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ppen I would like to go in for it. I
Ev to “firvt atd” lectures now. T like
them very ruuch. I invite my friends
to break their Arms or legs, mo that
1 can experiment on them. There is
0 be an examivation in a few weeks.
4 am afraid I shail not pass, as the
dfferent bandages are wo puzzling.
I went to & eake afternoon tes not
long ago. Each girl hed te wear some-
ihing representing nomne Kind of eake.
I had the cablea eolumn cut. out of
the newspaper, and pinned on to my
blouse; that was for currant cake.
One girl went as ralsin cake, and had
a tin of baking powder for raisin
cake. i thought hers was very good,
but she did not get the prize. Every-
one tries to ger something new for
their afternoon teas. There wus one
nome t{ime ago to sec who could bring
the most edibles bought for 3d.

think u very good thing to have is for
each person to make up so many
lines of poetry on some given sub-
ject, and then it ia such fun when
they are read out. 1 have such a
pretiy Australian parrot. 1t is learn-
ing to tnlk so quickly. 1 have never
seen such a mischievous bird. The

tirst day I let it out of the cage it at.

once flew against 1fie globe, and
smashed it to pieces. I thonght the
green-honse wonld be a very good
placé to let it loose in. but it picked
all the leaves off a pot of maiden-hale,
and tried to stand on a begonia,
which immediately Groke. I had a
great bother jn catehing it. for every
time 1 frightened it it did some dam-
age to one or other of the plants. Af-
ter that I cut the parrot's wings
nearly cvery day. I let it onit of 1the
cage, and it runs about the room
pickiong at everything. What fearful
weather we are baving. It has been
blowina a pale for more than a.week,
and then they put in the paper, "Bad
weather is expected everywhere'; as
if we had been enjoying svnshine and
¢ealm., Yesterday I had to gg down
town, It was raining hard, so 1 took
an umbreila. Going round a corner
#t was blown inside out. I have al-
. »ways heard that the best thing to do
in that case is to turn the nmbrella
guickly round, facing the wind. I did
Ao, At once my bat blew off. After I
had gone a litile further I seeined to
be walking in rather a queer way. I
locked down. - One of my goloshes
was gone. I went back a liltle way,
and fonnd 1t sticking in the mud.
Tbey are very big for me, so I sup-
pose it easily alipped off. Doping you
wrill let me know about the competi-

tions.—I remain, yours sincerely,
Lousin Ajleen.
[Dear Cousln Ajleen—Your long

and very intéresting letrer grrived
just in time for this paper. [ can
only., however, give a short answer,
So few answered the “What T wonld
like to be when I grow up™ competi-
tion that I conid mnot give a  prize.
Only five or six sent an answer. Was
it not =trange? 1 thought the ques-
tion so very interesting. Your letier
is io time for the competition for the
most interesting letter, Those after-
nooa teas must be great fun, 1 should
think, lut I've mever time io po to
them.~Cousin Kate.]

Py * * +

' Dear Cousin” Xate.—Ix it mof fad
nbout the King? A grear number of
people were gquite grieved when they
heard of His Majesty's illness. Tt i%
hoped that he will make his way to-

wards recovery, The wenther has
been rather dull to-day, Luf in the
afterncon it was nice and fine. Have

¥ou seen the decorations in town? I
think they are very pretty  indeed.
Can you play the game of “Wedding
Bells,” Cousin Kate? H is a very
amusing game, 1 must now close this
short rote, so gowi-hye. with  Dest
love to yourself and all the causins.—
1 remain, Cousin Magpgie,

fDear Cousln Mnpggie.—T do nat
know the game you describe, but
1hink it rhould be o very nice oie, I
think the haif-finished decorations
about town mnke one feel rad—but
of course we must hope for the best.
-I folm manst hemrtily with you in wish-
ing the King & sperdy return to ro-
bust heslth—Lousin Kate.]

i + + +

1 My Dear Courin Kate,—I went to
She circus with father lust Saturdasy,
#0d 1 esjoyed It very much indeed.

We wers wakened this morning by
the {olling of the bells, and we were
very soiry indeed to hear that it was
for our much-loved Bishop Cowle. We
were all very grieved about the
King's illuess, and trust that it will
not be very long bLefore he is guits
well again, and then we can have the
Coronation ecelebrations that werse
arranged. I meant to bave written
to yon before, tut I have been buay,
g0 T am writing a longer letter this
time to make up for it.—¥our lovin
evusin, Daisy.

[Dear Cousin Daisy,—I am glad yon
liked the circus. I did too, very much.
All the Coronation festivities have
been postponed in other placea as
well as Auckiand. All we can now do
ds to hepe and pray for the speedy
recovery of His Majesty the King.—
Cousin hate.] = .

Emma’s Dream.

“Mother," said Emma one day, “I
bad such a nice dream last night. I
dreamt I saw a fairy and she invited
me to come to fairyland with her.
1 said I would come, #o she took me
to her castle, She dressed me in
fairy clothes, and gave me a wand.”
Here she waa interrupted, for Nell,
the girl, had come to dress her for
tunch, Sue got dressed and had her
lunch. Then she went out. Pretty
sooen the same fairy came up that
Emma bad seen in her dream. The
fairy took her away to a little boat.
Then the fairy made Emma smsll
like herself. “Step in the boat,” she
ezid to Emma. Emma did so, and lo!?
and behold, she becare a fairy, with
a little white satin dress on. shining
with stars, and a little golden wand
in her hand, and a pair of dainty slip-
pers and stockings on her feet. When
Emna got to fairyland the fairy
queen said:—"“Emma, you have Deen
& good girl all through your life, so
I will have you married to my son,
the fairy prince.” Fverything was
decked out spiendidly. When the
prince and hiz hride came in they
were so beautiful that nobody could
loak at them. ‘They were married
and lived happily ever afterward, and
reigned after the old gqueen had died.

= COLSIN FAXNNY.

A Cock-and-BaH Cat-and-Dog
Tale.

Cats and dogs are supposed tn hate
each other, especially the eats. No
doubt pussy has gosd rcason to 29
in fear of the Qog.—Btill. there are
many cats and dugs that are not
only eivil to one another, hut posi-
tively friendly. There was one
tabby which was so fund of the dog

*of the family that she could not
bear to be separated from it,  She
would mew in heart-reading fashion
to get into the reom where was the
dog, and if no heed were paid to her
cevies, she scratched and sceratehed
at the door, trying to scrape admit-
tanee,  When this failed, it iz snid
that she then raised herself up on
ber hiud legs, turned the handle of

“the duor, and walked into the room.
Her cwners were a0 enchanted with
ber skill, as well they pmight be, that
they used to get pussy to repeat the
teat tor the delight of vi-iiors. Dut
until I see the performance for my-
self I must respectfully declins to
" Believe it,

I ——————

Mr and Mrs Atkiason, during their
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CHAPTER III

GRIFFIN—-THE  RAILROAD
JOURNEY~THE INN.

The rwmgician went to sleep, and
Gretchen was falling into & doze
when the:car door opened and &
voice yelled, "Tick-ets, please!” She
aweke with a start, and saw the con-
dustor; his lantern was full of fire-
fiies, which gave a bright light.

“These people are travelling to see
the: Queen, and I have passes for

THE

them,” said the ecaptain of the
gonomes, - who had foliowed him.
. “Passes-—always passes!” grum-

bled the conductor. *“And the stock-
holders wender why we never pay a
dividénd. I have been a conductor on
t#¥s road:ar forty years, and da
¥ou know how many tickets I have
seen in thatl time?™

“No.” amrswered Gretchen.

*“Xone a% all,” said the conductor,
angrily; and he went on through the’
cay; miittering to himself, *Passes—
always passes!™ - .

“Poor fellow!” mused the magi-
cian, who, having chaoged the foun-
tain-pen inte a cigay, was smoking
once more. ‘1 believe that when I
have finished with this cigar I'll turn
the atub into & ticket and give it to
him, just for encouragement.” :

The car began to jounce and bump
fesrfully, and the conductor dashed
back agnin with his lantern. “I sup-
pos€& it's. another grifin on the
traek,” he szid, runniog out of the
deor.

Gretchen, grasping her satchel, fol-
lowed with the magician, and, getting
off; for tke train had come to a full
‘stop, fouad tbe brakeman, the con-
ductor, and all the passengers gath-
ered about the front car. They were
in ® tunnel tGat was very badly light-
ed by patural gas, and the train was
half-way down tle embanlcment on
whiclh the track was laid. Looking
towards foiryland, Gretchen saw an
‘enermoue  griffin flying away, its
wings 86 wide that they nearly
touched the sides of the tunnel.

1 Lgow that griffin,” the brakeman
said angrily. “Its name is Jones, and
this isn't the first time it has stopped
this train; it ought to have more
sense than,to sleep on the track.”

“I think that I will walk the rest
of the way,"” said the magician.

There seemed nothing else for the
others to do, 50 they climbed the em-

recent stay in Amerlea, visited the i3

Niagonre falls. Mrs Atlinson, n lady
gifted with s rich, sonorous voice, ex-
claimed at the sight of the falls: “Oh,
John, how rplendid!  How grand!
How tremendous!™ "Yes, yes,' re-
plied Mr Atkinsen, with o gesture of
impatiesce, “but do, please, be yuiet
for a minute. I want to henr the
noise.” .

“It must have been kind of nice,
though, bLein’ an old Roman's bors,"
ugid little Georgie, as he gared at the
pictures of Caresar and Cicero and
Cato. -

“Why?" his mother asked,

“They couldn’t cut down pa'a pants
tor Willle in them daym.”™ -

[]

The Grifin Named Jones.

bankmerrt and started dowm the
track., In & few minutes they came
10 an copening in the tunnel, which

- proved to be the home of the griffin,

who came out and smiled at them in
a .very friendly manner,

“Hello, there, Jones!”™ ghouted the -

brakemnn. '“Was tbhat you, sleeping
on the track?”

“Yes, and I'm very sorry, but it's

- 80 hot im the house theee dayw, and

there's sich & nice draft 1a the tua-

tiol, that 1I'm often tecopted to wleep
. there,

Worn't you come in?”
. Nohody wanj~d to go in, but a» po

ons had the courage to refuse, they
all weant. . - ’

“I would like you to see the chil-
dren, but they are bleeping, and as
they are very tired I hate to call
them. ‘They had their flying lesson
this afterncon,” ssid the griffin.

“But couldn’t we just take & Wk~
at tlem?” asked Gretchen,

“Yes, you might do that,” said the
griffin, and led the way into s hall
with deors on each side. Ome of
these was opened, and there were
twenty-five little griffine, hanging by
their tails to hooks on the walls, all
fast asleep.

“Do they always sleep that way, ar
is it merely because you are pressed
for room?” asked Gretchen. .

“Rents are pretty high,” said the
grifin, “but they rest like that any-
way—or like this"; and a door being
opened on the other side of the hall,
Gretchen saw twenty-five little grif-
fing  sleeping soundly, hanging by
their heads to larger hooks. .

Thef thanked the grifin for show-
ing them the little griffing, said good-
bye, and started dowa the track, Af-
ter a while Gretchen, who was walk-
ing beside the magician, grew tired.

“Wouldn't it be a pood idea for you
to transform us to fairyland, instead
of our walking all the way"™* sha
said. -

“It's queer that you didn’t think of
that,” Leonardo sgueaked to the
magician. .

“I might have done =0,” he an-
swered, "hut T was too busy thinking
of how much I know. Exactly where
would you persons like to go?"

“I alwaya stop at the King's Arms,
8 good hotel on the European plan,”
eaif the captain of the gnomes, I
think we'd all better go there; they
hove the best grindstone in town,”

“What has that to do with it?” ask-
ed Gretchen, -

“How ean a fellow sharpen his
sword withou! & grindstone?” snort-
ed fhe captain. -

“Well, we'll go to the King's Arms,
and I think I will make the transfor-
mation last a!l night, so0 that we can
get 8 bit of sleep,” said the magi-
cian.

. He rolled wp his sleeves, waved his
arms slowly, and they all sank inte
dreamland.

When Gretchen awoke she found
herself in 8 grove of amall trees;
through a long avenue that divided
the grove she could see a low, square
buiiding. .

“That is the King's Arms,"” said the
capiain, peinting at the building,
*¥We will go in and register.” . N

The magician said it was time he
started for his office, and after the
others hud thanked him for trans-
forming them s¢ comfortably, he
hurried away, leaving them at the
hotel. -

Suddenly it occurred to Gretchen
that she bad no money.

*What am I to do?" she asked, *“I

¥ can’t pay my board.”

“That will be all right,” said the
captain. . “The army i8 ninety-six
years behind in its pay, so I always
setile Tay acceunt with an order on

_the treasurer; I'll settle yours in.the

same way, and when -you get the
money you can pay me.'

They approuched the hotel, and
found the landlord waiting: he was a
small, fat fairy, with a large din~"
mond in his shirt-front.

“I wonder if they take doge,” said
Gretchell: and when she remembared
the satchel she cried: "Oh! dear! I
have forgottea to have Snip changed
back!™

The captain consoled her, saying
that they could go te the magiclon's
ofice later, and that it would be an
well to legve Sonip u aftchel until ahe



