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The Family Circle

CAN YOU TELL?

Bo many things I want to know:
What holds the moon in place?
Why does the sun reglect at night

To show us his face?

Why don’t he come from out the clouds
At pight instead of day?

For then it is we need him most;
Tell me, some one, I pray.

Where is the reservoir so large
That holds the rain and snow?

How can it rest upon the clouds?
Does anybody know

And why is it we don't all fall
From off this earthly ground,

When we are turned quite upsids down
As we go rolling round?

And many moere such questions yet
I'll ask you, if you please;

But. take your time, for I shall wait
Till you have answered these,

BERTHA'S GRANDPA

"Grandpa, I'm going te Cathic's for supper.  You
den’t mind, do you?

“ Mind, dear! Why should 17 I hape you'll have a
pleasant time.’ )

Bertha's arms tightened ahout his neck. She was
very fond of her grandfather; fonder of him than of any
one in the world, She thought affectionately how sweet it
was of him mever to make any objection to her enjoving
herself with her voung friends. ‘But, then, he has his
books,” Bertha ilwught, as she tripped away. Tt was
fortunate that books were such satisfving companions tn
Bertha'’s grandfather, since he had to depend on them so
much.

Cathie’s mother was going out to supper and four of
the girls were to have it all to themselves,  “So your
grandfather was willing to spare vou,” she said, smiling at
the last arrival, ‘I thougl]t he might -feel too lonely if
you were awav.’

“0h, grandpa deesn't care, so long as he has his hooks,’
Bertha laughed.

‘Doesn’t he? He was very socizl a vear aga. T sup-
ese it was your grandmother's death that chianged him,
t used to be a very full table at that house—seven—rves,

eight of them. It must seem strange to him to sit down
alone.’

Bertha turned away. She was plad when the door shut
behind Mrs. Warner and her reminiscences.  Of course
grandpa didn’t mind sitting down to a solitary meal, He
did it often enough to pet used to it. Or could it be that
he did mind—that as he ate his lonely supper his thoughts
went back to happier days, and the shadows of the gather-
ing night lay heavy on his heart?

" What on eartli’s the matter with vou?' eried Cathie's
voiee_at her elbow. ‘You look as if you'd lost your last
friend.!

‘T don't know as I shonld have Teft grandpa,’ Bertha
announced dolefully. “He'll have to eat alone.’

‘Why, Bertha, you often do.  Yen were at Kitty's
to dinner Wednesday, and the pienic on Tuesday, and
Monday there was that lawn social, and—’

Bertha stopped her. 1 know T've done it often, and
perhaps that’s the very reason I shouldn’t have done it
to-night.’ Somehow, turn where she would, the same
picture was before her eves—the table in the hig dining.
rooms and z lonely old man eating his solitary meal.

Perhaps Cathie saw it too. Suddenly she burst ont
with a supgpestion:

‘Girls, T have an iden.  Let's take our supper and

carry it down to Bertha’s, so her grandfather won't have
to eat alone.’
. The motion was carried in the infermal hnt highle
" practical wav characteristic of girls, Meg seized the plat-
" ter containing the cold meat; Milly possessed herself of
the hot biscuits and honey; Cathie made RBertha responsible
for the cake, and herself took charge of the choenlate pot,
And so in & merry procession they marched down the street,
greeting with peals of langhter the wondering glances of
occasianal passers-hy.

Bertha's grandfather wns not on the porch.

‘He's gone in to supper, I guess,” Bertha said. She
hurried into the dining-room to prepare him for his guests,
but stopped with a start.

Her grandfather did not seem to he eating. He was
staring vacantly across the table at the empty chair. But
the thing that brought Bertha’s heart into her meuth was
the fact that the opposite plate bad been filled and that
& steaming cup of tea stood by it,

*Why, grandpa,’ she faltered, “did you forget? Did
you expect me back to supper?’ :

“Why, no, dear,” said her grandiather, apologetically.
‘Tt was just a fancy of mine, Somehow, it does not seem
quite so lonely to see that plate and eup of tea across the
table. It looks,’” said the ol man, dropping his voics,
fag if your grandmother might come in any moment.’

Standing behind his chair, Bertha fought a battle for
self-control. There was ‘& quaver in her voice when snwe
spoke at last, in spite of an assumed sprightliness. ‘Grand-
Fa, we girls decided to come aver here for our supper. We
wought along what Cathie lhad, and everything will he
ready in & minute.’

Then the girls flocked in, laughing, each with her load,
and there was a pleasaut Hurry getting ont exira plates
and silver and napkins. But 1n five minutes everything
was ready, and in spite of the faet that an unaccountable
lump was econtinually rising in the throat of the lady of
the house, it was the merriest meal eaten under that roof
for many a day. And after supper grandfather appeared
tn be in no haste to return to his books, but seemingly waas
quite satisfied to sit and listen smilingly to the girlish ehat-
ter, punctnated by pay laughter.

‘Tt s like the good old times,” he said to Bertha when
bedtime came, ©having cempany te supper.’

Bertha put her arms around kis neck and kissed him,

‘And like the good new times, too,” she promised him,
“Wait and see.’

NOVEL-READING

Novels which have too ahsarbing an effect on anvone
are certainly bad for that person, whether they are really
bad in themselves or not.  If vou find yourself negleeting
your work or mare serious reading it's time to take vourself
in hand.  Stap vight there. Puy the story in the fire ar
returi it te the nwner.  That's the anly wav ta cure thab
particular cbsession. Tt is often questioned whether the
prevalent taste for the silly society novel is not responsible
i a large degree for the parasite ideal; the ideal of idle-
ness and physieal beaunty which so many women have set
up for themselves, To Tie useful, to give an cquivalent in
servicemand Jove for all that one gets onght to he tlhe aim
of every ane of us.  Instead, nine out of every ten women
geom to think the sreat thing is to sit idly on the front
porehe and keep their hands soft and white.  Novels in
which the aristocratic idea of ladyhond is upheld as desir-
able, and the worker depicted as rongh and vulzar, helong
to a tvpe to be avoided,  Yow'll pet no lielp of any kind

frome readivg them.  Another varicty which ought to be
tabooed is the one in which important relations of life are
treated Mippantly or evnieally.  Then there is the novel

in_which thove iz a lot of maudlin sentiment, which often
nisleads the young and inexperienced.

NOBODY’'S RESIDENCE

The skipper of a certain little vessel relates the fol-
lowing story, though the laugh is decidedly against him.

When anything goes wrong ahoard his boat the skip-
per ikes to get to the bottom of the affair, if, as he puts
1t, ‘1t takes me a month of Sundavs to do it.’

Oue merning, while Iving in port, a trifling accident
occurred in the wsual inysterious manner.  No one was to
hlame.

The skipper tackled each member of the erew, until
he eame to the cabin boy.

“Now, voung shaver,’ he rtemarked, *mavbe L'l got
the truth from you. Whe did it?

‘Nobody, sir,” responded the youth, who scarcely
deemed it wise to Llame any of his superiors.

“Indeed !’ ejaeulkted the skipper. ‘Mr. Nohody
again?  You seom to know the fellow well! 1 should like
te have a look at him myself, T am going ashore now,
You can come with me, and if you don’t point ent the house
where this Mr. Nohody lives, you'll get the finest rope’s
ending you ever got in your life!

The outlock wes anvthing but pleasing, and the cabin
hov was the reverse of clieerful as he led the skipper up ane
strect wnd down another.  The skinpper was enjoying the
lad’s discomiiture, when suddenly the baoy pulled up and
vodded to & honse acrass the wav.,

“Butb that's an empty Dhouse!” said the ckipper.
‘ Yes, sir,” was the replv. ‘Nobody lives there.’
The rope's ending was averted.

WOULD FOREGO CONSOLATION

Social good hmmor is often diffienlt to attain, but thero
arce instances in plenty when it was trinmphant. At a
gertain dinner at which the late John Fiske was present
(saxs the New York TYmes), a number of stories wore told
Hlustrating extraordinary social tact and courtesy.

Mr. Fiske alinded ta that eelobrated incident wherein a
French king, entertaining some of his court at his own
table, gracofully breke o costly wineglass after a puest had
been so unfortunate as to break one Ly drapping it.

Btrangely enough, Mr. Fiske had hardly finished telling
tho story when a glass fell from the table betiween himself
and his hostess, o woman famed for saying the right word



