nut she hooched up again & this time
got clean off the nest & looked at the
egEs.

One of them had hatched & the
young woodpecker was sticking his
bill out & pecking away at the air like
anything.

The banty called some other hens
around her & they all took a %aok at
the eggs, Steve said, & one of the
old hens said she never seen anything
like that & the banty must be fool
ish because now the young woodpecker
was kind ¢’ resting & not pecking &
dident look so dangerous. But the

A A A A A A A A A AN A A AN N AN NN

was pecking away like he was hungry.

None of the old hens would go back
on the nest for a long time till Steve
took the two young woodpeckers away
& put them in an old hat & gave them
some worms, Steve says when the
rest of those woodpeckers hatch out
& he has to feed them he oan see
mighty little chance of him getting in
any fishing for a couple of weeks, the
amount of worms they can eat.

Notes.

They was not much happened in
school today. Miss Palmer sprained
her wrist Saturday & couldent give
any lickings, so they are postponed tili
she gets better, We canl wait say we.

Fatty Bellowes has lost a front tooth,
the one he uses to bite candy with.
Fatty says before he geis a new one
he bets everyone will use up all the
candy they have.

LITTLE STORIE

By THORNTON

S FOR BEDTIME

W. BURGESS.

CHATTER PASSES THE WORD ALONG.

By Thornto
(Copyright, 1918,

When Buster Bear heard that
offer of Chatterer he didn't know whas
to say. He know that it probably
was true that Chatterer did know just
where Prickly Porky was. But you
know it was true that despite all his
Bear didn’t want to
find Prickly Porky at all. So now he
growled something in his deepest,
most grumbly, rumbly voice and kept
right on his way to places where he
knew he wouldn't find Prickly Porky.
What he said Chatierer couldn’t un-
derstand But he could understand,
and did understand, Buster's actions,
80 he chuckled wickedly.

Keeping Buster always in sight from
the tree tops Chatterer tagged along
behind. All the time he kept a sharp
watch for other little people of the
Green Forest As they passed near
the house of Bobby Coon, Chatterer
ran over and poked his head in at the
doorway. “Hi, Bobby!” he cried
“Do you know where Prickly Porky
1 cid

Bobby yawned sleepily, -for Chat-
erer had just! wakened him i |
know where he was when I came to
bed,’ replied Bobby, “and 1 guess he
hasn’t travelled far since then.”

“All right,” cried Chatterer. byt &
you want to see some fun hang around
where Prickly Porky is. Buster Bear
has promised to teach him a lesson for
being careless with those little spears
i his. Buster is pretending to look
for him now, but he's taking great care
not to look in the right place,”

Chatterar snickered and Bobby
Uoon grimmed. Then he vawned
once more and started to climb up to
his doorway where he could see what
was going on

Chatterer scampered along after
Buster Bear so as not to lose sight of
him By and by they met Sammy
Jay Sammy’s sharp eyes saw right
away that Chatterer was up to some
mischief. He could tell by the w
Chatterer was acting. He know o

threats Buster

course that it was something to doj

ammy flew over
hap-

with Buster Bear
to the tree in which Chatterer
pened to be resting for a moment
What's up?” demanded Sammy
Chatterer chuckled. Phen he told
Sammy Jay all about it, and suggest-
ed to Sammy that he tell everyone he
met, and ask each one to offer to guide

n W. Burgess.
by T. W. Burgess.)

Buster Bear to the place where Prickly
Porky was.

Sammy flew away. First he
made sure of just where Prickly Porky
actually was. Then he hurried this
way, and hurried that way, through the
Green Forest and over the Green Mea-
dows, telling everyone he could find

Chatterer Snickered and Bobby Coon
Grinned.

Just where Prickly Porky was and how
if they should happen to meet Bus-
ter Bear it would be very nice and po-
|lite Lo offer to lead him to Prickly
{Porky. Meanwhile Chatterer was pass-
|ing a similar word along to everyone
he saw., Among them was Peter Rab-
bit. At first Peter didn’t see through
the joke. He knew exactly where
JPr‘lﬂdy Porky was and he couldn't
lquiw make up his mind ithat it would
be right for him to lead Buster Bear
there to give Prickly Porky such a
’!m‘ri!»]u shaking. He looked up at
{Chatterer with a worried expression.
He would be glad to do Buster Bear a
favor, but he didn't want to be the

ause of any harm to Prickly Porky.

Suddenly Chatterer snickered, and
jall in a flash Peter understood. He
[rr\nu-mhen’d that never yet had any-
lone dared lay hand or paw on Prickly
| Porky. He guessed that Buster was
trying really not to find Prickly Porky.
| The spirit of mischief crept into Pet-
ler's own eyes and he hurried after Bus-
ter Bear.

OUR SHORT STORY

[{mmo. anyway.” ¥
| And at the next stop she hurriedly
left the car, still clutching the quart-

look

city bas just received from
a cheerful record of the war as seen
through the medium of the British tem-
perament.
called TheWipers Times and After and
containg facsimile reprints of five of
the newspapers published by the Brit-
ish Expeditionary Force in Flanders.

middle of a battle
proofs 7" asks the editor, and continues

THE BIG BRATHER
WHO WAS ALL REA

TENNIS COURT W
HAD TO STOP AN

) d

S
To MARK THE FAMILY

HEN HE

TO THE PHONE.

big job, for his hsnds and feet are
yax"}; big, and his teenails are immense
n sizge. o4y
And Jimmy Coon  was

ear to ear, bent on nrischief, as
he walched his big Cousin manicure
his hsnds and feet.  And the cunning
Jimmy Coon spoke up, “Cousin Bruin,
1 know where there is a big pool chock
full of fat wout, and 1'l show you the
piace, if you wigh.”

Now Cousin Bruin was mad enough
Lo eat brass tacks; but he waa almost
swrved to death, after having not a
bite to eat for over four months of his
winter gleep. So Mr. Bear controlled
bis temper, an excellent thing|for any
Bear to do, and he tried to smile as he
answered, “‘All right, Jimmy Coon, you
are a fine chap to tell me about those
trout, and I'll be glad to go with you.”

And Jimmy Coon chuckled inside his
fur coat, as he saw Cousin Bruin peel-
ing more skin off the soles of his sore
feet, You see, Mr. Bear had been
hunting around, by himself, and the
skin was cracking and peeling off the
bottom of his big feet. You know, that
happens with all bears in the Spring.
after four or five months of winter
sleep. Now, Jimmy Coon knew all
this; and so he planned a great prank
on’ Cousin Bruin™ And Jimmy also
knew that Mr. Bear was awfully hun-
gry, and very weak after these many
months of fasting.

\

When I count “Three” and say “Go,”
we'll both start together.

sore; but seeing it's awfully empty
down in my big stomach, I'll make a
try.” And Cousin Bruin got up ana
stretched himself several times, and
said in his big gruff voice, “Now, Cou-
sin Jimmy, you come and stand here
beside me, and place your toes along
this root of this beech tree; and when
1 count “Three’ and say “Go,” we'll
both start together; now, no cheating.
you little rascal. *“And it was a fuony
gight to see these two Cousins
ing the line, and to hear Mr. Bl
Bear count in a very slow and solemn
voice, which you could hear half a

mife away, “One, two, three—go!”

SIDE TALKS

BY RUTH CAMERON,

ON THEC

Resid

conservation isn't going to

Edited Under Shell Fire, They

Breathe Indomitable Cour-
age and Reveal Optimism
Unparalleled.

A collector of war lterature in this

WITTY TRENCH PAPERS
SHOW VICTORY SPIRIT

to “commandeer a tank as a travelling
printing works.” One wonders where
the epring of 1918 has found it, and
still more what task the editors have
fownd to face with the same laughter
and thewsame bravery.

As in the case of more pretentious
news sheets, the most significant hu-
man documents in the Wipers Times
and its s are the advertise-

It is a good sized volume

‘We bave Corporal Trim's word for it

that the army of which he was an hon-
ored member swore horribly in Flan-
ders. Now, two centuries later, in the
thick of a very different campaign that
same British soldiery is using another
method of relieving the tedium of
warfare,
though mnot more human; yet if one
cares to read between the lines there
is something besides amusement o be
found in the unquenched and unquench-
able gayfty revealed in the roughly
printed columns.

It {8 more humorous, even

“Have you ever sat in a trench in the
and corrected

“Try it. That is what happened on

the Somme, and the Somme Times was
the result,
been printed out of the front area, and

The paper has never yet

THE BATTLE IF CONSCIENCE. i«‘r and five nickels in her nand.

Henrietta Wierd looked at the|
change the conductor had jus

her—a quarter and five mickel
“Goodness,” she thought excitedly
ing for nothing!”

And she quickly closed her hand
over the change, and then she remem-
bered that the conductor had rung up;-
her fare, and that probably the nicke
would have to come out of his o
pocket |

*Oh, dear!"” » thought rémorseful-
ly. “Perhaps the poor man has a large
family and perhaps a nickel a day is
all he can afford to feed them with. I
suppose I really ought to return it to|
him. But o, he has a bad face—I
shoulMn’t be surprised if he beats his
wife every day, and it would just serve
him right to suffer for his own care! -
ness: Still, of course, I wouldn't like
to feel that T am depriving his baby
of its daily bucket of milk—no, TI'll
keep it—a man in his position has no
moral right to have a large family.
Goodness, what if he should suddenly
find out he gave me too much, and de
mand it back again? I think I'll get|
right outy—I'm only ten blocks from
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“I'd  better
thought. And
d and looked

hollow,

A SOUND OBJECTION.

Professor Nutworthy—No, sir! [am
strongly opposed to the English ac-
cent, using the broad “A.”

Professor Bugge—And why, may 1
ask?

Professor Nutworthy—Last night
when 1 was being introduced to my
audience the speaker referred to my
facile brain and every one thought
he said “fossfl brain.” .

“CAP” STUBBS.

again—perhaps
here are only four nickels, after all,”
she opened her
No, there were five,
° | but, as she looked, the quarter slipped
“he’s given me a nickel over! I'm rid-| i1 ough her fingers and fell on the
| pavement—with a
sound,

“Oh!” she gritted through her teeth.
‘The dishonesty of this wonld!"

leaden

once our works were within 700 yards
of the front line and above ground.”
The Wipers Times was, however, the
ploneer among the group. It was start.
ed, the editor Mforms us, ‘as the re-
sult of the discovery of an oM ‘printing
house just off the square at Wipers.
Some printing house and some square!
‘““There were parts of the building re-
maining, the rest was on top of the
press. The type was all over the coun-
tryside; in fact, the most perfect pic-
ture of the effects of kultur as inter
preted by §.98 ever seen.”
A sergeant “by mature an optimist
and in previous existence a printer’
'was vesponsible for inepiring the editor
to be with confidence in the derelict
press, and the Wipers Times was ac-
cordingly produced. The first two
numbers were printed under highly
peculiar circumstances.
Only one page could be set up at a
time, with the sergeant printer and his
devils watching for the shell fire to
subside into moderate quiet. Then
they would rush to the works and stay
there du-“l*‘rit.z got too mear to be

In 19217 the press was marooned be-
hind the lines waiting for the editors
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ments. The famous Cloth Hall is pe-
commended @s an amusement resort,
“the best ventilated hall in town.”
Among the attractions are “The John-
song—a Shout, a Sgream, a Roar. This
season the Johnsoms have carried all
before them,” amd “The Brothers
Whizz-Bang. Theége merry little fel-
lows get there every time.”

The Menin Gate Cinema exihibits
‘The Great Spectacular Picture—Infer.
no—music and effects of this great pic-
ture by the Intermatiomal Orchestra.”
At Dead Cow Farm Cimema may be
seen “Flounders in Flanders” and
“Pipped on the Parapet,” besides the
film “He Didn't Want to Do It,” featur-
ing “The Conscientious Objectors.”
The Fossileum has “The Duma Troupe
of Quick Change Artists” and the
“Great American Film Play, “Teddy
Get Your Gun.'” .

Even Have an “Agony Column.”

In the “Agony Column,” is offered:
“For sale, cheap, desirable residence,
c¢limate warm, fine view. Splendid
links close by, good shooting. Owner
going abroad.” Wanted are “Agents for
‘Morning Hate' Toflet Soap. Excellent
opening for an industrious young man.”
Publishers’ announcements include
“God's Good Mam—An Autobiography
of William Hohemzollern,” “Erie, or
Little by Little, by Dean Haig" and
“The Cruise of the Catch-a-Lot, by Billy
Beatty’

Correspondents carry on business as
usual. Pro Bomo Publico complains
that “lately the lighting by night in Ox-
ford and Regent streets has been ter-
nibly neglected, star shells being sent
up at very irregular intervals. A Well
Wisher's protests against ‘‘the dis-
graceful state of repair the roads are
getting into” and demands to know
“what our city fathers are doing to al-
low such a state of things to come to
pass.” “Timidity,” accosted at night
quite abruptly with the words “Who
are you?” endeavored to find a con-
stable, but could not and asks plaintive-
ly, “Where are our police and what are
they doing?”

‘Bellary Helloc” contributes charac-
terisitically mathematical amd practi-
cal estimates ot*the military situation.
Reckoning 12,000,000 as the total fight-
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ing population of Germany, he gradusi-
ly and Mcontrovertibly disposes of
eleven entire millions and most of‘the
twelfth untj® he finds himself Jeft with
2,750 fit for aotive service. He ac-
counts for 2,150 of these on the east-
ern front, 584 he writes off as Generals
and staff, leaving 16 men on the west-
ern frcont. Hence the cheerfully im-
minent collapse of the western cam-
paign.

The western campaign provided for
he turne his attention to the east. Ow-
ing chiefly to the vast mumber of na-
tives required to manufacture Turkish
Delight, the fighting forces of the Turk-
ish belligerents may confidently be
considered as reduced to 1,419. The
deduction is obvious.

“Colyums” are popular features,
though the “colyumists” remain safely
anonymous “People We Take Off Qur
Hats To” and, “Things We Want to
Know” are Hsted. nder the former
‘The French” appear first; under the
latter, frequently repeated, occurs the
question. “Are We as Offensive as We
Might Be?” This soul searching inquiry
appears again under the caption, “Ques-
tions a Platoon Commander Should
Ask Himself,” with an {illustration—
carved, we are told, on a piece of wood
by a sapper with a penknife—of a high-
ly offexsive looking young “nut” in mil-
itary garb.

“Aunt Annie” has a corner for “Ten-
der Talks to Tiny Tots”; there is a
thrilling serial “From, Bugler Boy to
Brigadier”; a remarkably sophisticated
“Violet's Chronicle of Fashion”; a lim-
erick competion in which the prizes of
5,000,000 and 2500,0000 franes are re-
gretfully awarded to the editor amd
the sub-editors; ; a sporting col ; in

be obsolete, even if the war is over.”

So a letter friend writes me of her
plans for mext winter. After boarding
for some’ years, she is going to houee-
keeping and is already looking forward
{o the cooking and managing.

That septence interested me deeply
becauee it brings up a subject I have
been thinking of lately, myself.

“Conservation len't going to be ob-
solete even if the war is over.”

Has it oocurred to you that, in this,
the greatest indebtedness clvilization
has ever incurred, there might still be
a credit side to the account?

Her sentenece points a finger to one
item thereon.

if We Don’t Stop Conserving.

We have learned what conservation
means. If we do mot indeed forget.
wheh the compelling need is over—if
we keep om trying to utilize ind con-
serve, instead of waste and = throw
away,—think of the millions we shall
save yearly!

Here are a few more of the items
that will be on the credit side of the
ledger:

‘The habit of giving, we never knew,
before, how much we could give.

We Never Knew Before What We
Could De.
The habit of helping—we never knew

before, how much we could do, besides
our own work or play.

REDIT SIDE.

A brodflening of the feminine suf-
frage (not everyone considers that a
step forward, but many do).

A new conception of democracy.

A new fullness of life for hundrede
of- thousands of restless, idl®e women,
Perhaps they will go complacently
back to their bridge tables and their
teas, but I doubt it

The daylight bill. In ordinary times
we would have debated for years over
that. In these days, it was put through
swiftly and easily, and we founfl our-
selves, without fuss or feathers, pre-
sented with an extra hour of daylight,
to enjoy at the end of the working day.
For my part, I can't believe we shall
ever let it go.

A Chance to Try Them Out.

Many public health measures that
would never have been put throug
otherwise,

Some interesting expertments in gov
ernment ownership and governm:
management. We do not kmow, yet.
Jjust how they are going to turn out, but
we are going to have & chance to see.

An advancement. of man's conquest
of the air by at least fifty years. You
and I would never have Hved to see
aviallon the established thing it will
be, after the war, if this terrible ex-
perience had not -forced Ms develp-
ment,

Thede are little things in compari-
son?

Yes, I know that, only too well. But
if there are any sunbeams, surely it
is worth while to count them.

chine guns,”
Is a thing to bear in mind;

Think of love when not between Huns;
A suniper's quick, and love is blind.
A “B. E. F. Alphabet” begins with a

rhyming tour de 'ce:

A is the army in which he's a veteran

Who's fought for a year from the Som-

me up to Meteren,

Finding in winter each week is a wet-|

ter ‘un
And ing his time in the trenches.

fact every feature appears to which
the newspaper addict from the student
of “Thp Pink 'Un” to the faminist de-
votee of the Ladies’ World is accus-
tomed in Blighty.

Verse Flourishes Freely.

All sorts and conditions of verse
flourish on the moil of this trench journ-
alism. There is the familiar slangy
type of “The sergeant to the private
said,” with a colorful sprinkle of
“bloomings’ and an ample supply of
‘Rubaiyat of William Hohenzollern”
and others. There are glimpses of
trench life such as the following:

The world wasn’t made in a day,

And Eve didn’t ride in a bus;

But most of the world’s in a sandbag,

The rest of it's plastered on us.

A necessary warning to the romanti-
cally inclined is given in the conclud-
ing quotation of *Love and War.”
“Don't dream when you're near ma-

R voices a familiar complaint:

R the Returgs to be rendered by noon

Of the number of men who have seen
a blue moon,

Speak Japanese or have been to Ran-

the author of “Behind the Guns.” Mr.
Frankau melodiously versifies a griev-
ance in “Wails\to the Mails,” addrese-
ed to a fellow journalist.

Northcliffe, my Northeliffe,
Oh!-greater than Mars,

Or double ficed James
Whose portal unbars

The flood tide of battle,
Napoleon of “Pars,”

Who rules the seas,
And the earth and the afr,
And the manifold medals
' “Base” officers wear,
Northeliffe, my Northeliffe,
Now hark to my prayer.
'

fIt is not all the most brilliant kind
of fooli 3

goon,
Betfore they came out to the trencl
In the “Mesopotamian Alphabet”
there are some not wholly cheerful
h of the east i

\
J is the Jam, with the label thal lies,
And states that in Paris. it won the
first prize;
But out here we use it for catching
the flies
That swarm’ in Mesopotatnia.

Besides these rhiymes of the dilet-
tante in the trenchés the Wipers Times
prings among its contribution the work
of a “published” poet, Gilbert Frankau,

A

perhaps that e preserved i
this reprint of work done ‘amid the
strangest surroundings that ever echo-
ed the call for copy. Yet we could
better spare better jests, for when
these mien laugh it is ‘that we may
not weep.”

Southern California produces 87 per
cent. of all the lima beans grown upon

the face of the earth. The only other

.|place where limas are extensively

grown is on the island of Madagascar
and only about a quarter of a million

bags of the beans a year are produc--.
ed there. e
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