Kiddies:—
lid you like the new feature in-
\fodnced into the Corner last week®

\

ticulars of a new kind of contest, which
\ am sure will appeal to all of you. Now
1ecently there have not been as many
entries in the contests, as previously.
WVhat is the reason? Can't you tell
me? You see I believe in being quite
candid, as 1 want to give you, in the
Jorner just exactly what you expect to
find. Therefore I want you to say why
you have not been tryving to win the
splendid prizes offered. Perhaps, you
have been getting settled
school after the long summer holidays,
iz that it? However, | shall expect to
many e s in the Com
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1 am also letting you have full par-|§etting short. Save all you are able.

1 you do not manage to get as much
as to enable you to buy a bond (I ex:
pect a few members of the 0. C. to
be able to do that, but of course, it
could be given to papa, and help him
to buy his) you could always devote
it to other needing charities. For in<
stance the Children of Belgium or

France. 1 bave in front of me a lit-
tle monthly paper entitled “The
Scout’s Companion” published and

printed by two or three school boys at
A picture in same is very
linteresting. It shows a little girl in
{ of “turning down"” a beautiful
. of candies. and saying: “Good-bye

v the war.” She is putting
v in a box marked: “For the
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a mill near the dam, and Georgie went

to him to ask for the loan of an old
{broom to sweep the ice off a bit,

! “You're welcome. sure!” said the
:nld man, who was always nice to

{boys, “but | wouldn't skate too far out
{if 1 was vou. The Goosey's deep
and yesterday we had a thaw.”
Georgie thanked the old man and
ran_out eagerly with the broom.

“Oh look!” cried Sammy. “There's
scme girls!"”
Sure enough, there were four little

girls coming, carrying their skates.
I'Me largest was Sammy's sister Grace,
and Georgie's sister Daisy walked on
one side of her with Betty Richards

girle, the stories will consist just /mean another cartridge filled. one cart- \on the other side, while Georgie's
that subject which I know girls like to|ridged fired may mean one Hun less, cousin Mildred, f{"l‘?_‘"""_he"'n(" L

ead about. Then of course for the|and onme of our boys safe to come back; “There's Georgie! Daisy exclaimed,
vounger kiddies, there will always be|to us after the last German has laid,with a deep sigh. “We’d better look

the animal ies, the fairy tales, and|
the “Good-night” anecdotes. Some of
you have been writing to teH me as

0 how much you like the jokes sec-
tion, which 1 am giving each w

10 publish.

Perhaps some of you will think that |Which make such an important com-jat the girls
after three years of running the C.r.\.ilv\

‘orner I must surely know ex

iren's (

wliiat pleases you most. That's

t in & way, but you forget that

any you who joined the Corner at
) now grown up to seventeen

nd tecn years of age, whilst oth
kiddies are just beginning

ested, and of course the

likes change. That is why

vs pleased to hear what you
uggest, and act accordingly.
house where I v the othex
a boy of about ten years of age,
, namely: very bad
. and fearful selfish

iave

ln a

ihowe

t about what your parents|
should not do as to bringing
a proper way, | should like
i latter. The
wo pieces or
1p his mind
w*of the two. Unfor-
he was going to take

t be

eak. |
Thanks, | am always pleased to hear |
what you think of different subjecu]
then ! have a better idea as to what|

ist it is not for me to write |

own his rifle, and the flags of the Al
es unfold themselves over the palace
|of the Kaiser in Berlin. Kiddies, it is
|not only the big things such as h_u,\'—
ing valuable war bonds, or sending
hundreds of packing cases fillad with
Red Cross supplies “out there,” but is
the little things which count. And it is
|for you and I to do those little things,

plete big thing, and theirs help the
boys of bulldog breed to comtinue to

smash their way to Germany, and free
the lands of the children across the
seéa from the ruthless invader.

| Now kiddies, this chat has “growd"”
great deal this week, so I shall have to
shut off steam, and get the rest of the
stories finished for you, so good-bye for
|the preseut, and don't forget to write,
{and enter the contests

Best wishes from your

| Lrcle Dk

Children's Editor.
Georgie was considered the bad boy.
He didn't want to be bad, but he didn't]
seem to be able to help it. If other

boys threw stone they just hit fences
or trees. but if Georgie threw a stone

t ing asked) his mam-
ma puassed the plate to a little girl who
was visiting The boy, seeing she|
was about to take the larger plece (it|
being nearest to her) stddenly spoke
up and said: “Mamma, mamma, don't|
let E—— have that piece, I want it!”
Now kiddies, [ hardly think that ve

many members of the C. C. would hav
acted like that, but I am afraid there
are a few selfish boys and girls still
laround. To such I would say: Get rid
of that imp just as soon as ever pos-
\8ible. In its place, let Thoughtfulness
for others be installed

In the earlier days of the war, a
\newspaper correspondent told of
anost unselfish deed performed by a
wounded Tommy A British soldier
fwas lying wounded on the ground fev
ered with thirst, close by & German
even more desperately hurt. Stretch-
er bearers arrived and offered the Brit-
tisher a can of water. The man was
reaching for it eagerly, when his glance
Jfell on his tormented enemy: “After
¥im,” he said, and handed back the ves
se] for the Hun to drain.

Boys and girls, you may never have
to choose between taking a drink of
badly needed waterfirst, or doing with.
wut it, and letting an enemy.have it,

a

it was sure to go plumb through a
window!
And at school it was the same way.

Samr Reed was never caught, al-
| tho he was no angel and often
threw spit-balls and took sly bites
lout of apples and played with his
|tame lizard. But if Georgie did any
least little thing Teacher always
caught him and would say:

| “George, you're the worst boy in
{the «class Next time you get into

|mischief I'm going to send you home
{with a note to your father!"

Georgie's brother Ralph hardly ever
got spanked, but Georgie was spanked
|at least once a day ever since he could
|remember. Ralph often pushed lit
tle Sister Daisy and Daisy didn't fall

|down, but if Georgie pushed—oh my—
|Daisy was sure to get a bad bump
land howl just terrible
| “Guess I've got bad luck!™ thought
Georgie sometimes, and it hardly
scemed worth while trying to be good.
One day when it was cold and dright,
after school Georgie, Ralph and Sam
my Reed went out to skate. They
knew a good pond which the boys call-
ed The Goosey. An old man lived in

Little Polly Flinders was feeling
wery badly indeed, for she had lost her
dearest dolly. Polly Flinders could

w quite nicely for a little girl and

ther Flinders had just given her a
wcrap of beautiful pink silk for a new
#rock for her doll.

She looked in every corner of the
thonse, upstairs and downstairs and in
#he playhouse and at last decided to
mive it up. .

Daddy Flinders had gone to markes
with a great load of apples and Mother

Flinders was busy, so Polly pluyed‘

k-adoo and pata-cake with the dear
iittle Hush-a- by until it was
time for her to take a nap and then she
wocked her in her little treetop cradle
@nd sang to her until she was fast
@sleep. Then she thought she would
@traighten her mothers sewing bas.
%ket for a surprise.

Mother was making
dresses

little. woolen
for Polly Flinders to wear to
on the cool autumn days and
ovarm white woolen nighties for the
dittle Hush-e-Bye-Baby, and she had

So Polly Flinders wound up all the
eilk thread and all the cotton thread
and all the pretty darning thread that
she used when she mended stockings
and fastened the ends on the spools.
Then she sorted the loose buttons that
were in the basket and put them all in
their places.

She put the needles into the needle
book and stuck the pins in to the old
strawberry pincushion in the pattern of
a star. She tacked the cunning em-
broiery scissors with the little gold
bird on the handle that had been her
own great-great grandmother’s in Lon-
don Town into the little blue velvet
case so their bright sharp points
would not be dulled knocking against
the little wooden spools in the sewing
basket.

Away down in the bottom of the sew-
ing basket there were patterns and bitg
of ribbon and lace and little scrdps of
cloth. She reached down to get them
to roll them up in neat little rolls and
her hand struck something smooth and
hard ‘&

What do you think it was?

Such & surprise for little Polly Flin-
ders! There was her own dearest doll,
smiling right up at her with her big
brown eves, and her hair was tied with
a dbig pink ribbon bow!

Polly Flinders remembered now that
her mother had given dolly a new hair
ribbon and she had forgotten to take
her out of the sewing basket.

That was Polly Flinders’
and
A h:.pp); surprise may be waiting for

surprise

you i
In a kind loving deed that your loving

lout He'll be sure to play a
{trick on us!”

| Georgie and the other boys went on
{skating and Georgie fell down, show-

mean

{ing off spme fancy skating. You
Ishould have heard the lau?n that
went up! Georgie went to the bank

and got a handful of snow which he
made into a ball and just tossed it
What did Gracie do but
{skate right plumb in the way so the
{snowball hit her in the ear!

“0-0-0-h!" she cried. ‘You wicked

;‘bny! T wish | could just catch you
once! I'd rub snow all over your
|face!”

| Sammy—cried: “Hey there! Quit

!hurting my sister!"
| Daisy screamed: “Catch him »ev-
erybody, and we'll punish him good!”
Out skated Georgie with the rest
at his heels Georgie certainly could
skate! = He skimmed over the ice
like a bird Away he went dodging
jand turning, with the others all after
him, Sammy waving the broom and
veling:

“Georgie Porgie puddin’ an' pie,
Wait 'ti] we catch you, my, oh my!”

Georgie in the excitement forgot
all about what the old man in the
mill had said about the ice, and he
skated away out almost to the dam.
He felt the ice move under him with
a crunch and a cracklecrackle, but
he didnt think of what the old man
had said until he heard a scream be-
hind him.

He was on firm ice just then, and
he wheeled about just in time to see
Grace Reed, who was ahead of the
rest, disappear under the ice. No,
not quite disappear—her hand was
clinging to the ragged edge of the hole
through which she had fallen.

“Gracie was too heavy,” thought
George “I oughtn’t to have gone on
{the thin ice!”

The little girls began to scream
Bammy threw down the broom and
shouted:

“Hold tight,
{the old man!”

“I-I can’t hold on!"”
looking up from the ice
body—help!"”

Just then Georgie remembered some-
‘|hmg he had read or heard. He pick-
ad up the groom

“Everybody get behind me Indian
file!” he cried. “Go easy and don't
nobody else go and fall through!”

The others quickly obeyed as they
were too frightened to ask questions.

Georgie lay down on the ice, holding
the groom straight out in front of
1im and began wiggling himself to-
wards Grace. The ice creaked and
crackle-crackled. as if it were saying:

“No use! No use! You shant get

Gracie!

I'll run for

gasped Grace,
*Oh—some-

there! I'll break right through and
drown you too!”
But Georgie wiggled carefully,

|
}nushinz the broom along in front of
|

{him. Soon the broom was close to
iGrace.

Grab it!™ called Georgie Then he
called to the ones behind. “Ralph, lie

down and wiggle over to me and grab
my feet. Sammy, grab Ratph's feet:
Girls, grab Sammy and everybody pull
like the dickens!”

“Yon—can't!” panted poor Grace,
her eyes looking wildly out. “You'll
be drowned too, Georgie!"

Georgie only said: “Hold tight!™

It was hard work, but the children
knew that if they failed Gracie would
go down forever in the black water
under the ice. They pulled and pulled,
digging their skates into the ice, which
was now moving. Up came Grace
very slowly, for they dared not risk
breaking through, and pretty soon
she was out of the hole.

“Lie flat. Don’'t get up yet!" cried
Georgie, for he remembered having
read or heard that ice would hold a
person lying down when it couldn’t
hold a person standing up.

He was on safe ice now, and soon
Grace was pulled to safety still holding
on to the broom.

“G-Georgie!” she shivered.
you're a hero!” e

They hustled over to the mill and
the old man wrapped Gracie dp in
blankets before the fire, while Sammy
raced home to get their dad to come
with his buggy to take Grace home.
Meanwhile the children, and even the.
old man, Jooked at Georgee, and stared
at Georgie as if he were a perfect
stranger.

QGeorgie felt so embarrassed he soon
went home, but his mother and father
had heard of his adventure and they
began to hug and kiss him.

Well, well! It was very strange.
At school Teacher told the class all
jmbout. Géorgies brave rescue and how
ae had risked his own life and had
®ept such a cool head. Indeed, he
mas made a hero! Never again was
\teorgie called the bad boy, for after
Vhat he didn’t find it so hard to  be
nood somehow. Weeks and weeks]
went by and not a spank did he get..’
“It's awful queer,” he . said, “least

“You-

wery jittle time to put her sewing bas-
et in order.. .

hands do.

1 think it’s queer—how easy it is to be

{wood if you'rs s hero!” .
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QONDUCTED BY UNCLE DICK,

They all looked at one

JUST A PASSENGER
TRIP

“Hang it all!” exclaimed Lieut, Wal-
ter Carstairs, R. N.

“The petrol is giving out, and we’re
at least four hundred miles from home
There isn’t a ship in sight either, to
pick us up, if we land and there isn't
another plane that we can borrow a
pint or two from.” '

His companion, a slight youth, who
under his leather clothing wbre the
uniform- of an able seaman, smiled hap-
pily.

“Well, it ign't much use worrying, is
it, sir?” he ventured. “We'll just have
to go down to the surface and trust to
luck. .

“Mes, that's about all there is left
to us,” agreed Carstairs. “You'd bet-
ter hang on tight, for I'm going to flat-
ten her out now. Those straps of
yours aren’t any too strong, either, so
you'd better cling uniess you bath.”

As he spoke he shut off his engine
and pointed the nose of the aeroplane
downwards. Like a bird on the wind
she slid towards the water, the tractoe
screw at her bow revolving under the
air pressure as Carstair flung. his
clutch out. Down, down, on a long
slant till the air whistled past the two
aviators, Almost a hundred yards from
thewater Carstairs flung in his clutch
again, and regained control just in
time to bring his floats to the sea
smoothly, and with scarcely a splash,

“Well, we're here, Morris,” he said,
nonchalantly. “What's the next move,
I wonder? 1 suppose we'vve got to
8it until somebody comes this way
and runs us in for trespassing in Ger
man waters, for | don't suppose we're
too far away for those on shore to
have seen us come down.

“Well, here's a submarine, anyway,
sir,” answered Mqrris, “and she looks
as if she means business. She's got
her gun ready, and she's steaming this

way.”
Carstairs turned in his seat. Then
he groaned.
“Just my beastly luck,” he said.
“She’s German Why the dickens

couldn’t one of our boats have been
knocking about here?”

“I expect they'd have sent a special
one out, sir, ikwe've only dropped them
a post card saying where we expected
to call this morning,” replied Morris,
with a twinkle “Anyway, as we
haven’t a gun, | can't see that there's
anything in it for us but to be taken
prisoners, though I'd like a scrap for
it. Shall we have & go at 'em, sir?”

“What's the yse?” demanded Car-
stairs. “They’d only setrafe us and
the machine, and perhaps if they take

us ashore there'll be some chance of
us getting away later on with the
'plan”.

The German submarine by this time
bad edged quite clese. A guttural
voice 8poke.

“I say, Herren,” it said, “Are your
surrender?”

“Don't see there's much use in it
do you? cooly replied Carstairs.

“Then we will come across alongside

nation for a segond. Then he spoke.
“I'll gee you and your passenger—"'
he commenced, but Morris tugged ear-
nestly at his coat.
“Don't answer, sir,”
talk it over.”
(Continued next week.)
st mitse e i iy

he said. “Let’s

A FEATHERED FOSTER MOTHER

Hens have long been known to be
generous in the matter of adopting
motherless chicks and incubator or-
phans, but Mr. R. 8. Walker tells in
Our Dumb Animals of a hem whose
unselfish public spirit wins her distinc-
tion even among her compassionate
sigters. She played the part of foster
mother to a litter of kittens, with the
apparent consent and approval of their
real mother.

Both the mother cat and the hen of-
ten sheltered the kittens jointly. The
real trouble arose when the, kittens
opened their eyes and began to wand-
er about. This pleased the old hen,
and just as often as the mother cat
left to go in search of food the hen
would take the kittens off for a stroll.
She learned to hold her brood together
with her “Cluck! cluck!” and became
sp fond of her hairy, four-footed chil-
dren that she eventually became bold
anough to dare the mother cat to inter
fere with her adopted family.

She was a good mother, and there
would have been no serious objection
to her caring for her new children had
she been capable of furnishing them
with the proper nourishment. But she
could never understand why the kit-
tens would not come and remove the
fat, juicy worm from her mouth, Each
time she discovered a fine worm or
other dainty morsel she unselfishly
called her kitten children about her,
bidding them eat, until her voice grew
weak. Then, with a much-distressed
mind, she would either swallow the
morsel herself or leave it on the
ground. b
Poor mother! She loved the kiftens
with as much passion as if they had
been her own. But the children be-
came hungry and, in order to save their
lives, it was necessary that the hen be
put out of reach of the kittens, so that
their real mother might nourish them.

———————————

THE BIRTHDAY TOY

Rosalie was getting ready for two
birthdays at once, her own and her
ccusin Hugh's, both of which fell on
September 5. The party was to be-
held this year at Hugh's bouse, but
Rosalie was to wear a new dress and
cut the frosted cake that would bey
decorated with ten green candles and
eight pink ones. The dress had not
been made yet, but the silk slip to be
worn under it needed only one more
trying on.

As she stood at the sewing-room win-
dow, waiting for the fitting, she held
up her present for Hugh, a red-and-yel-
low-top, and looked it over lovingly.
As she twirled in the bright sunlight
she was surprised to hear a voice call
to her from the street.

The voice came from a shabby little
boy, who stood peering at*: Rosalie

you,” went on the German.

“Thanks, awfully,” was the reply
once more, “| was wondering if you'd
like us to step_over and save you the
trouhle.”

The sarcasm’' was lost on the Ger-
man, however, they wWere top-dogs in
this case, and they exulted in the fact
They ran the boat alongside the sea-
plane, and commanded Carstairs and

where their arrival was a signal for a
mild joy-day

It wasn't much joy day for Carstairs,
however, for no sooner was he on
shore ‘than the commander of the big
warship lying in the bay sent for him.

“You are a flying man of the first
class, heim?” he asked

“Something, like that, I flatter my-
self,” said Carstairs. “Are you.”

The German eyed the lieutenant cur-
iously.

“You strange Englisher,” he remark-
ed, at length, “I can have you shot,
and you dare to joke with me. Youn
are a strange people, you Englanders!”

“1 quite agree with you,” replied the
Englisher. “Look for instance, Admir
al Jellicoe and Beatty and Pember—"

“That will do!” stormed the Ger-
man. “I have serious business in hand.
I am going to offer you your choice
of life or death, of liberty or a firing
party.”

“Thanks awfully,” said Carstairs
still unimpressed. “Does that oger
irclude my pal, Morris? Because if it
does, I should like him to be here and
have his say in the matter.”

The German commander issued a
curt order in his native tongue, and
Carstairs stepped aside to wait until
his observer was brought into the court
with him. Wher at last the seaman
arrived, they lined up before his table
again.

“Now, Herr,” smiled Walter, "state
your terms, and we’ll see if there’s any-
thing doing.”

The German lost no time. Spread-
ing out his hands in an expansive ges-
ture, he began to speak rapidly in flu-
rent English, so that both Morris and
Carstairs could understand: him.

“I hafe here e said, “lots of petrol,
for want of which your machine came
down today. I will fill your tanks and
let you go free, on one condition, and
that is you take out first for me one
passenger. You will be over yvour fleet
at a great height so that there shail be
no danger to him, and you shall bring
him’ back here. Then yom shall’' go
free in your machine—you and your
compatriot. - It is a bargain, Herr
Lieutenant.

Carstairs was ‘rwhlﬂl with indig-

Morris, at the pistol's point to step
aboard. Then, after shutting them
down under hatches they took the
’plane in tow and headed for land,!

through the gate. “What are you look-
ing at?” he said.

| Rosalie was surprised, but she an-
|swered at once, “Why, I am looking at
|this top.”

| The boy unlatched the gate and came
in slowly. “Girl's don't play with
tops!"” he called. “Boy's do!” he edg-
ed nearer and nearer.

Rosalie leaned out of the window. “It
is for my cousin Hugh's birthday,” she
told him “We have the same birth-
|day. My party dress is to be white
!with pink dots over a pink silk slip. If
there's money enough in my bank, I'm
going to buy a string of pink beads to
wear with it.”

“The top is red and yellow, in
stripes,” said the little boy, who by
this time was under the window. His
eyes were fixed steadily on Hugh's pre-
sent

“I don't know how to gpin it,” Rosa-
lie said.

“Ho, that's easy enough!” the boy
answered.

Rosalie though it might be a good

plan to find out who he was. “My
name's Rosalie Brooke,” she said
‘What's yours?”

“Ling,’ was the answer. “Say, I'm

coming in and show you how to spin
that top.”

He opened the front door and came
down the’ hall and into the sewing
room, a brown, plain looking little boy
but fairly neat. He took the top out
of Rosalie’s hand gently but firmly and
asked for some string.

The string was kept in the hall clos-
et, and Rosalie ran to get a piece; but
before she had gone halfways she
heard voices at the top of the stairs.
She ran back to the sewing room.

are coming to try my slip on me,” she
said, “They'll be surprised to find
you here.”

Then she ran back. Now, if mo-
ther and Clgire would only turn at the
foot of the steps and go the other way!
But no, they kept straight on.

“Come along, Rosalie,” said Claire.
“We are ready for you.”

Nosalie followed slowly; at the side
of the door she paused for a moment.
It would surely seem very strange to
mother and Claire o find an odd-look¢
ing, unknown little boy playing'in the
front room. But they were talking
calmly about the party dress, as if
nothing had happened at all. She
went in slowly. There was not a sign
of a boy to be seen. Where could he
be? And where was Hugh's bjrthday
top?

As they stood her on . a chair and
pulled the siip over her curls, she
could hardly keep back the tears. The

“My mother and my sister, Claire, |work

, and then at the corner. Rosa.
lie's eyes began. to grow as big as
saucers.

All at once, before anyane counid say
a word, a small object came gliding
lout from under the curtain straight to-
wards them. Claire jumped to her feet
with a little shriek. “There's the
mouse, now!"” she cried.

But in another instant they saw
what it really was. Rosalie jumped
up and down and clapped her hands;
she was too happy to wonder. But mo-
ther and Claire was too much surpris-
ed to speak; they could only stare.

Rosalie waited a moment while the
top waltzed and sang round the chair,
and then she climbed down and ran
across to the corner. She pulled the
his hands over his face, peeping
through his fingers.

“I didn’t mean to!” he said, “I hid,
and then it just went to spinning be-
fore I knew it."”

When the older people understood
they were very kind to Link. Mother
patted his shoulder, and Claire brought
him some cookies. Rosalie stood by
watching the top.

When he started to go she shook
hands with him: “What color is your
own top?” she asked.

Link shook his black head. ‘Never
had a top in my life,” he answered.

“Oh!” said Rosalle. She thought
hard for a second or two, then she
looked at her mother. “I don’t need
the beads,” she said. “I can wear my
old locket -just as well as not, and I
can buy Hugh another top.”

Mother understood, and smiled. In
some way Link understood too, for he
held both hands. Rosalie put the top
into them.

“You are s wonderful top spinner,”
she said.

“Ho!” said Link. “You ought to see
me spin this top when I ain’t behind
a curtain!"

SMILE KIDDIES, SMILE

His Point of View.
Teacher—John what is a cube?
Johnny—A cube is a solid, surround-
ed by six equal squages.
Teacher—Right.

Willie—What is a cone?
Willie—A cone? Why a cone is-er
a funnel setuffed with ice cream.

On Tuesday.
Let’'s go and have lunch.
I'm not hungry.
Neither am I, so I'm taking advant-
age of it.

The First Steps.
Thump!-rattlety!-bang!-went the pi-
ano. ~
What are you trying to play, John?
shouted his father.

Teacher gave me a book. First Steps
in Music, said John.

Well, replied his father; just you
step a little lighter on the keys!

The Restive Button.
Indignant mother—What on earth do
you do to your clothes to keep sewing
on buttons this way?

Apologetic son—I don't know, mother,

I merely touch the button. I can’t im-
agine what does the rest,

it Depends.
Wiseacre—It doesn’t pay to hurt peo
ple’s feelings, you know.
Friend—Oh, I don't know, my friend,
the dentist makes a good Ilving out
of it.

8till in Stripes.
When the aonkel saw the zebra.
He began to switch his tail.
Well, I never, was his comment.
There's a mule that’s been in jail?

Stiff Remarks.

A little Irishman being examin-
ed for admission to the army. He
seemed alright in every way except
one. The doctor said—You're a little
stiff. Quickly the Irish blood mount-
ed as the applicant retorted—And your
a big stiff.

Not a Uniform Proceeding. _
I've just had a letter from my eon,
Mrs. Higgs. They've made him ser-
geant and detailed him to do clerical

Ain’t thet grand, mam. I bet he looks
fine in his surplice.

Conscientious Cows.
The lady was laining to her

whose decision’

curtains apart, and there sat Link, |

drawn eithe!
P! . - If they are coples pleage
8ay 80 ‘.m oa’u.y‘ Your -nm::/
may either 3 “paints,
or or:;on and must b :édhund to
UNGLE DICK, THE STANDARD,
: ST. JOHN, N. B, ©

.

October 25th, 1918, ‘
A prizse of ONE DOLLAR will ' be
awarded the sender of ‘the best
accord to the ageée ' of the
oontestant. certificates will be
to the senders of ‘the mext

four best in order of merit. Now get
busy you budding y artists, and

héan draw.

cows of mine are just as sorry as 1
am. I often stands and watches ‘em
cryin’, reg'lar cryin’, mum, because
they feel as how their milk don't do
‘em ¢ t. You don’t believe it?’

“Oh yes, I believe it,’ said the lady;
“but I wish in the future you'd see
that they don't drop their tears inte
our can.”

A Difference of Opinion.
Why did you fail in your exam, Tom-

Ry ?
Oh, merely a difference of opinion

between me and the examiner.

Oh, what was that?

Well, I thought the French won the
battle of Waterloo, and he seemed to
think the British did.

Johnnie Know.
Teacher—Do you know, Johnnie,
where shingles were first used?

Johnnie mod;ssuy—l'd better not
tell.

Gross Negligence.
Fix bayonets! shouted a captain.
Bayonets seem to be always out of:
order, commented a fair spectator, I

“|hear that command every day I visit

the barracks.

R mma ]
HOUSEHOLD HINTS.

Split a clothespin down the centre
and you have a good tool for scraping
pans and Kettles.

If there is no old glove availam‘
when you-have to polish the gtove, tr @
this: Cover the hands well with wet
soap and allow it to dry on. The polish

will then not adhere to the hands and
will wash off without any trouble.

To keep ivory knife handles like new
go over them once in a while with wet
baking soda and dry quickly with a
clean soft cloth, Never ‘put ivory
in water.

A tablespoon of turpentine added to
the rinsing water will brighten calicoea
and ginghams.
When the broom begins to show
signs of wear, soak it in hot syds, put
it out in the sun to dry, and then cut
even again.

Tea stains on linen can be removed
with the help of glycerine. Rub the gly
cerine on the stained parts a little
while before  washing. This is for
dried stains; freshly-made spots can
be removed at once' with boiling wa-
ter.

A piece of art gum ig handy for re-
moving dirt from white shoes when
is not desired to use liquid cleansers,

. Butter that has become rancid cap
be made fit for use by melting it t8
sauce-pan and puiting in a piece of
well-tosted bread which will abso
the rancid element.

——
When cooking vessels -of granite-
ware b di red tside, rub
them with a damp cloth dipped in coal
ashes.

If there is a dark corner in the room,
try hanging a mirror there; this will
carry the effect of light into the cor-
ner.

The rollers of the wringer may be
cleaned by rubbing them with a cloth
saturated with paraffin.

Frocks of a delicate color always
look better if washed in bran water,
no soap being used

Mix bluing with hot water before,

dairy-man eome time aro regarding
the quality of the milk.

“Sort o’ grass feed, mum; short o
grasg seed this time of year,” said

dding it to the rinsing water and the
clothes will not streak 5

‘To get the best results when mashing
potatoes, heat the milk before using

the jocular milkman. “Bless you, them

it and potatoes will be soft and flufty,
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* "Mve origin of Hash is
abscurity.

woild be'nice to be a fo

‘While the origin of H
od in obséurity, the late
ias state that it is pres
been invented by the Ca
wife who &t the same’ tin
the oottage pudding, wi
possible to dispose of sy
for- it has become wrin}
It is very annoying to a
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OUR SHORT ¢

SHE DIDN'T HAVE T}

He proposed at last,
arbor at the Sissenbuste
although nothing could
her to marry a man whoi
out, there was something
‘able about his eyes th
have the heart to refuse

“I'll have a Ford made
jure,” he promised ple:
@dopt some children rig
|then raise some of our ¢
adopt sonie more, till
jgounds with childish 1a
can smoke cigarettes, if
have your breakfast in be
ling, after you get mine

“Come out on the bale
gontly.  For she didn't 1
to refuse him outright.

They went out on the
moon was shining beamw
was the star. Far belo
rushing waters of the
‘gleamed fitfully.

“I'll anticipate your
G ’and you can ask for an
§ think of." he besickered.
She couyldn't see his
$ arkness, but, even as b
I ﬁnuld feel that his toes

out. Still, she didn't ha:

“Look down there,” sh

\And as he leaned way
- jcony she pushed him all

with one strong merciful

good right tennis arm.
came faintly up to her.

“It's awkward, som
mused, “to be so tender

! ghe went back into the |

'théy were playing a wal

Mrs. Rur
[aTEENA, DID
GET THE PE.




