
Our Boys and Girls
THE RECIPE FOR JOY.

It was undoubtedly a rainy day. The sky
had mislaid its blue coat and in a gray ulster
was weeping dismally.

After a whole morning of it, even the most
cheerful little folks grow restless unless their
busy hands find new employment.
The housework had lent wings to the fore¬

noon. Even the Saturday baking was done.
Molly had flitted about like an industrious
fairy, armed, with dusting pan and cloth.
She had played with the baby, making him

gurgle gleefully and reach out chubby hands,
as she paraded his woolly dog back and forth,
or made a merry-faced Kewpic perforin gym¬
nastics.
Mother smiled and hummed a happy tune,

as she took the fine brown loaves from the
oven.

"You may have a heel of this warm, crusty
loaf for your lunch, Molly, my dear. Yes, and
a toe, too, if you are real hungry with plenty
of butter and grape jelly on it. All my tasks
seem light as this bread to-day, little daugh¬
ter. How glad I am that it didn't rain on a
school day! Come here! I'm just through
icing the layer cuke!"
There was no second hint necessary. Molly

dimpled as she tiptoed away from the sleeping
baby, nestled among the cushions like a warm

pink rosebud.
Joyfully the spoon scraped the icing pan.

It was delicious chocolate, and not a speck of
it was missed. The pan looked almost clean
when Molly laid down the spoon with a sigh
of satisfaction.
When mother finished her tasks and went

to lie down for a brief rest (snatched chiefly
when little son was in the Lullaby Lady's care)
Molly felt a bit lost. She had forgotten to bring
home a library book, and she knew all her
story books from cover to cover. She didn't
feel like sitting still anyway!

"Pitter, patter! Drip.drip!' sang the
raindrops. "We mean to keep right on fall¬
ing and rolling and isnging.maybe all
night !*'
Molly heard them as they slid merrily down

the windowpane.
"I know what I'll do until supper time!"

she thought. "I'll ask mother if I may run
over to| Mabel's. She got half a dozen new
books for her birthday, and a lot of new
games."
Molly turned swiftly to the door, her eyes

happy as May violets. Then a* sudden picture
stayed her steps. Into her vision flashed a

pale, girlish face with wistful eyes and a pa¬
thetic, small pair of crutches ever near at.
hand.
Jean Allen spent most of her days alone at

the front window, where a red geranium did
its bravest to add cheer to the room. The
crippled child hungrily watched other children
playing and romping on a vacant lot nearby
or going on their way to school.
Molly always waved her hand to Jean as she

. ran by. Oncq Joan had opened the window
and wistfully asked bright-faced Molly to
come in. Mrs. Allen was usually out work¬
ing until late afternoon every day.
Molly had been on her way to her music

lesson that day, but she had promised to come

very soon.

Now her cheeks flushed hotly, as she ad¬
mitted honestly to herself that because she-

would rather go to see gills ,av1io had nice
books and plenty of tilings to amuse them, in
short, girls who didn't need her, she had failed
to fulfil her promise to Jean.

"I'll go now!" declared Molly. "She'll
need me to-day. It's so gloomy. And now I
remember that her mother is helping Mabel's
mother with house-cleaning to-day. Mother!"
she trilled softly, mindful of the baby.
"May I splash out to see Jean Allen and

take her a story book or two?"
"Yes, do," answered mother, "A.iul select

a glass of fresh currant jelly from the fruit
closet, dear. Mrs. Allen can't have much time
to put up fruit."

Jean's somber, weary eyes shone starry
bright, and the droop of her lips curved into
a glad smile as Molly appeared, dripping and
laughing.a sunbeam disguised in a raincoat.
"IIow did you guess I was so lonesome?"

asked the lonely girl. "I I cried a little at
lunch," she confessed. "Only three tears,
though!" she added, bravely.
"Oh, oh! Jelly! And story books! Molly,

you're a good fairy. Let me see if there aren't
wings folded under your raincoat!"
Molly winked away a happy tear that

slipped away, saying to herself: "Now aren't
you glad you came?"
"Here's Emmy Lou," chattered Jean, smil¬

ing and eager. "My Sunday-school teacher
gave it to me for my birthday, and I believe
I know it by heart. Have you read it?"
"No, but I'd love to," said Molly, as she

scanned its pages.
"Take it right home with you!" urged Jean,

generously sharing her chief treasure. "See
what I've been doing! Mother bought me a
crochet needle and this lovely pink cotton, and
I'm going to keep my lingers flying and make
some lovely handkerchiefs. Miss Thorne, my
Sunday-school teacher, you know, said she
would show me a lot of pretty stitches, so I
can make lac.and maybe sell it and make
some money!" Jean glowed with pride.
"Oh, do show me that pretty edge!"

begged Molly. "I've never thought I'd like
to crochet, but seeing you do it makes me want
to learn." Jean's slender fingers were flying
now.

The time fluttered by on butterfly wings.
"Oh, can jt be five o'clock? I must hurry I'1

cried Molly, as the clock tinkled briskly, then
went on about its usual business of ticking
away the minutes.

"I'll wrap Emma Lou up, so she won't get
cold or damp," promised Molly, slipping into
coat and rubbers.

"I don't know how to thank you for com¬
ing to-day," Jean's voice was shaky. "Cause
just saying it isn't enough!"

"Hello, girls!" cried Mrs. Allen's cheery
voice from the doorway.
"Oh, mother!" Jean was all aglow. "Look!

Molly brought us the finest jelly, and.please,
if you're not too tired, may we have biscuits
for supper?"

" 'Course I'm not tired!" declared her
mother, who had no such word as complain in
her dictionary. "Molly, do thank your dear
mother for this treat. And," here she bent to
kiss the sweet face, in its rubber hood. "Come
again.won't you? Jean looks like a different
girl this minute! You're a real little raindear,
Molly!"

Molly sped home in the rain, drenched dusk,

and rushed happily into her mother's arms.
"The very sunniest, brightest day of the

week!" she declared.
"Of course," nodded her mother, who

always understood.
She stroked Molly curls with a tender hand.
"You have found for yourself, my dear, the

most reliable recipe for joy in the whole book
of Daily Living," she said. And she added
softly: "There is no real happiness in simply
having or getting, but only in giving.".Ex¬
change.

THE NUMSKULLS.

A Chinese Story.

By Margaret Patterson.
Once there was a mayor. He ordered his

runner to find three numskulls or be whipped
hard.
The runner by and by came to a man on a

donkey, who was carrying a bag of corn to re¬
lieve the donkey.
The runner said, "You crazy man, come

with mc, I have found one numskull. The
mayor wants you."

lie went along a little farther and came to
the city gate. There he saw a man trying to
go through the city gate with a log on his
shoulders crosswise instead of carrying the log
pointed straight in. The runner said: "Come
with me the mayor wants you." So the run¬
ner took them to the mayor and said: "I have
found two numskulls but not the third one."
"What have these two done?" asked the

mayor.
"The first one was riding a donkey and on

his back he carried a bag of corn to relieve
his animal," said the runner.
"You old goose! Don't you know the donk¬

ey carried the weight on your shoulders? Pad¬
dle him! What is the fault in the second
man?" said the mayor.
"He had a pole on his shoulders and was

vainly trying to go into the city gate with the
pole cross-wise," said the runner.
"You foolish man," said the mayor. "Why

did not you get a saw and saw it in two?"
"Oh, I haye found the third numskull," said

the runner as he proposed to arrest the mayor.
Sutsien, China.
Dear Margaret: We all thank you for this

funny Chinese story. I wonder how many
times we will find ourselves doing things just
as foolish? We hope you will write to us

again real soon. Helen Argyle.

MOUNTAIN ELSIE.

By Helen Lucretia Kirk, age 13 years.
Mother Swaggerty took the fresh loaf of

bread from the oven and sat down to rest.
"Well, I never, here come, littl * Elsie Fer¬

guson, with her basket," she exclaimed sud¬
denly, looking toward the open door. Just at
that moment a slim child, of ten years, stepped
into the room.

"Oh, Mother Swaggerty, look, isn't this
pretty," cried the child, holding between her
slender fingers a bright diamond link and
chain.
"Come here, child, let me see it," cried the

ohl lady, adjusting her spectacles.
"Well, I do declare, wonder who lost it

How are you getting along up there, honey?"
"Not very well, daddy is always drunk. I

wish that he would find time to love me a

little," said Elsie sadly.
"There, there, honey, cheer up," quickly

put in Mrs. Swaggerty. "I think that it be¬
longs to the pretty lady at the hotel. I saw
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