We nead 1
views where matters of Influ
concerned For I 1
fluence has been the mors
that of Caesar or Paul;, Charl
or Francls of Asaisl: Rousscau
ley?

This reasoned optimism
crystalized for all time In

ELANZLS ;

| Say not,"The struggle na

| Until the reclaiming chime of April's |

The labor and the wo

| The cnemy falnts not
! And as things have b

i Grace Clementine Howes. |

—————

main

Whmt though the

-

breasking,

Seem here no painfu
I]“iJ.- back, through creek and inl
InE

Comes gilent: Mooding i

| Bo, when you hear

| telling each other that tl .

|& bad siate, that mien nt inping
back into the beast.” and that thi
[1Lu'.l.h£l.h'.1 and one eflortes o bring

gociety to a better mind are lii
Ing water Into a sleve Wl
lieve it!

Take down any book dea
social conditlons

correct thls unreasoned

.

Press On.

The road to suc
flowers,
It will test we!l your grit

. .

enee
Theére are rough tracks ¢
thro' long weary liour

| Ere the goal comes
| Qistanc
II'. M tars but “iir} W
[ BHY
Wwiatl {angled s
Fave!l

To succeed, time will show

BANE Tt musd iy

| To “Get There” all the sam:

! must travel

|

thlﬂj Music her sulst s apell o'er you
bave cast,

i And y»ou straightway resolve for t
woo her,

TAlthe® coy, you will filnd, ere a
moons have passed,
She rewards those who boldiv pur

sue her

{1l at tmes she's cold, and on vou

| seems to frovn,

i 1et bher manners withal is besu’

. ing; .

Tho' io-day seeming fsilure makes °
feel cast-down,
Al W-Tnormow's
sBmuding

Eucongs vou'll L

Undaunted press cn and the priz
wiil galn—
That rich guerdon for which v
have =triven
The key to p.re rapture, by which
you'll obtain,
While en éarth, a sweet fortacie of

Heaven.
Hichard Hartlev, ia “M
- —l—_--—.—.-.--—-.- — m—

that is in an SAJP Covered Roaster, which
reasts ineal or fowl debcowly wuler, yet re-

teins rich juices aad full
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cooks all use the SMP Covered Roaster now.
No basting required! Reduces meat bills. Kecpa

the ovea sweet and clean. Saves

work -nd

tinie. Huondreds of thousseds of raasters now
in uee. Prices 85¢ to §$3.50, depending on size

and fnish. Enameled Ware, Aluminum ce
Sheet [ron. Every good merchaat sells Valuable
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giving splendid hints ecleca
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Kilcreggan Fields.

Iilercggan fields are patterned pi
With green 224 brown 2and greed
again,

The Htue dyker In omor g

Squaring the hillside wo &nd fro,

As I for glant-folk to play

At glan: hop-scotch all the day.

| weich the shadows run and stop,

lfahing the hiliside,in a Lop, - -
And almost think | hear them oull

Over Kllereggan's houses small;

And walting, see across the Clyde,

The plavers seek the water-side
CTo galiop off, thetr plaving done,

Gy red =ea-horses of the sun
- -Elizabeth 8 Fem!ng,
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The best music; The leughter of
happy children.




