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PRIZE COMPETITION

gﬁ \{)a]&i’, the wonderful acts of sacrifice
Suffe(l)«' men and women, the terrible
that ln}%s of man a.nd beast. Liet us hope
throu“;l en our little Journal comes
Mot %’ the press next September this
lla\}e e‘zrrlble. and 1_"uth1ess of wars will
behing@sed into history. Tt will leave
ing. ot it a trail of SOrrow and suffer-
e }loperlilhne and misery, but also, let
time o ,come.plomlse of peace for all
bezgh;ieb the allies” soldiers have
left ap ravely fighting abroad, those
in thass ome have been_far from idle
Zations ;wnhway. Such gigantic organi-
anghte s the Red Cross Society, the
John's i‘: of the Empire, the St.
Patric;ti glbulanee. Society, and the
ranah ¢ Funds, with all their various
with foeszl have sustained their armies
fort: 1 and clothes, and every com-
fami,liesév}? looked after the soldiers’
dying },1 ave tended the wounded and
e]gia’n ave sent hfe]p to the suffering
Work s and Serbians; and by their
ight :nd Sympathy have made a
von thp()t in the darkness of the war.
oy Seoet 'ehlldren have helped. The
ecting (3 s }}ave done great work, col-
Schons (‘?lt.}lllng ;’md supplies, and the
raised enjg hildren’s Red Cross Fund,
ed to fl]elrely by. themselves, amount-
Weryope .sp]en_dld sum of $3,5064.84.
and we hols trying to ““do their bit,”’
e comin pe _that during the months of
anitoby g"v\f\;inter every boy and girl in
how Little lto (}10 1some'ching, no matter
y e 1 i
our War-riddenpwx;)e:llg?re the sufferin

PRIZE COMPETITION
As everyone was too busy holiday-
ing to send In stories this month, we
will extend our competition to October.
We will give a prize of $1.00 for the
best story of ‘‘How We Formed an
Audubon Society in Our School,”” or
for a story on ‘‘What We Did to Help
the Birds This Summer.”’
The world’s a very happy place,
Where every child should dance and
sing
And always have a smiling face,
And never sulk for anything.

MOTHER BIRD

Mother Bird and her young ones
were in a field of cornm.

Qhe heard shots from a gun.

A man with a gun came in sight, and
she ran out from the corn.

Qhe said, ‘‘Good man, do not hurt
my children. No other children are as
pretty as mine.”’

The man said, ‘I will not shoot your
children, if T see them.”’

The bird flew away happy.

In a few hours she met the man
again. But, oh! he had all her chil-
dren dead at his belt.

She cried, <‘Oh, you bad, cruel man!
Why have you killed my little ones?
Oh. my children! my poor children!”’

The man was vexed, and he said,
¢“You told me that your children were
pretty. These gray pirds were the
ugliest T could see, and so T shot them.’”

Then the bird said, «:Qtupid, stupid
man! No children were SO pretty as

mine!”’
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