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UPID frowned,
For he had found
A girl and boy

Bereft of joy
Upon this day—

St. Valentine's.

!'A quarrel here;
'Tis very clear
The girl and boy
Would find much joy
Could they exchango
Sweet Valentines,'"

So Cupld wrote
To each a note
And signed it with-
(A pretty myth!)
The other's name,
. For Valentine. .

Cupld smiled;
Love now beguiled
The girl and boy,
And all was joy—
A guarrel slain
By Valentines!
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AVING carefully addressed the
last envelope, and stil poising
the pen between her little fin-

gers, Marfan stared thoughtfully
into space,

“Mother, dear, who was Baint Valen-
tine?’ she askad,

““There is a story,"” replied her mother,
‘of a high priest named Valentine who
lived in Rome during the relgn of the
cruel Emperor Claudius. A good man -
was Valentine. Rich and poor came to
worship in the Greek temple, where he
held service, and all loved him. A time
came when the men of Rome had to
march away to war, But the wars last-
ed for many years, so that after a while
the young men did not wish to be sepa-
rated from their sweethearts any long-
er, and the older men insisted they must
stay at home to take .are of their fami-
lies. This angered tha emperor. He

sald all the able men must go away to
fight. Turthermore, he ordered that all
engagements for marriage be broken,
and that there be no marrying until he
glve permission, As time passed, how-
ever, the girls who were to be married,
and now could not, became very un-
happy, and some of them died: while
the young men 8rew much discouraged
and sad with grief. Therefote, the high
priest Valehtine set about marrying (ﬁa
young people.

‘*‘Cast him into a dungeon,’ cried the
emperor, when he found his commands
were being discbeyed, Into a damp un-
derground cell, where the daylight never
came, the priest was thrown. And here
he died. Yet he did not pass from the
people's memory, for each year his
birthday was celebratod, and many were
married on that day. Many, too, ex-
%.P'mnrml notes of love and friendship.

¢

. mother; I shall remember
>od man Salnt Valentine was,
all always think of him when
I send out my valentines,' As she said
this, Marian deftly Inserted in its en-
velope the one remaining valentine—a
dainty little thing, seemingly made of
lace and gold and decorated with chubby
cupids bearing quivers and bows for
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tic stairs and tiptoed across to the
little window, which lay directly
under the eaves of the old farm-
house. The light, filtering through panes
covered with dust and cobwebs, fell in
Patches upon the antique chest, Betty

flung open the 1id with eagerness. A
moment of fumbling, and the precious
Thought and Dream Dlary was in her
hana.

This, you must know, was the dlary
of her Dream-Self, that other Betty,
who had lived years and years before,
yet who seemed strangely like the “old-
fashioned" Betty of the present.

The little girl's heart beat quickly; her
fingers trembled as she separated the
discolored leaves. For a long time Betty
had restrained her desire to devour the
unread contents of the book at one sit-
ting, striving to content herself reading
the notes of a date corresponding with
the Present day of the month. Thus ¢ he
would prolong her pleasure, Today was
February the 13th. She would read in
the diary about St. Valentine's Day.

Betty's heart throbbed more violently
than ever as she hesitatingly passed the
date of February 13. There before her
eyes was the space which should have

n devoted to St. Valentine's Day.
With a gasp of disappointment, she saw
there was no writing, and that the
dlary had come to an end. But, stay!
Between the pages was tucked what
seemed to be a little note, fvllow with
age and still bearing a falnt odor of
lavender,

‘A valentine!" whispered Betty, as
she reverently unfolded the circular
sheet of paper, adorned with dainty
hearts, whose points turned toward the
center. Here was written a verse, Betty
softly repeated the words aloud:

“Whilst ev'ry gallant chants her praise

'Tis mine of Betty to complain,

Made a poor pris'nér while gaze,

I feel {n ev'ry smile a chain.'’

It was signed ‘Godfrey.” ° etty won-
dered who Godfrey was. Every mo-
ment her curiosity became greater,
Was this a secret she ghould never learn
about her Dream-Self?

She heard a step beside her. Startled,
she turned, expecting to find Aunt Jane,
wha, she knew, would scold her for
*‘fooling among old scraps of papers in-
stead of doing something useful.”

But no, it was Grandma Hereford,
wi;o bent over her reassuringly and
sald:

STEALTHILY Betty crept up the at-

I wondered if | should find you here.
1 see that you, too, like to rummage
among old relics."”

Grandma was different from Aunt
Jane—much different,  Several ({mes,
on grandma's former visits, Betty had
thought of telling her about the Thought
and Dream Diary Always, however,
tha temptation to ep it her own ge-
cret had been too st But now sne
unfolded her tale about the d OV~
ery of the old diary and of the splen-
did writings therein.

Nodding sympathetically, grandma
stroked the head of the little gitl. Then
she gently took from her the valentine,

“‘Betty,'’ sald she, with a far-away
look in her eyes, “‘would you like to
haar the story of this valentine?’ Not
’munlng for reply, she went on, speak-
ng softly:

‘“This Betty was my great-grandmoth-
er. And this is the valentine she re-
ceived when she was about 16 years old.
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“THE TERRIFIED MOUSE

Sha had two lovers then—one named
Godfrey. the other Roger. Both were
flne young mer., and she dldn't Know ex-
actly which she liked the best.

FLED ACROSS THE HALL"

“On this St
in a great o
termin to glve one of her wooers a
answer—and she had decided that

«

tlentine’'s Day she was
tement, for she had de-

n
it

Romance g7
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would be he from whom she received a
valentine the first. Ear y in the morn-
ing she stole from her room down to
the hall, where the letters from the post
were vs laid upon g little table.
sives there wein Something
told her they were both for her, But,
in order to be entirely just, she closed
her ¢yos as sha reached o t6 take one
of them. Just at that instant a mouse
sprang upon the table, seized one of
‘the letters in his mouth, and darted
AWOVAVITR It e T little
‘tty. forgetting her dread of mice,

GIRL.S

“Tribute to’St’Valcmﬁnez

‘“What wonderful plug i8 my little
asked,
chucking her under thp chin,
Marian -mllod‘brlght.!g
e

their mischievous archery practice. A
sweet verse was prettily jettered inside
its cove

“1 think Saint Valentine will be pleas-
ed with my valentines,'

“THEY PAUSED A MOMENT TO GAZE ON THE ARRAY OF VALENTINES"”

murmured the ed the seriou
{-}

girl to- herself; "‘hocausa I send fac.

them to make people happy. But I'don"g

believe he likeg bad, comic valentines.
When Marfan’s father came home f

New York city that evening. he obs

making now?' he

I3

sald nothing, letting
plain;

here for a week.
trious little miss?*’.

“Indeed she Is!"
the father,
Still Marian was

“Daddy,” ishe bega
feelings hurted?

answered her fathey

principal. An’
are golng: to send a

Valentine will be sopr,
he?

h

Saint Valentine's

from him all the

it, daddy? Folk
est man in town,”
“I suppose I am}” sal

to bring such hafppine,

her joy.

store of Balsamhurst,

father, there to

Inside the 31107 she
smile as her fat

asked the fath
their carriage.

tina."
“I balteve you have,”

tine could have made

1S Jook on his daught .
the disappointment,

Playtuny

at him, but ghe
T mother ex.

“I suppose she's thi king of the v
entine she has ready {for mailing, £
valentines Yoy
the other q, .
n't g
indi 4

has addressed all thode
bought for her in the ci ty
although Saint Valentine’
Isu't she an

Imartily Tespondeq

flent; but after
njoying

do you thinj
© our teachepn
an’ have hep

‘No, I shouldn’'t tfhink she woulg,»
. i

“Wel),
to send
m to the
Of otherg
tines that

I Saing
sur this, won't

“lI imugine he wifil, dear,"
father grvavely, “But what sc
youd ,carrying  in ' your

ead.”

dinner, while her father
his clgar, she crept up to

Saint Valentine woulfl 11k,
to get an ugly vlplenjtlne

Marian dontinued jearnestly,
I know Tommy Milldr is goin,
her one, 'cause she rq ported h
kndw lotg

those who get them o

8aid: heg
heme are
wise little
“You'll help me rpake this 2 happy

§ Balsam.
that's
keeps
they
buy

ay for
hurst, I'm sure, ‘daddy,

what T want to do. | Mr. Jackson
the only store in town where
sell valentines, nn? I wish you'a
1 ad comic ones,

people won't be niade miger'ble,’ Tt
won’t cost you such. an awful lot, wil)
ay you're the righe

with '

a chuckle. *“And, puss,” he added, “if

making other peojple happy 18 goin,
88 to you, I'l

see that your plan goes throu h."
‘‘Oh, thank youn, daddy|" rian
cried, giving him ja great, big hug in
The next morn'mg saw Ma
her father befors the one stationery
. They paused a
moment to gaze upon the array of
valentines in the hwindow.
was anxious to omplete

rian and

But Marfan
her misaion,
dragged her
Isten with a gleeful
ler stated his errand
to the astonished Mr. Jackson.
merchant made some feeble protest,
but he had too much respect for the
wealthy New Yfrk banker to refuse,
and so Marian gained her point,

*Wall, puss, 3!‘& you satisfied now?*

", a8 they stepped inta

“Yes, daddy,” whispered Marian, her
eyes shining; “I think I've q
best to show lrespec’ for Sain

The

one my
t Valen-

returned her
father, musingly. Surely Saint Valen~
the same re-
ply, when the fourteenth day of Feb-
ruary came and passed without legv-
ing in its wake the usual bitterness,
No unhappiness was felt
in Balsamhurst this Saint
Day, savé those who wanted
wicked valemtines—and they deserved

any one
lentine's
to send

Pusg
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sped frantically in pursuit. Now that
this letter was being carried aw she
fclt that she wanted it the more. The

hily ajar, through the crack
the mouse. But the lassie
daunted. She battered on the
ittled the welghts and pendulum,
until the terrified mouse again fled across

the Nor was it until he had al-
most hed his hole that he dropped
the 1 Betty could hardly walit to

lentine You may be sure
1shed prettily when she saw
and the n
gre
¥ my dear,

So trls was the story the older Betty
had never written in her dlary. Botty
sighed, and wondered whether a God-
frey would ever come to close the diary
she was writing,

“You will be as btautiful as my great-

dmother, T think—and she was the
iest girl {n all Maryland,” said
grandma, with » fender smile, as though
guessing the litile girl's thoughts.

F ls} A;t;oba;s

! CCORDING to our way of thinking,

of ————— but
ndfather’'s name

flies would seem to be doing

claver gymnastic “stunts’ almost

all the time. You remember tha verse,
beginning:

‘‘Baby By

Let us

here's a fly;
¢h him, you and I.”

That fly, when he simply walked
across the ceiling, performed a trick
that couldn't be done even by one of
the best cirens men.

v London, flies have prov-
they can also juggle and bal-
cts, snch as minjatune. dumb-

e pic 'eS give vou an idea of
some of the difficult feats these tiny
insccte are capable of,

Thw \/isitor
from Todkioy

)

picces. DBut it will be

that he will look as spick and sp

have joined these parts together
above), you will find the Japan

«lf, kneel, salute with his arms,
through his hat, for a quene, h

My, Jap. 1 might ag” well {o]l Yo

] R. JAP, from Tokio, has come to visit us. An unfortunate accident
1 while traveling, however, has caused Mr. Jap to reach us in

It must be admitted that Mr. Jap’s lavishly decorated robe is built
upon rather straight and narrow lines.
different parts of his body upon p

with picces of stout paper (the size shown

ese genfleman to be not as stiff and dig-
nified as might have been expected,

a simple matter to put him together so
an us he does in the picture above,

Yet, after you have pasted the
asteboard, then cutting them out, and

For he will nod his head, seat him-
and when you have placed a bit of cord

*will danee in a most sprightly fashion.
U, 15 a jumping-jack,

The Conltest o~

'"AAY the gods have pity

6¢ on me! A coward am I.

How I fear the contest on

the morrow. My com-
rades desplse me, my instructors
cannot bear with me, and even my
parents are ashamed of me-—a weak-
lng. Yet it must Le that heroes are
born heroes, I've tried—oh, how [
have tried—yet fear and weakness are
constantly with me.'

Ever and anon the Spartan lad
groaned to himself. For an homr he
had freedom from the gy mnasiuuy,
where he and his fellows were train-
ed into hardiness and strength. But
the youth had not developed as had
his companions. And now, with the
thought of the Brueling contest be-
fore him, he muttered his woes to

|

mothar warth as he lay upon the

SVar i o4 the hillside,

A\:\‘u and trembling was the boy
na 4 his place the next day
sltar in the Athenfan Tem-
temis Orthia,

4 he seem that the nine oo
tock additional courage at
his pitiable gondition, and of

other lads

RUINS OF ALTAR OF ART

whispered one to the other:
Indeed, so A £

‘We shall all surpass Lamertes in
urage and endurance!”

Round about In the theater crowds

people mssembled. Somewhere in —

IMIS ORTHIA

that vast audience were Lamertes'
father and mother, How truly ashamed
they must be of him now, thought the
poor lad.

The crier had begun to announce

nd\urar.ce

that the “contest for endurance" was

e b
about to take place—-that ten Spartan as a8 fron Tho o
lads would show {he reszults of their disappeared  from q
rigorous ftraining in order te proye o e that ) Y gleanied, \
then 8 worthy of soon enterine mve ‘ he was \
the legions of Sparta, He niy playving foo
who hent the publi hippinsg, Wering commont grew, and {han
without profest, to b flhn wid shor Hy. v by, Do
as ced ¢ [ meri W W thaoy ) 1 It a e e
r the ] lior 1014 i ntt
enitin, Wita, Iy ' K y:c iy
y upon Ceting 1 8 ¥ |
« peutting into the fle 1 ! '
I¢ 1 t i ,.
is i 7’
Gty P
( i I3,
o
v ' yor ¥

and frowned, 4
already by their soy

1
unworthy to Le o tlled a Spartan
Once, twice, thrice the lash fell,

r
greatest

Then, to the surprise of thoe multi-
tude, the boy's quivering lips p: - gsed
themselves  firmly together, he

it ;ﬁ:.’;i!?ﬂ,,

Spartan of taem all.*

it
wealiling  has  hocomnes  the
he He was the truest
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