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THE NEWS-RECORD

15 the saddest day in the

for me,"” sald Uncle Jona-
n, knitting his bushy white
and looking with a

expreasion over the lawn

clover fleld close by.

and Sally knew what he meant
y had often heard the story,

Uncle Jonathan had talked of

else for a week. Every year
the same way. Uncle Jonathan

the best of uncles, would be-
wvery cross as well as sad, which
ry distressing indeed.

happened so long ago,™ saM
to be comforting.

1* cried Uncle Jonathan,
ly. “Would you be a traitor to
use for which your grandfather
and died? Would you soil your
and bring shame to my gray

‘Whose namesake are you?™

1 Jackson's,” replied Tom-

“But—" &
cle Jonathan looked at him so
ly and was ‘so soldierly and
in his old gray uniform with his
uiled down over his eyes and his
8 at his side that Tommy did not
to argue any more. But Sally

T8

Dear uncle Jonathan, we know
feel sad today but Miss Ellie says
s isn't any more North and South,
p all one now. The Yankees are
friends and—"
ends!” cried Uncle Jonathan.
By, child, what right had the
fkees to come tampering with our
Irs? Didn't they ruin your grand-
r, Andy? ' Didn't they kill our
ast and best? Ah, the graves in
onely cemetery.and my gallant
ades sleeping there!"”
turned away and covered his
while warm-hearted little Sally’s
s started too. W
Wes, dear,” she said softly, putting
arms around the old soldier's
” it is very sad, but Miss Eillie
we must forgive—" ‘.
Vhat do I care what Miss Ellle
1* burst forth Uncle Jonathan, all
again. “If an angel from Heaven
ald come down and tell me that
‘Yankees were our friends I might
eve him!"”
oor Uncle Jonathan! This 1s the
it was every blessed Memorial

e'd go out and fight the Yankees
porrow,” whispered Tom to his
er, as they walked sadly away.
d since no angel will come down

b explain and we do more harm than

goodshy arguing with him, I don't see
what is to be done.”

Later as Uncle Jonathan sat alone

on a benoh wnder the hickory he
saw Tom canter past on the farm
mrule, Jeff, but he was too melancholy
to call out and ask where the boy was
going.

Tom went at a hard trot intel.the
village and stopped at Mrs, Winslow's
cottage with a message from his moth.
er, and then as he was riding home he
saw a big crowd gathered in a timothy
fleld behind the First Presbyterian
Church, so he rode up to find out
what the excitement was all about. He
was surprised to see a huge machine,
with wide wings, lying in the fleld and
standing beside it a tall young figure
in a leather coat and puttees and gog-
gles. AMhough he had never seen one
before he knew at once that the ma-
chine was an airplane.

“He was adflyin’ to Atlanta fo’ to
drap flowers on de cemetery when a
gale done comed up sudden and
blowed him off'n his co-se and he's
out o' gasslyleen so he done make a
landin’ heah,” explained one of the
colored boys. “Aln't dat some ba-
loon!”

Tom pushed Jeff on until he could
clearly see the strange machine and
the young aviator who looked about
nineteen years old but a steady, de-
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“No’ the 'n boy he be,” Tom heard
some one say. ‘“Been in France too |
a-fightin’ de Germins!”

W

“P1l Do It!” He Laughed.

: s ‘ =
| “All right!” shouted the young man, | in and show

“Here' goes! Stand back everybody,
I'm off for heaven now!”

He stepped in front of the airplane
and gave the propellers a few turns
and just shen Tom had an inspiration
He jumped off Jeff and ran to the
young man's side. The engine was
now roaring and panting like a wild
beast anxious to be gone. Tom touched
the aviator”s arm.

“Which way would you
sir?” he asked.

Something in the eagerness with|
which he spoke made the young man |
look around and ask, “Why?"

“You see, sir,” explained Tom, “It's
like this. Today is Decoration Day

be going,

|and my grandfather was killed in the
| Civil War and my Uncle Jonathan's a |

| veteran.

| sad

He still thinks that the/|
Yankees are our enemies and he can't
forgive them which makes him awful|
He says if an angel from Heaven

Imme down from the sky and told him

“It's ANewJobmue';\)PhyAnxeL

it. was all right he'd belleve it. Now,
I know no sure-enpugh angel would
have time to do that, but Uncle Jona-
than's that miserable and gloomy! And
1 was wondering if you were going our

{ way and could drop down.in our field
| from the sky like an angel

|
I
!
|

and explain
it all to Uncle Jonathan.”

For a minute the young man looked
puzzled then he grinned and slapped
his thigh,

| self picking out t

| seemed

the
goggles.”

with excitement
ranged with a friend to ride jeff home
borrowed a warm lap robs

me way
extra pair of
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air.
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behind
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he could not look down,

zzy but soon he

he
found him-
2 landmarks below
—the spire of e church, the school
yard and the big dairy farm and there
s0 tiny and n the
he saw his own home
1gh the speaking
“There it is!" and pointed.

Off they darted like lightning and
before Tom could get his breath they
were diving with terrific speed down,
down, down, into the clover field near
home. Tom expected to be dashed to

was too ¢

so ar village,

He

sk +
shouted tube,

j the ground, but no, the machine land-!

ed with hardly a bump. He had seen
little specks like ants rushing from all
directions to the field and just as they
landed safely he found that the specks
were people coming to see the alrplane
land.

It was so near Tom’s home he found
his mother, sister and uncle almost at
the spot when he looked around. He
pointed out Uncle Jonathan and the
aviator understood and got up, hopped

“I'll do it!” he laughed. “It's a new

\
| job for me to.play angel. Come get

from the machine and walked right
up to the old soldier holding out his
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FEMININE NAME DELETIONS
Take a letter from a girl’s name
find a sort of wood.
2. Take a letter from a girl’s name
d find a girl’s name,
Take a letter from a girl's name
pd find an anim
. Take a letter from a girl's name
d find rational,
. Take a letter from a girl’s name

Bd find & place to sleep.

Take a letter from a girl’s name
d find to conceal. $
Take a letter from a girl's name
d find a fruit.
., Take a letter from a girl's name
d find reckless,
MEMORIAL DAY EPISODES
. On Memorial Day we es, nor, ad,
ur, ho, o, de, ro.
2. On Memorial Day we ch, tic, ar,
tr, he, es, pa, sp, lo,
3. On Memorial Day we the, es, in,

), str, e, ow, cem, ew, te, ers, rl.

ANSWERS
FEMININE NAME DELETIONS—
Adela-Deal. 2. Marien-Maria. 3.

Marie-Mare. 4. Agnes-Sane. b5. Bertha-

B

Honor our dead heroes.
triotic speeches.

erth. 6. Edith-Hide. 7. ¥mily-Lime.
Barah-Rash.
MEMORIAL DAY EPISODES: 1.

3. Bitrew flowers in

the cemeteries.

2. Hear pa-
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@e MAID OF ORLEANS

(Joan of Arc Died May 30, 1431.)

N the little town of Domremy in

France a little girl was born close

within the shadow of the village

church. Her name was Joan, and
when she grew old enough her father
sald to her one day: “You are old
enough to help me with my work,
Joan, tomorrow you can begin to take
the cows and the sheep to pasture.”
Joan was quite delighted with this
idea, and each morning she arose
with fhe sun to take the animals out
of their stalls. Her favorite resting
place was the little graveyard beside
the church, and there she would lie
looking up at the stained glass win-
dows, which depicted the. lives of the
salnts, and dream her dreams. At
night when her work was done she
elther played with her sister or helped
her mother spin the cloth,

One ‘day when she was thirteen
years old, a strange thing happened to
Joan.  Bhe had been sitting in the
church yard watching her sheep, upon
the nearby hill, when she heard some
one call to her: *“Joan, leéive your
sheep and go out from Domremy. God
has chosen you to help the Crown
Prince, and drive the enemlies from
France.” Joan stood aghast, “Burely
you cannot mean me,” she faltered,
I am only a poor girl and know noth-
ing of the court or the war.” But

-

the urging voices did not stop. Aga1u¢
and again they called to her and when |
she was sixteen she could refuse to
listen no longer and startkd out to
help the King *as she had been bid.
The journey was a dangerous one, for
the enemies were trying to capture
this girl who they thought was a
witch. At last she reached the palace. |
The King doubted the powers of Joan |
and to test her he dressed‘in plain|
clothes and .had one of the nobles
take his royal robes. But Joan was
alded by God and she was not to be
decelved. She fell upon her knees be-
fore the real King and kissed his hand,
calling himt the King of France.

i
|

So impressed was the court by this|
performance that they put aside all|
doubts and gave Joan the command |
of the army. Dressed In shimmering |
mail, and with her banner flying be- |
fore her she led the soldlers to the|
fight. She was brave and true, a.nd[
her faith in God never faltered. She‘w
made it possible for the King ot‘
France to be crowned, and all the|
people came flocking to see the young |
girl who had accomplished these won- |
derful things for France. Joan was |
wounded in one of the great battles
in which she participated, and- while

lsho lay ill, she fell into the hands oﬂ‘

the enemy. She was placed in a|
dungeon and put on trial for her life
But still she was not afraid. *“God

{ will protect me,” she said, “I but do |

|
|
|

his will, and I am not afraid.”

The French King for whom she had
done so much was too lazy to come{
to her rescue. Her arnfy deserted her |
and she was left alone during the long |
days of her trial. She was condemned |
to die, and on the thirtieth of May, |
as was the custom in those long ago |
days, she was burned at the stake|
for a witch. Every one present at lhe;
execution repented of the deed, bux‘
too late, Tears rolled down the cheeks |
of all the spectators. One of the sol-|
diers who had helped in the capmre‘
of Joan, cried, ‘“Heaven protect us, we
have burned not a witch but a saint.” |

“Listen to this story in reverence, |
|

my dear children,”
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Toyvys BAND USEFUL RRTICLES
THRT'R BOoY'CRN MBKE.

By FrRANK L SoLRR

INSTRUCTOR, DEP'T OF Manunl TRAmme PosLic SchooLsOr DETROIT

FRONT VIEW

POST Box

ENDVIEW

Use 8a CasinG NAILS

™ \l QA\_T R WELLMAN , XY \ {

writes the artist,

iecurities «

Boutet de Monvel, “for it is in honor

ry | of the peasant girl who is the saint SMALL plant box that can be|by fifteen inches Plane a t} | y § paper rough
. L J ‘ul’ her country, as she was its martyr. put on a post or porch ledge |eighths inch chamfer around tHe top  parts a the ir e of the box§s

to { Her history will teach you that in is often desirable and the one |edges, led- il 3 e dryer well

every' ?;‘le:&?‘ C::[:’(;‘::ryo‘;{:r:zgnbsxLe::,(h:!: shown in the drawing is a good Plane off the bottom of the box so
v | v v 3 e is
i size for this purpose. 1. fit t “ 1 hol

Joan Fell Upon Her Knees Before The | the day when your country shall have e ‘ec‘inp l?mber et it will fit on the bo (\m.%*f-)ard with all cracks holes and

Real King Aud Kissed His Hand. |need of all your courage.” e R $h |00t leaving a crack. | Nail the bex mpleted box two or more

y. It I' —— window box the fact that the ear and’ bottom t her with the same dark green paint. This colof

Mnmhmu.mﬂmdw'm
Find the path-—trace it a soft

C}hildren of Many Lands

E think it is proper and natural
w for, baby to be taken for an

outing "In his pretty white
coach or go-cart, but many a mother
coming from a far off country would
stare at the baby going thus for an
airing as though it were an outlandish
sight. Do you:wonder what children
in other lands do that would seem
queer to us?

The Lapp baby's cradle is his moth-
er’s shoe. It islarge and covered with
animal skin, and the inside is lined
with moss. When his mother goeés
to a party she hangs the shoe on a
tree outside thé'house until she comes
out to taka it home. '

The Httle baby in Guinea has no
cradle. _His' mother buries him in
sand up .t6 his waist, and there he
stays, while she works, safe from
harm and out of mischief's way.

The baby in India takes his airing
in a basket, suspended from his moth-
er's head or hip. In somg parts of
the country the baby has his face cov-
ered with a veil so that he looks much

like his mother.

In China the baby is taken out tied
to the back of his older sister.

The Arab baby is tied in a bag and
strapped onto a camel’s back. He
sometimes gets sea-Sick when he is
taking his bumpety-bumpety airing.

I think the American baby would
prefer his go-cart to thesé methods,
don't you?
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Solution Barnyard M

placed in it is going to be kept wet
should be considered and some wood
used that will not warp readily.

Cypress lumber is very desirable
and not more expensive than other
common lumber, it will stand up well
under constant exposure to molsture
without warping.

For the ends cut two pleces
inches long and plane to seven inches
in width. Draw a center line and
measure four inches on each side on
the bottom edge and four and seven-

eighths inches each side on the top |
points with |

edge. Connect these
pencil lines and saw to line.

Cut two pieces fourteen inches long
for the sldes, reduce to width and
draw center lines. On the bottom
edge measure off six inches each side
of the center line and connect this
point with the corners on the upper
edge. BSaw to line and if necessary
smoothe the ends with a plane. As
these ends are exposed they should be
finished.

Fasten the sides to the ends with
eight penny casing or finishing nails
Set the nails a little way below the
surface with a nail set. Before paint-
ing fill the holes with putty,

Make the bottom which is twelve

ten !

| size nails Screws may be used for
| fastening the parts together if desired
land if long screws are used they will
| hoid the parts better than naliils

i After assembling plane the

i edges of the box and round over the
|

top

suggested other coloriy

s ely any

may be used

be bored in the centel
the box is to be placed
makes no difference where

age is depesi‘ed.

AST Christmas when Old
L Santa brought
| A hoop and jumping rope,
1 thought it was a stupid thing
And sat around to mope

|But since the winter’s gone for

} »

| And spring’s sun flood the skies,

I think that old Kris Kringle is
Not stupid now, but wise.

For long ago I broke my doll
And ate my candy cane,

I've read my books a dozen times
When kept indoors by rain.

A Prolonged Christmas

There’s nothing left but memory
Of all my Christmas tovs,

Excepting for the rope and hoopy
And they hold future joys.

For when I now go out to play:
bet wise Santa knew—
With hoop and rope, I'm nevel

dull
For I've got lots to do.

I jump each day to school
back,
My swift hoop knows no rest,
And 'ma happy child this spri




