urn there is much to be
“The birds” you say. Yes!
right for I am sure the feather-
are “up to their eyes” in work.
d they return there is t“ﬁ t:
Bumt to find the proper materia

‘&eir summer home. Also the

& e place to bring up their new
. in must cause them many
\ thoughts and how perfect

plans must be. .
“Mirst of all to be considered is the
shelter, for their nests will re-
{ to stand against the high vlind”

and heavy rains. :
“"Phen the safety of the spot is so
n t for many & naughty pussy
and dog would molest th ebirds

if they could
" "Wtk all these precautions taken
fito consideration they still have to
e for the days when their young
will start life and learn to fly and
until properly taught they are liable
to have many mishaps. So the dis
tance for a fall must not he too great.
Are these mot very weighty and ser-
jous problems for such little folk to
solve? Yet they manage to do all
{0~ themselves without our advice or
instruction. Therefore, we believe
that God has given them the instinot
to plan their own homes, for seldom
do we find one who has chosen um-
wisely. Though our help may not be
absolutely necessary yet it always
@eems to me we might be very great
to our songsters at this stage
of their work—the nesting time. Try
putting out some yarn, string, small
pleces of cloth or cotton where the
birds are gathered and apparently
gettling and see if they do not readiiy
r up your contributions. These
things are so often found in the mak:
up of their deserted homes that It
proves to us that such lumb>r is most
@ssential to them in their very im-
ptant and clever work. What fun
f8 to watch them gathering their
Bits from here and there apd carrying
such loads to their selected home-
stead. Watch for this very interest-
ing sight kiddies and let us know what
gee and if you were able to help.
‘With heaps of love and best wishes
to all the children,

UNCLE DICK

—————— e -

A Peep Into Uncle
Dick’s Mail

i Bleoomfield Sta., Kings Co, N. B
March 25, 1921

Dear Uncle Dick:-

It is a long time since 1 have writ-
ten to the C. C. and I hope to write
oftener now. 1 have been reading
the Children's Corner every week and
enjoy it very much. 1 see letters
about spring so 1 will tell you what I
have seen and found. [ saw a swal
Jow building a nest under the eve of
our school house. I think it is quite
early for swallows don't you? We
have found Mayflowers, Spring Beau-
tles and Violets, Now, I will tell you
about our pets. I bave a pet cat and
@ dog and a pet deer. The deer will
gome in the house and will eat bread,
cake, potatoes and anything else it
can get; it is awful cute and very
mice. I don't see how any one can have
the heart to shoot one, do you Uncle
Dick? We live on a farm and have a
big stock, we have 35 cows, 2 horses,
4 pigs, 35 hens. Well, I guess 1 will
close for mow, as ever your friend.
Margarite Pierce.

——e s e
Father at Fault.

»« Preddy looked into the rosm, saw
Mother was by herself, and advanc-
ed slowly toward her

“Mogher,” he asked, “wha: would
You do to the one who broke the flow-
‘or pot in the sitting room?”
* Mother looked sternly a:

her off-

A

ing.
" "Freddy.” she sald, “I should give
Wi a sound thrashing.”
i » Preddy backed toward the door
[ » “You had better get your muscle
ap, because father's just brokem ft."
ke returncd

much to worry

the year we all begin to
mer and of course the school folks
long for it more than
even. Hope you do well with
exams,

H. STUART L—My young friend,
It your suggestion was carried out a
great many of the members might
receive a severe shock and possibly a
disappointment, so what's the use of
taking chances when so muoh risks is
involved. Imagination is the best
method in this case I believe, so the
surprise will not be of that nature.
Guess again. The Mayflowers muast
be later in your district than in some
others because they appeared in the
city a fortnight ago. Hope the lit-
tle foxes appear for you mext time.

CLARA I G.—You write very well
and your letter was quite interesting
but you use the little word “saw™ in
the wrong way. Never write or say
“have saw,” it should be “have seemn.”
The trees should be showing signs of
life or of waking up by now and
should’ be quite interesting. Your
poetry was quite pretty and will be
nice for today’'s page, though a little
early to suit the stage of the blos-
soms described.

SHIRLEY H.—You are just in time
to be in our birthday list and we are
very pleased to have you joim our
joily club. Shall hope for a letter
telling all about yourself so that we
may become better acquainted.

LOUISE M. D.—Very giad to have
you among the new friends and you
write a very nice letter too, This is
good weather for playlng ball and It
is good exercise too. I don’t believe
I have seen a coon cat or perhaps I
don’'t know them by that name. Hope
to hear from you again some day,

ALICE MARY C~—A very hearty
welcome to you &s you enter our C.
C. When your letter comes along
telling all about yourself and your
doings, we may feel more friendly.
Don't you think so?

NANOCY L.—Enjoyed your nice !it-
tle letter very much and admired the
pretty paper too. Indeed you are
quite a reader and show signs of be-
coming a story writer, If your ef-
forts are very successful you may be
able to conmtribute to our page as all
the members, | am sure, would enjoy
a story written by one of our own
number. Glad you enjoy the C. C,
80 very much and hope you continue
to be interested.

L. SHERMAN W.=A most cordial
welcome to you on joining our C. C.
Hope to hear from you very soon as
in that way we become better ac-
quainted. Write of yourself, your 'do0-
ings and anything which cnncqh’m your
lite, 4

IDA B~—Is the writing you send
your own? It looks much like a
grown-up person’'s. Yes, it must be
lovely to pick the Mayflowers through
the woods. Those are some of the
privileges which the lttle folks liv-
ing in the country places may enjoy,
and which the city folk miss, So
your neighborhood is fashionable by
having measles too. Perhaps you will
escape altogether as some people do,
you know, Thanks for the good
wishes you send to our C. C.

MARGARITE P —Your letter was
80 interesting that 1 hope to have
it on our page. You can make a let.
ter read well even though you are not
a very good writer. Perhaps you can
try to improve? I quite agree with
yon about the pretty graceful and
gentle deer. It does seem barbar-
ous for anyone to wish to kill such
beautiful creatures. You are very
lucky to have one for a pet. You are
the first to write of finding violets
and it does seem early for them.
Hope for more nice letters,

PR S e SR BN

“No wonder I'm so often referred to
as a mark,” blurted sero.

“What's the answer?” asked
one above,

“What the mercury touches me ev.
ery chance it gets."—Buffalo Expre:s,
e et

Teacher—"What is the highest form
of animal life?”

Little Peter (quickly)—"The
affe!"—Boston Globe.
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The Turkey's Nest.

One day the old turkey hem went
out to find a place to make her nest.
She went a long way, and she took a
long time to find it, but, when at last
she had suited herself, she said,—

“They may go to the East and go to
the t

eat,
Baut they'll never be able to find my
nest;"”

and she felt so proud of herself that
she walked all the way home with her
head in the air,

When she got home to the barn-
yard her friends were talking about
her, There was the Gray Goose and
the White Duck and the Brown Hen,
anc when they saw her coming, they
called, “Where in the world did you
make your nest?”

“Guess,” said the turkey hen, and
then they were puzzled.

“Well,” said the Gray Goose at
last, “when 1 go to make my nest I
always try to get mear the water,
for there’s nothing so good for my
health—so I'll guess the goose pond.”

“Right,” cried the Duck, “I'll quite

agree. The pond is just the place’ for
a family.”
“The idea,” said the Brown Hen,
chuckling to herself, “why what could
be healthier than hay, or straw! I'll
guess the haystack.”

But though they did their very best
They mever could guess where she'd
made her nest.

The turkey hen grew prouder and
prouder, and she walked about the
barnyard like a queen. One day the
cook ssw her, and said to the chil-
dren, “Certain and sure that old tur-
key hen has made hersef a nest
somewhere."”

“Then I'll find it,” said Cousin Pen,
who had come to pay a visit on the
farm.

“Then I'll find it,”
Fred.

cried Brother
“She can't hide a nest from

me,
“Then Y'll find it,” said little Ben.
ﬁnd they all started out to look for

Cousin Pen went down in the hol
low and looked in the grasses, and
leaves, and looked in the stumps and
hollow trees,

But though she did her very best
8he couldn’t find the turkey’s nest.

Brother Fred went up on the hil
to the gin-house, and down in the cot
ton field, and round by the goose pond
where he found the Gray Goose and
the White Duck taking a swim,

But though he did his very best
He couldn't find the turkey's nest,

Little Ben began at home to look.
He looked under the house and be-
hind the' wood-pile, and in the barn,
and out by the haystack; and while
he was tipping about out there he
frightened the Brown Hen from her
nest, and she quarreled half the day
about it,

But though he did his very best,
He oouldn’t find the turkey’'s nest,

Then Mama said she must go and
look, so she put on her bomnet and
went to the wood-lot, and sat down
under a trée just as quiet as she could
be. By and by the turkey hen came
along, She saw Mama and Mama
saw her, but neither of them said a
word, The turkey hen walked round
and round in the wood-lot just as it
she wasn't thinking about anything,
but at last she went through the big
gate into the road.

Then Mama got up and followed her,
just as still as a mouse, and the tur
key hen

Went up the hill and down the hill,

And through the fields and by the mill,

And down across the meadow brook,

By many & turn and many a rook.

She went to the East and she went to
the West,

But she pever went mear her hidden
nest.

“I'll give up,” sald Mama, and the
old turkey benm was prouder than
ever,

Then Papa said that he must try;
and early one morning before the
children were awake he got up and
started out to find the turkey's nest,

“He'll find it it anybody can,” said

t they went
down the lane to meet him, and when
he saw them coming he called out——

“l declare I've dome my very best,
But- I ean’t find thet turkey's pest.”

And the turkey hem grew

Once upon a ttme a motherbird and
fatherdird built a pest in a tree.

It was @ of straw and leaves
and all sorts of wonderful things, and
even had lace trimmings on it.

Soon after the nest was finished,

and then she fatherdird thought
of mnothing but keeping those eggs
safe and warm.

Motherdird sat upon them day and
night; and evem when fatherdbird
would say, “You really must fly about
a little and let me take care of the
eggs,” she did not like to leave them.
After a while two little birds came
ou' of the shells,—which was just
what she had been hoping for all the
long time. The babybirds were both
80 weak and small that they could
do nothing at all for themselves but
open their mouths very wide and call
“Peep, peep! mother dear, peep!” Mo-
therbird and fatherbird were busy all
day getting them something to eat.
By and by, they began to grow; and
then they had soft feather clothes to
wear, which are the best clothes in
the world for baby-birds.

Mother-bird ‘sald to them one day:
“You are almost ready to learn to
fiy”; ‘and then they felt very large.
That game day, mother-bird and fa-
therbind flew away together to get
something for dinner; and while they
were gone the little birds heard a very
queer noise which seemed to come
from a gond mear their tree. This is
the way it sounded: “Kerchunk! Ker-
chunk!”

“Oh! whaet oan it be?”’ said the sis.
terdbird,

“I'll peep over the side of the nest
and see,” said her brother.

But whenm he put his head out he
could see nothing, although he heard
the sound wery plainly: “Kerchunk!
Kerchunk!” Thén he leaned out a
little farther and a little farther, till
his head was diszy. ‘“Peep, peep!
You'll fall!” eried the sisterdbird; and,
sure enough, she had scarcely said it
before he tumbled out of the nest,
down, down to thé ground!

He was not hurt, but oh, how fright.
ened he was! Zeep' peep! mother
dear, peep!” he ¥ried. ¢

“Peep!” coried the stster-bird up in
the nest; but theimother and father
were too far away to hear their calls,
The brother-bird hopped about on
tho ground and looked eround him
He was mear the pond now, and the
sound was very loud: “Kerchunk! Ker.
chunk! Kerchunk!”

“Peep, peep, peep!™ ealled the bir
die; and in a moment up hopped a dig
frog.

This was an old school-teacher frog,
and he had been teaching all the lit-
tle frogs to sing.

He hopped right up to the brother.
bird. “Kerchunk! Kerchunk!™ said
he. “How can I teach my frogs to
sing when you are making such a
noise?”

“Peep, peep! I want my mama,”
said the baby-bird,

Then the dig frog saw how young
the birdie was, and he was sorry for
him, “Come with me,” he saild, “and
I will teach you to sing.”

But the daby-bird only eried louder
than ever at this, and a motherdove,
who was singing her babies to sleep
in a neighboring tree, flew down to
see what could b8 the matter,

“I can't begin to get my children to

frog; but when she saw the little

the notlorﬂn‘l-gm two eggs in it | faw

sleep in all this fuss,” she said to the{p

Out of The Nest. |,

:l.r:ﬂc via!ultu sorry as the frog}

“Poor, dear baby," she cried; “I will
fly right off and find your mama for
you.” So she told her children to be
good and quiet, and then away she
Before long she met the father and
mother and they all came back In a
great hurry. >
Then they tried to get the baby-
bird into the nest againm.

_“He’s entirely too young to be out

he must get In again at once.”
“Spread your wings end fly as I
do,” said the fatherdbird.

So the baby-bird spread his wings
and tried to fly; but try as he would
he could not reach the mnest in the
tree, %
“Put him into my school and I wiil
teach him to swim,” sald the frog;
“that is better than flying, and a
great deal easier to learn, I am sure."
This was so kind in the frog that
the motherbird thanked him; but she
said that she had to be very careful
with her children, and that she was
afraid the water might give the little
bird a cold.

While they were talking they heard
somebody coming along, whistling the
jolliest tune! ¥

“Dear me! Dear me!" cried the
birds. “There comes a boy!"

“He's apt to have stones in his poc-
ket.” said the frog.

“He will carry my darling off and
put him in a cage! Oh, fly! fly!” beg
ged the mother-bird. But before the
baby-bird even had time to say
“peep!” the boy came in sight.

Then the fatherbird flew over the
dboy's head and the motherdbird down
in front of him. The frog croaked
and the dove cooed, but none of them
could hide the lttle bird from him,
“If you hurt him I'll peck your eyes
out!” cried the poor mother, - who
hardly knew what she was saying;
but the boy picked the little dbird up,
just as if he did not hear her.
“Oh! what shall I do!” eried the
motherdind.

Then the boy looked at her and at
the babydird and up inm ~ther
where the nest was.

“Coo, coo, coo! I think T know what
he’s going to do,” said the dove,
“These’s mo telling,” croaked the
frog; and they all watched and wond-
ered while the boy put the bird in
his pocket and began to climb the
tree,

He swung. himself from branch to
branch, climbing higher all the time,
until at last he reached the pretty nest
where the sisterdird waited for her
mama to come home.

Motherdird and fatherdird flew to
the top of the tree to watch the boy.

“Suppose he should take her too,”
said the motherbird. But what do
you think he did?—Yes, indeed! He
put the brotherbird back in the nest,
as well as the mother-bird could have
done it herself,

“Thank you! Thank you!" sang the
mother and father, as the boy scram-
bled down again.

“Peep, peep! Thank you!™ called
the little birds from the nest.

“0o0, coo! I knew,” cried the dove.

“Kerchunk! Kerchunk! I should
like to have him tn my school,” said
the frog as he hppped away to his

ond.
And that is the end of my story,

troe |

accident? !
y should phi
climbers?

‘

use?
: 3—A Provert,

NIGHT,

GIRL,

of the mest” cried his mother, “and|B!

Fill in the missing letters to form

letters in order will form a well
known: proverb.  What, is it?

4—Hidden Cities.

<) - B

-~ B—D

- N—0

—0—B

L -—T—P
~R—N

-~ A—~8

In the first and third columns of
the above you can fill in the names of
two large cities, and at the same time
form seven words of four letters each
meaning as follows: A broad smile;
at the top of; toward and in; a grain;
part of an apple; to take notice of; a
system. of signals. . The order of the
definition does mot correspond with
the order in the puzsle. What are
the two cities?

ANSWERS TO PUZZILES.
1—Bird Puzzle,

1, Humming Bird; 2, Swallows; 3,
Duck; 4, Goose; 6, Crow; 6, Kingfish-
er: 7, Turkey; 8, Whippoorwill; 9,
Meadow-lark; 10, Canary.

2—Riddles. ~
1. Our clothes when we retire,
3. He is never without a s(cent.)
3. A shirt was badly 4
4. They have many mounts in their
‘business,
5. Arc lights,

SVHLL i, bu¥ she HATE you
a p rl, sl

aND your SWHLL brother, !0::
WELL THAT ENDS WHLL,

4—Hidden Gitles

Code, Heed, Into, Core, Atop, Grin,
Oats—Chicago and ‘Detroit.
e e e et
THE FROGGIES' DANC

“A dance before one's_ food is fine,”
Said Phill and Freddy Frog.

“So come on, Kinko, get in line,
And let us gaily jog!”

“But,” Kinko sald, “your hands are
oold,

1]
And make me feel quite chilled;
I capnot longer keep my hold,
With shivers I am filled!”

“Poor Kinko!" sald the kindly Fred,
“You do not understand!

My heart is warm,” he further said,
“Though cold may be my hand!"

Kinko returned, “That may be
But still you must agree A ,

That I am cold, for don't you know:
That shivers run down me!”

CAW! CAW! CAW! CAW!

Not long age The Companiom pub-|
lished a little Mst of the words that
some ingenious listeners have fitted
to the songs of birds. It did not in-
clude any of the well-known instances
in which poets have attempted to ren-
der or approximaete bird mnotes. But
not all such attempts occur in poems
especially devated to birds; they may
be incld 1. “In the Diary
of Margot Asquith, which is printed
in the Metropolitan Magazine, that
lively lady y! s ch

THE CONFIDENCE OF TWO ROBINS.

As an le of the
that hirds sometimes have in a man
is fllustrated by the story im Bird-Lore
of a pair'of robins that built their
nest on the under side of an oll-tank
car, The mother bird laid six eggs
before the car was filled with oil and
ready to start out on the road,
The foreman, not without some mts-
givings, removed the mnest while the

janecdote of Tennyson, which, bowever
amusing, scarcely adds to our esti-

|switch engine took away the car and
shunted another tank car as near as

mate of the h of
either the poet’s mood or metre,

Her friend, Lionel Temnyson, had
asked her—she was then very young—
what she should Mke him to give her
for a birthday present. -

“It you want to give me pleasure,”
she replied without hesitation, “take
me down to your father's country
house for a Saturday to Monday."

ible to the same place, He care-
tully set the nest back again in the
same relative position on tke new oar,
and the birds returmed at once, That
oar, .too, left the yards, and a third
car, to which the men had transferred
the mest, was also billed to go,
foremah was puzslted, for the nest
had four halt-grown birds,
A happy thought canie to him

e

SOME APRIL DAY
S(mob“y when Aprili eun shimes

And spring's reborn agaim,
And flowers lift their drooping heads
Still wet with frosty rain,

Some April day let's run afar

And leave all cares behind;
Forget. all troubles, worries, glooms—
And to dark skies be bilind,

Let's look for naught but April’s joy
And beauty where it grows,

And we will find the msytic wbod
That only Hif-land knows.

The wood where streamiets sing. their
SONg, i ¢
Where willows play thely tunes,

Where feathered lovers. bill and coo
Beneath warm April moona,

:sh'ho woods that hoM but peace and

otographers - be '
. What kind of lights did Noab|

1¢——~ KD ON MARY LAST|

the sentence correctly and the missing|’

‘address, Glassville, N: B.

G. Ronal 1,°Md. Sackville.
Ida M. Patterson, Grey’s Mills,
Christine Mercer, City, :
Allen Norris, City.

Marion Carvell, Fairville, "

Burton Sack:

Kipg, ville,
Emmaline Hall, Jordan Mt

New Members.

Again we have some mew friepds
joiuing our jolly Children’s' Corner ang
to them we extend a very generous
welcome. There is room for al' and
the more the merrier. Any of the new
friends would, I am sure, enjoy get-
ticg a letter from some member who
hag already joined the C..C. and would
certainly answer such courtesy with
a return letter. In this way ac.
quaintances may be made, friendships
formed and a correspondent found all
of which helps to make the bond bo-
tween young folks stronger and their
lives pleasanter. Our recent new mem-
bers are:

Vera E. McDougall, age eleven
years, address, Lockstead, N. B, -

Edith Pauline Pomeroy, age uiny
{;ll‘l. address St, Stephen, P. 0. Bo:

X

Marjorie B. Lamont, age nine years,
address, Glassiylle, N. B, !

George Burpee Friars, dge ‘el4ven
gl;. address, Waterford, Kings Co,,

.Bhlrlcy Haines age blwﬁ ‘years, ad-.
dress, Ideal Grocery, Digby, N, 8.
pulge M. De age ten years,

L. Sherman Whits,
address; Burtt's Oﬂng.

eleven years,
3 N ' % "
Alice 'Mary Coates, &

age ten yea

address, Havelock, Kings Co., N. B.

B

.
INDOOR MAGIC.

Magician's Maxim: The best trick
loses half its effect when you repeat
it. :

How to Knock a Tumbler Through a
Table.

This trick will arouse an immense
amount of curiosity and surprise. But
remember—never repeat it!

Sit on a chair behind a tabdle, keep-
ing your audiemce in front. Place
an ordinary tumbler upside down on
the table Cover the tumbler with
a newspaper and press the paper
down around the glass s0 that It
takes the form of the ghass.

Then draw the paper to the edge
of the table, let the tumbler drop
into your lap, quickly returning the
poper to the center of the table. The
stifftness of  the paper will preserve

_fthe forni of the tumbler.

Hold the paper form with oneé hand
and with the other strike it a heavy
plow. At the same instant et the
tumbler roll easily from your Ilap onto
the floor. It looks like you have posi-
tively kmocked the tumbler
the table,

Smooth out the paper

any-
jone can examine it, ' Once in enoug

for this trick.
——— et
SNOW N SUMMER.

A snow storm in the Summier; \
Sounds very strange, I know-—
But Jack and I both saw one
A little time. ago! "

o-vt“ hi::' SUbhy-
upon the grase,
And watched Mu'up above us,
‘The baby cloudlets pass. 1

The birds were singing caro!
The flowers were bright nla"nn
And darling yellow butterflies
Flew round, as it in play.

For
slong with
My Nam:

by sending in his or her name, address, -

pour letter to Uncle Dick,
i ~aqm‘nhtof%tln

x
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