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They are of jet, pearls, cor
She mever wears the eame
twice

rrings in any ploture
s in. ¢
TS IN HUNGARY

June 28, (Havas Agency)—
s been rebellious outbreaks
i garrisons of the citles of
Pecs, Hungary, as & result of
o thousand of the military in-
, the mutiny have been con-
o death, according to reports
by the Matin today.

Comedy Feature
“Bits of Travesty”

W, E. BROWNING
N Comedy Dialect
4 and
Songs &
THE
Pickers | LION'S cLA»WSJ -
e

LYRIC
A BIG SUCCESS!

THE KING
US‘CAL COMEDY

COMPANY
a Very Laughable Comedy

JASH’S BOARDING
HOUSE”

YOU,UI LAUGH

SCREAM
s Leslie In a New Speclaity

Matinees 3 p. m.
First Show...... 140
Second Show, 9 p.m.

s

[HEATRE

JROAY

E NIGHT STAGE”

YOLLAR MYSTERY”
n Crookg and the Lady”
s

b,

e

&f

-

- T just got here myseif and thought of
it.” ¢

" good alright, let me know.

An Exciting Story in Three
Parts.

our word, and it will be necessary to
carry on the work continually. There-
fore it is very important that there
must be no doubt in the matter, Just
write further and let -us know your
thoughts.

One of the members wrote me the
other ddy and asked me if I would have
a Camera Contest. I may in the near
fytute, but in the meanwhile, I shall
be pleased to have any pictures you
maytake when on your holidays. Just
send them along, and then perhaps you
may find them in the Childrén’s Cor-
ner some Saturday morning.

'ow $het the exams are nearly all
over, | am sure there will be hundreds

now.bave maove time. in. which to write
“to Uncle Dick. T kmow how busy you
have all been, but I have been missing
the ing - and 1 letters
from the members lately, and shall
look out for long ones now, so get busy
and make up for lost time. 1 expect
you will be anxiously awaiting the re-

uits of the exams. I am sure you who
‘read this Corner, judging by the splen-
did work sent in to me, will have made

of the kiddies who read this Corfier
Ehl

With best wishes from your

Yl Dok

Children’s Editor.

RED’S MESSAGE
A Continued Story Which
Will Keep You Quessing.

(Concluded from last week.)
find the key. ‘A’ red brick walk led
round the house to the garden gate. It
was an old brick walk. Grass had push-
ed its way between the bricks so that
they were humpy and uneven.

With his foot on the window sill
John laced his shoes and gazed at the

, walk ‘dreamily and ‘thought of the
strange letter in his pocket. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5,
' 6, .7, so the strange oblongs in:the
sketch were numbered. Then, first up
and then down, the other oblongs, 1, 2,
3, 4, 5, 6, 7,- with a red 6. Suddenly
John’s eyes widened. Without know-
ing it he had been counting the bricks
in the sidewalk below him.

The bricks in the walk were laid in
the same manner as the oblongs ix
Archie’s drawing were. He counted
seven bricks down the walk from the
garden gats. Then he counted across
the walk. One brick certainly looked
bumpier than the others; it was the

. sixth brick.
John rushed down the fromnt stairs,
across the lawn and across the yard
next door to the brick walk. He reach-
ed it just as the red-haired boy came
round the corner of the garden.
John stopped.
“Say, what are you doing here?” de-
manded the red-haired boy. He spoke
in angry tones.
“Listen!” John said breathlessly.
*My lttle sister found this letter yes-
terday after you fellows left the drug
store. And just now while I was dress-
ing 1 happened to where the
key might be hidden from the way he
told about it in this letter—or in thé
drawing.”

Then, without giving the red-haired
boy a chance t0 grow angry or to ques-
tion him further, John leaned over.
“Look!” he sald. “Here's the seventh
row of bricks down from the gate. Now
count over. See, there are seven
bricks. In his letter he marked the
sixth red. So I'm going to guess that
the key is umder the sixth brick!”

The red-haired boy looked at him
with suspicion. ‘Have you looked ?” he
demanded. John shook his head.

“No, honest to ‘goodness, hope to die!

"Wyait tll T get the rest of the fel-
jowe,” said the red-haired boy. He put

send |tonsue. Working round, without much
catching anything,

“|dropped a flat black epider into the

and | upper end of #he pool. No sooner had

falls, but with now and then a quieter
pool where the water looks brown in
the shadow of overhanging cliffs but
eparkled none the less, with its sur-
face always hurrying faster than the
depths below, and rows of bubbles like
beads on a string rising steadily from

. We covered every square
foot of the lower end of the mearest
pool without getting even a nibble. Roy
sald nothing, but looked so downcast
and humbled that I bit off the i}

the people in the village.

A little harness was made for Bar-

Par-ighat you expect to find it so usefu!

Barney lived a very useful life and

ogue, N, B.—Very pleased to have
entry in the contest and trust you
continue to enjoy the Children's Cor
ner.

GONDUOTED BY UNCLE BICK.

ey
loving Mr. Follett was hidden behind
the pinnacle of rock a few yards away
—but euppose it should be a bear! It

clamber, though hardly with an active,
energetic grizzly in pursuit.

Then a etream of pebbles began to
spout from behind the pinnacle.
“Sh-h!” Roy hissed—“and don't look!”
(Continued next week.)

EXPLORERS

Telling of Adventure Among
the Patagonians.

The voice of the ola fnaian priest
|dronee on in)the stil, hot air. He
|crouched before a strange stone idol,
the huge image of a cat, and perform-
od his worship. In one eye of the anb
mal glowed a large diamond, but the
hollow of the other was vacant.

“The joyful hour has come at last!”
The priest cruuched even lower; Jthe

remark that came to the tip of my

expectation of 1

froth where the rapids shot into the

the bait touched the water than it dis-

appeared, and I pulled out a big shiny,

flapping fellow and removed him from
e hook.

“Hurrah,” Roy shouted, “what did 1
tell you? He'll weigh three pounds it
he weighs an ounce!”
“He's a good one,” but I guess two
pounds and a half is his limit.”
“No, sir!” Roy persisted. ‘“Wait till
we get home and can weigh him. And
remember he'll shrink two or three
ounces in that time.”
We caught three others only slightly
emaller than the first, and then, hav-
ing no further luck at the foot of the
rapids, started to climb. to a higher
pool. I was in the lead, and was draw-
ing myself upon a ledge that skirted
the creek on the right, when some-
thing whirred almost in my face and
I dropped back very suddenly, collid-
ing with Roy and nearly upsetting him.
“What's the matter?” he asked

me ad ishmer®. ST H
"Rimte;" 1 explained; "right up

ere; almost in my face!”
Roy grinned cheerfully, “Oh,” he re.
marked, “from the way you acted I
didn’t know but what it was one of
Bob's bears.”
He reeled in his line to the end, and
holding the rod in front of him, ad-
vanced confidently, remarking:
“Just show me about where he is,
will you?”
“Right over the top—there!” I told
him, pointing. But look out; high
boots won't protect you when he’s on
a level with your head!”
“Don’t worry,” said Roy.
would, would you?”

The snake struck viciously and sim-
ultaneously the tip of the rod caught
in its coils and deftly flipped it across
the stream, where the reptile struck
upon the opposite ledge and lay there
writhing.

“You haven't killed it,” I said in a
disappointing tone.
“No; but I've taught him a lesson

“Ah, you

off but this one wanted a row and got
it. I don’t bear 'em any grudge,” he

nature.”

out; there may be others up there!”
“Sure; but I've got my eyes and
ears open.”
We saw no more snakes and present-
ly were again fishing with even better
fortune than before. This upper and
bigger pool seemed filled with trout,
and within an hour we had a string
that was burdensome to carry. We
were looking for a suitable place to an-
chor it at the edge of the pool, when
Roy suddenly nudged with his elbow.

‘Don’'t look round, or start, or any:
thing,” he whispered out of the corner

happen.”
“Going to happen.”
“Sh-h, not so loud! Yes it’s old Bob!
—he's playing bear!—O Jimminy, but
I've got to grin!”

in

he won't forget. Mostly they'll crawl

added; ‘‘they’ré only living up to their

“That's true of a tiger, but it’s nbt a
cheerful beast to have around. Look

of his mouth; “something’s going tut

chalf-faced man has come with

gouged from the holy head by his an-
lcestors long forgotten.”

Bob Huntley, watching and listening
to the priest behind a grassscreened
boulder. Almost fell forward as the
full meaning of the primitive prayer
struck him.
it was by mere chance that he had
stumbled on the o0ld man. Their little
party, himself, his chum and leader of
the party Mark Tregellis, and their
Gaucho guide, had reached a desented,
half wrecked village, known and mark-
ed on their rough map as Exporer's
Doom, when the water had run out and
Bob had gone foraging for more.
Undoubtedly, by the ‘“chalk-faced
man” the vile old priest meant Mark
Tregellis.
The diamond was connected with the
very mission which the young explorer
had set out from England to accom-
plish. In his wallet, as Bob knew, re-
posed the missing eye of the catgod.
Sir Christopher Warren, animal col-
lector and Mark’s employer, when buy-
ing the diamond had been told by the
geller that the pair to it existed in the
year of a Patagopian god and had
sportingly offered to pay Mark a thous-
and pounds if he brought it home.
And here Bob had stumbled on the
very idol in whose head the other gem
was ensconced.
But evidently the wily old priest
knew of their arrival at Exporer’s
Doom and the presence of the diamond
in Mark's wallet. -
Bob’s eyes lingered on the face of
the cat-god and on the inimitable zem
which was imbedded there.
The old priest's droning voice contin-
ued.
“Even now, warriors_of thy people

ommu;m’

eod man and have wrested thy long-lost|
eye from him, O most holy!”

Bob Huntley gasped. Had the flerce
Patagonian Indiens already ettacked |box.

Bob's face as he surveyed the wreck-

age.

The simple open tent had been torn
from its guy ropes and everything ex-
cept the stocks of food—which were in-
tact—was destroyed.
Bob, born scout, with the lust of the
¢rail bred in his bones searched the
ground for sign of what had happened.
There was plenty of evidence to show
that & violent struggle had taken place.
And all this hed happened in the short
space of time he had been absent!

Bob ehivered at the thought.

at any 1

walting for the water he
crept silemtly eway from his hiding

' Although it was brofling hot—hot
enough to smash a mercury thermo-
meter—Bob shivered. Even now,
thought the flerce Patagonians ' may
pe lurking round to pounce upon him

moment.,
He had often tried to imagine what

snow, pefhaps his: mother would lend

him the wheels of the carpet sweeper,
and he could make & cart out of a soap

That night Donald went to bed a lit-
tle earlier and he just whispered his
prayers for fear the other five children
would hear. He told the Lord to please
send him a dog; he did not mind the
color or size, only he wanted the dog
very badly, and to please send it very,

very soon.

Only two days later, as Donald was
coming from school, a stranger came
up the street, leading a dog. “See here,
little boy, do you want a dog " called
the man.

Donald’s little heart gave a big
thump. A lump came into his throat;
he had only prayed twice and here was
the dog.

“Yes,” gasped the little lad, as he
took the string.

“His name is Barney,” sald the man.
Donald flew up the stréet leading the
dog and bursting open the fromt door.
Out of breath he gasped, “O, Mother!
come quick!”

“What is the matter?” eaid Mrs.
Douglas, rushing to find Donald.
“Mother! I told you God would send
me a dog. Mother, you will not turn
him out when God sent him,” said Don-

the missing pupil of thy eye, which was | o¢

it would be like to be separated from
his chum and leader, Mark, but he had

by Sir Christopher.
Left to himself, he had to depend
on his own initiative end form
plans without the assistance and guid-
ance of a leader. He shook off his mis-
givings and declded on a definite
course of action. He must find out
where they had taken Mark. He left
the dreadful cheos of tracks where
the actual fight had taken place and
tried to discover at its edge the trail
of the departing warriors. But he was
at e loss here, for several trails led
away from the scene of action.
(Continued next week.)
et e

- BARNEY

Or How Little Donald's Prayer
Was Answered.

(By P. R. F.)

“Mother! Mother! where are you?"
Mother, may I keep a dog?”’

“No: we have enough to do to take
care of our large family, without both-
er about dogs,” anewered Mrs. Doug-
las, impatiently.

“Now, mother, I am going to pray,
every night of my life, that the Lord
will send me a dog end if He sends
him, you will just have to keep him,”
sald little Donald, of seven years, as
he flew down the street, trying to whis.
tle, to visions of a reéal live dog cud-
dling close to him made him smile. |
At noon, Donald was very quiet and
often smiled, as he had such pleasant
thoughts.

He was thinking where he would

ald as his eyes filled with tears.
“I suppose we will have to keep him,
but he is not handsome,” said his mo-
ther, as she surveyed Barney with his
short stubby tail
*He s beautiful,” said the boy as he
held up his hand and to his delight
Barney sat up on his hind legs begging
for something to eat. '

Mrs. Douglas secretly wished the dog
was a better looking animal. Barney
was tousy, tan color, and his tail look-
ed as if it had been unskilifully cut off

b

or haggled by some thrashing ma-| Cove.

chine. |

Barney was saucy looking, and when |
he turned his head sideways and peek-|
ed through his tousy locks he seemed |
to say: ‘I am very smart even if you‘:

Nio not care for my looks.”

But to Donald, how handsome the|
dog looked, as he put his little warm |
cheek close to Barney's face, and strok- |
ed 'the rope-like coat and looked into|
the sharp eyes while he said over and |
over, “I love you, I love you, my Bar|
ney.” |
No king’s son, or millionaire prince|
was as happy that night as Donald|
with Barney, a real live dog, sleeping|
on a mat by his bed."How safe the In-|
tle master felt and when half asleep,|
he tightened his grip of the shéets,|
thinking he held reins in his hands|
and heard tinkling little silver bells|
jingling as Barney with fleet feet, was |
going over snow banks and he, Donald,
was in a tiny sleigh with furry robes
around him—all a dream—but a dream
every word of which came true. i

Now, Barney had to be trained pro-
perly and an extra chair was sneaked |
into the room when the family assem-
bled for worship. The children were
anxious for Barney to behave well, 80|
he could be one of their number every
morning, and they did not smile as
their heads were bowed. Barney sat

keep. the dog, and he believed he could

have reached the tent of the chalk-fac-
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paint his sleigh red. If there was no

} B0Y3 T0 MAKE.

on the chair and was very quiet; and
ever after he took his place among the

— TareeT—

T

<. 4:3$—

MaTcH -~

“Where is he?”

“Right across the creek, just a little!
lower down. He's got a skin wrapped |
round him, and he's crawling down the
rocks. Pretty quick he’ll growl--on,!
Mamma!”

“He thinks we'll run away, and hei
can get our fish.” H

“Sure! Ain't he the facetious oid
gink, though? He's ridden 3olid Gold
halfway across the country in nope of
getting a rig on us.”

“What'll we do?”

“Nothing yet--it's his move frst.
When he growls though, soak
rocks to him till he hollers for help.|
Then we can be awfully sorry and
sympathetic.”

From where I stooped beside the
creek, I peered from under by arm up
at the broken cliff across the strearm.
At first nothing was visible, but finally
I saw & halry back creeping along =«
horizontal fissure perbaps thipty feet
above our level
behind a jutting pinnacle,
straightened up.

“Quick!” he said; let's anchor those

and Roy

him, but look off to the z!de, and pre-

his fingers to his lips and gave a long

the '

Then it disappeared |:

fish hera! Then we can be ready fort

tend not to see anything -until he
qrowls." ”

A tense moment followed. Of course
Roy was ht, I pondered, and the fun-

e ViEwW
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At first thought, this little game may
appess ‘o be very simple and of little
i rest, but after once making it, you
1 be just as surprised at its effec-
tiveness as the writer was when he
first made it.

Fred came to me last week and said
all tho boys in his room at school were
making paper puzzies for the soldiers.
He sald he thought they would have
enough puzzles and wondered if theré

Va s things were suggested and fin.
ally this little game was decided upon.
Most boys have used a cork, horse
yo nodl and a couple of fosthers ta
arts for cutdoor usé and have
throwing them very much.
The game zhown in the drawing is
vory simple and inexpensive to make
o, sent, It is much bet-

nse than the cork
one game, it will
resting that any boy
will enjoy making many more of them.
First we will make the target. This
is dome by cutting a piece of heavy

paper eight inches square and then lo-
cating the centre for the twenty spot.
This is done by laying a rule from cor-
ner to corner and drawing lines light.

The intereections of these lines will
be the centre

Set the points of a pencil compass
1-2 inch apart and draw a circle from
the cemter just located. Next make
the fifteen circle by setting the points
1 1-2 inches apart, and finally make the
ten circle with the points set 2 1-2
inches apart. Print the word Target

.|at the' top of the sheet and also the

numbers in their places. Finish by
blackening the ten and twenty circles.

Now we are ready to make the dart.
For this, two pleces of paper, a very
fine needles and a common match are
needed. Heavy linen letter paper will
do for the wings. They are 38 inches
wide and 1 3-8 inches long.. Two are
needed. Remove the head of the
match and with a thin knife blade or
an old safety razor blade, split- the
ond of the match about 3-8 inches. Lay
the pieces of paper one on the other
and slip in the crack just made in the
‘match. Next bend thre ends as shown

Corner who wil be celebrating their
birthdays during the

returns from Uncle Dick:

B

w

~~ !which we take every day, that I was

now,
beautiful, all 'the wild flowers are in
bloom and the trees are all leaved out,
and most of the farmers have their
1 farming all done.
just gone out of blossom.

ston.

one day when the

FREDA HOYT, §t. John—Glad you
like the prize which you received, and

when going camping this year:
BESSIE COFFEY, Reeds Point, N. B.

—Delighted to have your long and in-

with Donald’s parents, The student
remarked that he was not prepared to
answer what he thought of many pass-
ages in the Bible. As to prayer in this
age, he doubted if prayers were real-
ly answered. Domald went over to his
mother and whispered in her ear: “Mo-
ther, remember

KIDDIES’ CONTEST

What Are the Various Uses of
Steam?

To the boy or girl who can give the

longest list of the uses of steam, I
shall award a prize of a SPLENDID
CAMERA.
All entries must reach this office
not later than July 10th, accompanied
by the usual coupon filled in and ad-
dressed to Uncle Dick, The Standard,
St. John, N. B., whose decision must
be considered as final.

3IRTHDAY GREETINGS

All the members of the Children’s

coming week
ave the best wishes for many happy

Annte Cole, Cole’s Island, N. B.
Doris Williamson, Brown's Flats, N.

‘Mary Williamson, Brown’s Flats, N.

"Helen Woodworth, Bear River, N. S.
Greta E. Welton, Young’s Cove Road.
Margaret Randolph, Gooseberry

Dorothy M. Foster, 49 Stanley St.,
City.
Evelyn McCree, Oromocto, N. B.
Ruby E. SHpp, Central Hampstead.
Ernest Thompson, Hampstead, N, B.
Vera Addy, City.
Elizabeth Harley, 307 Charlotte St.,
City.
Isidora Ellman, 655 Main St., City.
Rose Budovich, 689 Main St., City.
Maude Lawson, 149 Britain St., City.
Lillian Sherwood, Fredericton, N. B.
Freda Hoyt, 72 Broad St., City.
Lawrence Elliott, Young’'s Cove Rd.
Alan Graham, Norton, N. B
Eunice Neve, 42 Horsefield St., City.
Bertha Thorme, 178 Britain St., City.
Katherine Dickson, Moncton, N. B.
Ralph Guptill, Black’s Harbor.
Geraldine Corey, Gagetown, N. B.
AHce Monahan, 306 Unfon St., City.
Barbara Black, Sackville, N. B.
Gladys Horsnell, St. Andrews, N. B.
oSl RS

' KIDDIES’ LETTERS

Just a Few Snatched From
Uncle Dick’s Mail Bag.

72 Broad St., St. John, N. B.
June 17, 1918.
Dear Uncle Dick:—
It was with much surprise and pleas-
ure that I noticed in The Standard,

the winner of the Picture Voting Con-
test.
I received the Thermos Flask a few
days ago, and take pleasure in thank-
ing you and all the voters very much.
As 1 expect to go camping this year
with our Club, my prize will no doubt
be very useful. Again thanking you,
I am always your friend,

Freda L. Hoyt.

Young’s Cove,
June 13, 1918.
Dear Uncle Dick:—
Just a line to tell you I have never
received my prize that I was to get.

It was for the contest on April 16, 1918, |

but I hope to receive it soon. I am very
sorry to have to put you to so much
trouble, but I would like very much to
receive the prize.

1 wish you were in Young's
the scenery here now

Cove
is very

letter, also your seven rea
soms as to why you like the Children’s

Corner.

MYRNA V. SMITH, Sussex, N. B.—
I was very pleased to hear from you
Myrna, and have all the news about
your dinner. Your answers to contest

are very

good.
MYRTLE A. COX, Young's Cove, N.
B.—I was very much surprised to learn
by your letter that you never received
your prize. It was sent off with the
rest. However, 1 am forwarding you
another whieh I trust arrives safely
this time. As I do not like my nephews
and nieces to be disappointed. I am
afraid your wish can hardly be grant-
ed at the present time, but if you call
in to see me when you are in St. John
the next time, I will {ry and arrange
for you to meet the original.
LILLIAN CLARK, Dipper Harbor, N.
B.—Glad to have your letter. You de-
sire Margaret Randolph to write you?
Perhaps she will gee this and do so. I
am considering your suggestion and
‘'will include the feature shortly.
BOX 105, Hampton, N. B—I was
very much interested to receive the
cartoon drawn by your nephew who is
an English Boy Scout. He has certain.
ly got the idea and I shall be interested
to receive others he may send.
ADRIAN MARTIN, Martin, N. B—
Very pleased to see you are enjoying
the Children’s Corner and entering in
the contests. Write me again soon.
CARLE A. RIGBY, Hartland, N.B.—
Your long and interesting letter was
most welcome. I am very pleased to
note that your papa got home from
France. Perhaps if Mary Brown of
Tabusintac should see this she will
commence to write you again. Regard.
ing your question when you are once &
member of the Children’'s Corner you
remain so irrespective of age, but on
reaching your 16th birthday you are
not allowed to enter in any of the con
tests, strictly speaking it should have
been “old"’ members mnot “former”
member. 1 shall publish your letter
as I should like to hear what the other
readers have to say regarding the kil
ing of the English sparrow.
BERTON A. WORDEN, Collina, N.
B,—You are certainly some artist. The
cartoon of the Kaiser is good.
INA V. BRIEN, Moss Glen—You asz
me where I would rather live? I should
like to divide my time equally between
the country and the city. But I get’
very little of my likes granted in the
former case. I am afraid the Corner
will hardly stand for it.

Write me
again soon.
EVA M. HOOPER, Deer Island—1

am very sorry to hear that your bro-
ther has been sick but ‘trust ere this
that he is better again. It must be
quite a cute dog you have. I notice
you would like to have some of the
Children write you. They will ne
doubt see this and do so.
LULU MCALLEN, Dumbarton Sta
tion, N. B—Glad you received your
prize safely and like it. You seem
to be enjoying the Children’s Corner
very much, and I trust your prize is
not the last one you will win.
——— .

CISTIMES O
* FARMERETTES

Farmerettes have paid careful atten
tion to their costume and several mod-
els have been worked out, each one fit-
ted to the work to be done and secur-
ing ease and comfort as working con-
ditions. One costume for general field
work consists of riding breeches and
finger-tip length coat of khaki drill
with high-laced boots and a wide
| brimmed stiff hat. For barn yard and
dairy work there is a bright blue
smock wtih white lacing, bloomers,
riding boots and a “cow-breakfast” hat
complete the costume.

YOU CAN'T SCARE THEM

Miss Eva Fenton who comes to Am-
erica from Engiand with Raymond
Blathwayt to plead for funds for Sir
Arthur Pearson’'s Blinded Soldiers’
Children’s Fund was addressing a
party of girls in England, engaged in
the most dangerous work in the world.

The apple trees have

Myrtle Cox

Moss Glen, N. B.
June 22, 1918,

Dear Uncle Dick:—

Seeing answer to my letter to you in
the Children's Corner last Samrday.'
I thought 1 would write again.

1 was confirmed on the 18th at King-|Dear
Several other members of the
Children’s Corner were confirmed too, | long
Zella Gorham, Marjorie Gorham and \poor little brother, age siv, is very sick.

Ruth Pitt. 1 also saw “Curly Locks’

in ti ssembled drawing, thus form- another member of the Corner.
Cif s ol Where would you rather live, Uncle |all black but a little streak down his

ing the wings.

The next thing to be done is to in-
sert the needle in the other end of the
match. This is done by placing the
head of the needle on the table, forc-
ing the sharp end of the needle into
the end of the match. Remove the
needle and force the eye end of the
needle into the hole just made.

If you are not careful you will split
the match, requiring you to do the
work all over again. To make the dart
last longer, wind the match with silk
thread. |

Five darts should be made for each
game, to play which, pin the paper tar-
get to a soft wood door or a piece of
soft board, at any height from the
floor, you wish. {

tSand eight feet from the target and |
with the dart held between the thumb |
and first finger, throw at the target.
Bach person playing throwa five times |
in succession. The player making|
sixty points first, wins the game.
great deal of enjoyment can be had|
from this game and it is also gooa!
training for the hands and the eye.

Dick? In the country or in the cit
1 like the country best, although I If

A few seconds after leaving them,
there was a flash and an explosion and
| thirty of the girls were killed. Miss
! Fenton immediately appealerd for vols
| unteers to take the places of the thir-
}ty Hundreds of girls came forward
| at once to “do their bit.”

| M A A A A

Cumming's Cove,
June 24, 1918.
Uncle Dick:—
1 have not written to you for a
time, I thought I would now. My

As
He has now got the earache and he is
{erying. He got a dog yesterday. He is

neck. His name is Prince. Please tell
me of the kiddies to write to me. My

B ol v ;
to go to the city once in a while, but 1laddress is Cumming's Cove, Deer ls-
soon get tired of it. I suppose you like|land, N. B. Well, I will have to go and

the city best since you live there.

Why don’t you put your picture in
1 would |dies to write to me.

the Cornmer some Saturday?

love to see it, and I think lots of others

would too.
From your loving niece,
Ina V. Brien.

try to amuse my brother Raymond.
\Now be sure and tell some of the kid-
Our school ends
here next week. I am in the fourth
reader. I will now close.
I remain yours sincerely,
Eva M. Hooper.
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