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For today's list are the following: 
Shirley Haines, Dlgby, N. S.
Greta Holmes, Doektown.

S. A •o; fi"
«. What
6. :iEATn work

man? . _
7. What bird Is a country In He-
I.

Demand for Éeèé, V 

ton and Pork Cm 

Quiet-

rjbind^ÆÆry^
hared?

9. Picnic held In a meadow?
I». Group of Mandat

L What do we all put o« tol to
morrow? '

it. Why should one who sells per 
fume always hare money?
r Hdre you heard of the terrible 

laundry accident?
A Why should photographers be 

good cumbers?
6. What kind at lights did Noah 

use? /

Fred Manser, Ashmore, N. A\

tClara Sehotleld, Aronmore. 
Marguerite Oarteton, Bunas 
Linda Keith. Lower Bldge. 
Winifred Harper, y 
Alice Hall, City.
Ferae Anderson, DeenrUla.
Nation Cynthia Shorter, Cupid.

Ronald C. Smith, FtorenceriUe. 
Chellis Gaines, Aroostook.
G«rge Gilbert, City.
Florence MeBay, Greenwich Hill. 
Dorothy Lane, City.
Della McCleary, Tracy Bta. 
Katherine McMorray, Fredericton. 
Ruth A Trafton, Bdmuneton.
Dora Rubin, City.
Lillian MoCasklll,

rlUe.

PRICES FO* STOC 
LOW AT P

bird she waa just es sorry as the fro* 
had been.

"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

Greet Consumption 
ed to "Encoufegi

tion.
flew. though thiI It looks M

would hate “> 6
Before long she met the father and

mother and they all came back In a _ __ , AO_
TMy tried to get tbe baby-
bird tito the nest égala GIRL, BÜ — SHE

“He’s entirely too young to be out TOP A —- —- 
of tbe nest," cried his motiher, "and B®G™®R- 
be must get in again at once." nil In tbe missing letters to form

"Spread your wings and fly ns I the aentemmcorrectly and the missing
a°So The hebyhlrl'epresd hie wings known prorerb. What, la It? 
and tried to fly; but try as he would 
he could not reach the neet In the

Riley Brook. 
Robert Gerish, QusrryviUe.
Roberta Bailey, City.
Herbert Bailey, City.
O. Ronald Campbell, Md. SaekrUle. 
Ida M. Patterson, Grey’s Mills. 
Christine Mercer, City.
Allen Norris, City.
Marion Cnrrell, Falrrille.
Burton King. Sackrille.
Bmmallne Hall, Jordan ML

brothers of thh dâtit wdri 
on a campaign tor Increase 
tion If they wish to revive 
their product. * '
Canadian statistics tdr last 
ed a falling off Inholdlnl 
and killer cattle, yet <1 
tlvues quiet* despite the 
time In prices.

8
YOUR------

Both Abu

4—Hidden Cities.
------O — E

— B — D 
— N — O 
— O — E 
— T — P 
— R — N 
— A — S 

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

;tree. x
"Put him Into my school and I will 

teach him to swim," said the frog;
"that la better than flying, and a 
great deal easier to learn, I am sure."

This was so kind in the frog that 
the mother-bird 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
Sï ŷune°mlng 1,0ng' WW,t"“* th6 « “• tap" ; ^ ..JT??. £&

’’tor met' tor me!" cried tbe «* « “> «* j »
birds. "There cornea a boy!" deSKon* doM*'not 1«,rreI»^d6t«Sh

“He’e apt to hare stones In his poc- f. ° Ulï°L2i« "'wi!1., .'.Ï
ket." said tbe frog. “• Whet ere

“He will carry my darling off and “e tw0 clue,? 
put him in a cage* Oh, fly! fly!" beg
ged the mother-bird. But before the 
baby-bird even had time to 
"peep!" the boy came in sight.

Priera Going Lev
tolefl tL tW»n * 

discussing the “**?* 
price situation the other 
come to ne other, WW 
thnti prices wUl -go l»”6' 
mediate tutors, J«‘ will 
Improve before grate oe 

vary largely In

New Members < v

Again we have some new friends 
Joining our Jolly Children's Corner anu
to them we extend a very generous
welcome. There Is room for all and 
the more the merrier. Any of the new 
friends would, I am sure, enjoy get
ting a letter from some member who 
has already joined the C. C. and would 
certainly answer such courtesy with 
a return letter, 
qualntaaces may be made, friendship* 
formed and a correspondent found all 
of which helps to make the bond be
tween young folks stronger and thoir 
lives pleasanter. Our recent new mem
bers are:

Vera E. McDougall, age eleven 
years, address, Lotikstead, N. B.

Edith Pauline Pomeroy, age 
years, address 8t. Stéphen, P. O.

bill on the farms.

ssEftssa
purchasing normal auppl 
but that wltto a few mo 
tuai ShWtoge of cattle on 
ent togatMer with. <tom»e< 
will roanU to bigher prlt 
grade, of cattle on tbe b

Home

In this way sc-

1
ANSWER» TO PUZZLES.

1—Bird Punie.
.... .. !• Humming Bird; A Swallow,; 3,Then the father-bird new over the 4 noose* 6 Crow* fi Kiiwfleh.

and the dove cooed, but none of them *
could hide the little bird from him.

"If you hurt him TO peck your eyes 
out!" cried the poor mother, who 
hardly knew what she was saying; 
but the boy picked the little bird up,
Just as if he did not hear her.

"Oh! what shall I do!" eried the business, 
mother-bird.

Then the boy looked at her and at 
the? baby-bird and up Iff the tree 
where the nest was.

"Coo, coo. coo! I think I know whet 
he’s going to do,” said the dove.

"There's no 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.

Need Bigger

much as an increased he

terminai pg r$t%li prj^ 
Of cotwea ^e pon in a campaign for « 

1 sumption,of beef would t 
1 of lower prlcefa hut at 
w producers? ooul4

claims in favor of the « 
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Is a luxury before the os 
can get back to normal ai 
couragement for the man 
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World's Supply <

Net only in the cam 
North America is there 
of supply as compared 

The- world
live stock for butcher 
short, and yet consumer 
lug themselves, of àre 
ed of a sufficient auppl) 
dition can only, lead fr 
worse if It Cqfftlùties, ai 
time that increased pei 
sumption, of jn'ekts bé ent 
a view to increasing I 
live stock, and rice ven
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Bine
Box

11.
Marjorie B. Lament, age nine years, 

address, Olasslvlle, N. B.
George Burpee Friars, age el-wren 

years, address, Waterford, Kings 
N. B.

Shirley Haines age eleven years, ad
dress, Ideal Grocery, Dlgby, N. 8.

Louise M. Derrah, age ten years, 
address, OUsevllle, N. B.

L. Sherman White, age eleven years, 
address; Bunt's Corner, N. B. , .

Alice Mary Coates, age ten years, 
address, Havelock, Kings Co., N. B.

2—Riddles.
1. Our clothes when we retire.
2. He Is never without a e(cent.) Co.,
3. A shirt was badly mangled.
4. They have many mounts In their 46. Arc lights.

*-A PimflWb.
I cALLed on Mary last night She’s 

a SWELL girl. bnT she HATS’# you 
aND your SWELL brother. AlA.’s 
WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

INDOOR MAGIC.4—Hidden Gltlee
Code, Heed, Into, Core, Ato* Grin,

He swung himself from branch to Oats—Chicago and Detroit, 
branch, climbing higher all the time, 
until at last he reached the pretty neat 
where the slsterblrd waited for her

n<.w "A d.nce before ora'* food 1, fine.’’MotberAIrd and fetherWrt Hew to g,ld and Freddy Frog,
the top of the tree to watch the hoy Kinko, get in line.

“Suppose he should take her too,” t tiv ’
said the mother-bird. But what do And 161 W *B1,y y>s' 
you think he did?—Yes, indeed! He MnUi » Ktnirn «m **»>,• k,.A. . put the brotherbtrd back tn the neit, ^ut> *™k0 *ld’ h*nds are
« » the mother-blrd conld here And”tke me feel «otto chnied;

"rhanÎTou?'Thank yon?- ran, the 1 ‘̂.hTr^^Tm tlto- 
mother and father, ee the boy scram- w,u* Mrm 1 “ nlled!,
”'"PetrpeeT Thank you!" rail* “rar^od^17 ^
the little birds from the nest. Mvh2Lrt ia warm » —m

“Coo, coo! 1 knew." cried the dore.
"Kerchunk! Kerchunk! I «hould ^ho»«» »‘d may be my hand!" 

like to hare him In my school,’’ raid K|1 „
the frog a. h. hOUpM away to hi. “ »-

And that U the end of my atory. ^.““rJraSS'mor' ^

Magician'» Maxim; The beet trick 
lose, half It» effect when yon repent

iILTHE FROGGIES’ DANCE.
- consumers.Hew te Knock a Tumbler Through a 

Table.
Thi» trick will arouse an Immense 

amount of curiosity and surprise. But 
remember—nerer repeat Itl 

Bit on a chair behind a table, keep
ing your audience In front, 
an ordinary tumbler upside down on 
the tabl e 
a newspaper and press the paper 
down around the glass so that It 
takes the form of the g la»».

Then draw the 
of the table, let 
Into yonr lap, quickly returning the 
paper to the center of the tatta. The

Place

ICover the tumbler with.

}paper to the edge 
the tumbler drop ORCtUMO WIRE I

The loss of live stock 
be reduced by grquhdim

•it SraK'Œ®
^ small yards where cat 

ed, at every doraer. , 
are connected Wtth a l 
should be*a groUndfng 
post from the" buildiin 
ground rod from the b 
connected with the fe 
ground wires are allow 
a few inches above the 
are prevented la the vl 
by the points off .a be 
fence groundings shou 
of the same material 
wires—George F. L*wis 
Marshall, Ontario.

stiffness of the paper will preserve 
the torn* of the tumbler.

Hold the paper term with one hand 
and with the other strike It a heavy 
blow. At the same Instant let the 
tumbler roll easily from your lap onto 
the floor. It looks like you have posi
tively knocked the tumbler through 
the table.

Smooth out the paper 
one can examine it. Once is enough 
tor this trick.

b
SOME APRIL PAY 

Some day whra April 
bright

And spring* reborn agshfc.

uhlans

any.
And flowers lift thoir drooping brada

Still wet with frosty ram.

Boms April day ksfs ten star 
And «rare all cans behind: •NOW IN SUMMER.

yForget nil troubles, worries, glooms— A snow storm tn tbe'Summer,
Bounds very strange, I know— 

Bat Jack and I both raw ora 
A little Urns ago!

Oat ht the tunny m endow..
We lay upon t|ie grass.

And watched far up shore us.
The baby cloudlets pass, ■

The birds were singing enrols.
The flowers wen bright and gay. 

And darling yellow butterflies 
Flow round, a» If in play..

And then the tittle broones 
That wander to sad fro,

Just shook oar big old 
And eorsrad ns with 
—Brat by Clara Iran* Ooetot* Feb-

And to dark sktra he Mind,

Let’s look tor naught hut April* Joy 
And beauty where tt grown.

And we will find the meytle wood 
-land known.That only

The wood where eti late stag their
song.

Where wUlowe play their taras. 
Where feathered lorers bill and coo : itlBeneath warm April moons

" TThe woods that hold bet pence and 
Joy.

Where beauty bolds ME sway 
In April—nature's ptoato time—

Let* go.
CfhBo. » Be

% m f » anpeer tree 
enow! ■-WS

April day!

CorneHOW TO BECOME A MEMBER
OF THE CHILDREN'S CORNER TOO - >y4’

VAar boy or girl under sixteen years of 
by emSng in hh or her

RM v'mey fain
HJffBB and age.
the coupon printed below wffl be found 

*nd may be filled out and mailed 
along with year letter to Uncle Dick, can of The Standard. 

1 w«h to become a member of the Cbildzen'e Comer.
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Kindly Deeds Make Happy Lives
1

IIAnswers To LettersWeekly Oat
t

buna a—Enjoyed 
yog agate sad sorry
bered

lent KWlra; hearing from 
you were nam

es» the meule folk. Nerer 
mind they are good things to be 
through with sad erea If the oblckea- 
poi dora come your way It won’t be 
touch to worry oeer. Thle time of 
the year we ell begin to long tor ram
mer sod of courue the school folks 
long for it more than other people 
eren. Hope you do well with your

SfrAre yve eakaiffg tiern BeeeUful 
pria* dsjreT Do they sot make you 
wi like MV, like tfct frloky l«nt« 
id tike pit—tmif tor tke good old 
aueer time? Not long ego we were 
tatting nbout the beuse-tieealng time 
■ _ _ - nad in our mor-

TkoBe ere ««rely busy dnye for 
makers» fermera and gardeuere, 

while these folks have their rush 
*, can you think of another 
that are espoclally busy Just 
The folks who go abroad and

_____during our frosty weather and
when they return there is much to be 

? "The birds.*’ you say. Yes! 
___Is right for I am sure the feather
ed folk are "up to their eyes’’ in work. 
When they return there is such a 

to And the proper material to 
Also the

CHÜÆÜCÛKÜBBm h

fi
Sf H. STUART L.-My young flriead, 

it your suggestion was carried out a 
great many of the members might 
receive a severe shock and possibly e 
disappointment, so what’s the use of 
taking chances when so much 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 must 
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 next time.

Out of The Nest.The Turkey’s Nest
build their summer home, 
ml table place to bring up their new 
laaailiee in mast cause them many 
mutions thoughts and how perfect 
those plans must be.

First of all to be considered is the 
right shelter, for their nests will re
quire to stand against the high winds, 
and heavy rains.

Then the safety of the spot is so 
Important for many a naughty pussy 
cat and dog would molest th ebirdk 
home it they could
' With all these precautions taken 
into consideration they still have to 
arrange 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 be too great. 
Are these not very weighty and ser
ious problems for such little folk to 
solve?
to.* themselves without our advice or 
instruction. Therefore, we believe 
tbgv God has given them the instinct 
to plan their own homes, for seldom 
do we find one who has chosen un
wisely. Though our help may not be 
absolutely necessary yet it always 
seems to me we might be very great 
helpers to our songsters at this stage 
of their work—the nesting time. Try 
putting out some yarn, string, small 
pieces of cloth or cotton where the 
birds are gathered and apparently 
settling and see if they do not readity 
gather up your contributions. These 
things are so often found in the mak.* 
up of their deserted homes that it 
proves to us that such lumbîr is most 

tial to them tn their very im- 
What fun

Once upon a time a motherbird and 
tRther-blrd built a nest in a tree.

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

Soon after the nest was finished, 
the mother-bird put two eggs In it, 
and then she and father-bird thought 
of nothing but keeping those eggs 
■ate and warm.

MotherGlrd eat upon them day and 
night; and even when fatherbird 
would any, "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 
ouv- of the shells,-—which was just 
what she had been hoping for all the 
long time. The baby-birds were both 
so weak and small that they could 
do nothing at all for themselves but 
open their mouths very’ wide and call 
"Peep, peup! mother dear, peep!" Mo- 
ther-bird and (Rther-bird 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 said to them one day; 
"You are almost ready to learn to 
fly"; and then they felt very large.

That game day, mother-bird and fa
ther-bird flew sway together to get 
something for dinner; and while they 
were gone the little birds heard a very 
queer nolee which seemed to come 
from a pond near their tree. This is 
the way tt sounded: “Kerchunk! Ker
chunk!"

“Oh! what can it be?" said the sis
ter-bird.

"TO peep over the side of the nest 
and see,” said her brother.

But when he put his head out he 
could see nothing, although he heard 
the sound very plainly : "Kerchunk! 
Kerchunk!" Then he leaned out a 
little farther and ,a little farther, till 
his head was dissy. ’Teep, peep! 
You’ll fail!" cried the sister-bird; and. 
sure enough, she had scarcely said It 
before he tumbled out of the nest, 
down, down to the ground!

He was not b 
ened he was! *Tepp, peep! mother 
dear, peep!" he dried.

"Peep!" cried the sister-bird up In 
the neet; but the - mother and father 
were too far away to bear their calls.

The brother-bird hopped about on 
the ground and looked around him. 
He was near the pood now. and the 
sound was very loud: "Kerchuhk! Ker
chunk! Kerchunk!"

"Peep, peep, peep!" called the bir
die; and in a moment up hopped a big

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

CLARA I. G.—You write vary 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 seen." 
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 he 
nice for today’s page, though a little 
early to suit the stage of the blos
soms described.

"They may go to the East and go to 
the West,

But they'll never be able to And my
nest;"

aid ehe felt so proud of herself that 
she walked all the way h 
head in the air.

When she got home to the barn
yard her friends were talking about 
her. There waa the Gray Goose and 
the White Duck and the Brown Hen, 
and when they saw her coming, they 
called, "Where in the world did you 
nuke your nest?"

"Guess," said the turkey hen, and 
then they were putxled.

"Well," said the Gray Goose at 
last, “when 1 go to make my nest 1 
always try to get near tbe 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! 1*11 
guess the haystack.”

But though they did their very best 
They never could guess where she’d 

made her neet.

with her

SHIRLEY H.—You are Just in time 
to be in our birthday list and we are 
very pleased to have you Join our 
Jolly club, 
telling all about yourself so that we 
may become better acquainted.

Yet they manage to do all
Shall hope for a letter

LOUISE M. D.—Very glad to have 
you among the new friends and you 
write a very nice letter too. This !s 
good weather for playing 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 as you enter our C.

When your letter comes along 
telling all about yourself and your 
doings, we may feel more friendly. 
Don’t you think so?

C.

nt and clever work, 
to watch them gathering their 

bits from here and there and carrying 
such loads to their selected home
stead. Watch for this very interest- 
lie sight kiddies and let us know what 
you see and if you were able to help.

With heaps of love and best wishes 
to all the children,

S'? The turkey hen grew prouder and 
prouder, and she walked about the 
barnyard like a queen. One day the 
cook eew her, and said to the chil
dren, “Certain and sure that old tur
key hen has made herself 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." cried Brother 
Fred. "She can’t hide a nest from 
me."

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

UNCLE DUCK.

A Peep Into Uncle 
Dick’s Mail "Then I’ll find It," said little Ben. 

And they all started out to look forL. SHERMAN W.—A most cofditi 
welcome to you on Joining our C. C. 
Hope to hear from you very soon is 
in that way we become better ac
quainted. Write of yourself, your do
ings and anything which concqhis your
lift. T

it.
Cousin Pen went down in the hol

low and looked in the grasses, and 
leaves, and looked in the stumps and 
hollow trees.

Bloomfield Sta., Kings Co., X. B.
March 26. 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 
about spring so 1 will tell you what I 
have seen and found. I saw a swal
low building a nest under the eve of 
our school house. I think it Is quite 
early for swallows don’t you? Wo 
have found Mayflowers, Spring Beau
ties and Violets. Now, I will tell you 
about our pets. I have a pet cat and 
a dog and a pet deer The deer will 
come in the house and will eat bread, 
cake, potatoes and anything else it 
can get; it is awful cute and 
nice. I don't see how any one can have 
tile heart to shoot one. do you Uncle 
Dick? We live ojj a farm and have a 
big stock, we have 35 cows, 2 horses, 
4 pigs. 35 hens. Well, I guese I will 
close for now, as ever yonr friend.

Margarite Pierce.

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

Brother Fred went up on the Mil 
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 tbe turkey’s neet.

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 hayvtack; and while 
he was tipping about out there he 
frightened the Brown Hen from her 
neet. and she quarreled half the day 
about it.

IDA B.—Is the writing you send 
your own? It looks much like a 
grown-up person's. Yes, It muet be 
lovely to pick the Mayflowers through 
the woods. Those are some of the 
privileges which the little folks liv
ing in tbe 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.

see letters
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," 
•aid the baby-bird.

Then the big frog saw how young 
the birdie was. and he was sorry for 
him. ''Come with me," he said, “and 
I will teach you to aing."

But the baby-bird only cried loader 
than ever at this, end s mother-dove, 
who was singing her babies to sleep 
In s neighboring tree, flew down to 
see wbet could bd the matter.

"I can’t begin to get my children to 
sleep in all this fuse," she said to the 
frog; but when she saw the little

MARGARITE P—Yonr letter was 
so 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 
you 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.

But though he did hie very beat,
He couldn’t find the turkey’s neet.

Then Mama said she must go and 
look, so she put on her bonnet and 
went to the wood-lot, and eat down 
under a tree Just as qnlet 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 
aud round In the wood-lot Just as it 

't thinking about anything, 
but at last she went through the big 
gate into the road.

Then Means got up and followed her. 
Just as still as a mouse, and the tur
key hen

Went up tke hill and down the hill. 
And through the fields and by the mill. 
And down across tbe meadow brook. 
By many a turn and many a rook.
She went to the East end she went to 

the West,
But she nerer went neer her hidden

Father at Fault.
. Freddy looked Into the ror»m. saw 
mother was by herself, and advanc
ed Slowly toward her.

“Mqther.” he asked, "wha: would 
you do to the one who broke the flow
er pot in the sitting room?”
’ Mother looked sternly at her off- 
fcpring.
*, "Freddy." she said. “1 should give 
him a sound thrashing.”
E Freddy backed toward the door 
- "You had better get your muscle 

because father's Just broken It." 
returned

THE CONFIDENCE OF TWO ROBINSCAW! CAW! CAW I CAW l"No wonder Tm so often referred to 
mark," blurted sero.

"What’s the answer?" asked the 
one above.

"What the mercury touches ma ev
ery chance It gets."—Buffalo Express.

Not long ago Tbe Companion pub
lished a little Met of the words that 
some ingenious listeners have fitted 
to the eongs of birds. It did not in
clude any of the well-known instances 
in which poets have attempted to ren
der or approximate bird notes. But 
not all such attempts occur in poems 
especially devoted to birds; they may 
be incidental. In the Intimate Diary 
of Margot Asquith, which la printed 
in the Metropolitan Magazine, that 
lively lady relates a characteristic 
anecdote of Tennyson, which, however 
amusing, scarcely adds to our esti
mate of the harmonious sweetness of 
either the poet’s mood or metre.

Her friend, Lionel T

As an example of the confidence 
that birds sometimes have tn a man 
is illustrated oy tbe story in Bird-Lore 
of s pair ' of robins that built their 
nest on the under ride of en oil-tank 
car. The mother bird laid six eggs 
before the car was tilled with eil and 
ready to start out on the road.

The foreman, not without some mis
givings, removed the neet while the 
■witch engine took away the car and 
shunted another tank car as near as 
possible to the same place. He care
fully set the neet back again in the 
tame relative position on the new car, 
and the birds returned at ones. That 
oar, too, left the yards, and a third 
ear, to which the men had transferred 
the neet, wee also billed to go. The 
foreman was puzzled, for the neet now 
had four half-grown birds.

A happy thought came to him: he 
built an open box and nailed tt to one 
of the posts of the platform that the 

used In tilling the ear. He put 
neet and young Into tfcg pox. Here 
the robins finished house-keeping. 
Among the rattling care with the 
■witch engine going and earning, the 
old birds kept at work ae if a railway 
yard was as quiet and safe as a forest 
glade. All the men in the yard were 
keenly Interested in the bird’s nest, 
and had anyone injured It there would 
have been trouble.

she

Teacherr-"What is the highest form 
of animal life?"

Little Peter (quickly)—"The gir
affe!”—Boston Globe.s-
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: "I’ll give up," said Mama, and the 
old turkey ben 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 if anybody can," said 
Brother Fired, when he was told, end 
the children could scarcely wait for 
him to come home again.

He stayed so tong that they went 
down the lane to meet him, and when 
he saw them coming he called ont—

“I declare I’ve done my very best, 
But I can’t find that turkey’s nest."

*.3b
gran. h*4 

aekefl her—ehe wra then Terr yoong— 
whet «he should Rke him to gin her 
tor a birthday present.

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

So he urrnogod • Ttslt to Aktworth. 
Heilemere, for her, and It prend era 
mostly auccewteL After dinner the 
tint evening ehe raked the poet to 
nod nlood to the company, end he con
sented. When he raked her whet ehe 
should prefer to hour, oho chose Mend.

I put It Into hla heads, «he raid, and, 
pulling the top nearer him, he begun 
to read. I rat very still, Tennyson* 
reading had the Hit, the tenderness 
and the rhythm that make music for 
tke soul, it wra neither staging, nor
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And the turkey hen grew prouder 

sod prouder. She stayed nt her ne»L 
wherever tt was, nearly «11 the time 
thee, sad only came to the barnyard 
when ehe wanted something to rat 

The Gray Goon rad the White 
Duck end the Brown Hen «md they 
wouldn't he surprised at anything ehe 
did

chanting, nor «peaking, hot a subtle7.
town. Herald that

tt you'll follow th. doU yranj
!«*» Whet it wra to yon rah 

• JmMW i the hto Owe Bert to 
•Mi friends to W to the

mixture of tbs throe; the offset wee 
one o! haunting harmonies that left 
roe profoundly moved.

When he had finished he palled 
on to his knee and raid, “Many may 
have written u wall M that, trot noth
ing that ever sounded so well—”

He then raid that ho had hod an 
unfortunate exB

They ware crying and call lac.’
1 asked her what Mid she thought 1 
meant, toe said. -A nightingale.’ This
__:___i so angry that I nearly flung
her to the ground. I raid, ‘No. tool! 
Rook!’*

Well, well! No doubt Caw I Caw! 
Ca*! and Hand! Mud! Meed! do 
sound alike, or ora be trade to sound

But they were surprised, end so
were the children, when one morning 
She walked into the yard with twelve
little turkeys, as flue ss yen please.
walking behind her.

"Just look here," she raid, "at my 
chiUroa. I hatched them all eut In 
mv neet down In the corner of the old 
roll twee." And she added, u they 
gathered errand to see:—

with a young
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at yen are dowse rating 
lag Dow, end 

"Bird, in the 
When twilight

■r mite in keeping with::
Hall-garden the»t, I did my beet, 

that piece te —
•1 MU roa 
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mm-,

.-c
?


