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PRIZE WINNERS
The poems are all in and thes time the

iae goes 1o W bgglestion It may ot
MR N IDASCAl B TLAan)S L Lhems, Lt
W L“lr-'n:. must have done some vers
deep thunking 1o wnte ths bind of poen

The thloond jriae wir » Agres M
“."ul;\ wha wivk w A ety hittle
story poein atout Autun T Y
there s 1o be no thurd e because so
IARY e WoUD mernt it MHowever

| ‘Ah it thewe sent i by Wava Ales
Ruth Duteh, Helden | Auld, sho was o
of the pgae winner last tiuw Preston
Miller ard & Mischaevous Monkey, who
was such & btthe “monkey that she did
ot gn hes nght e
For the pett contest | want yuu to
lc-ﬂ me what you think hittle girls and
boys might do 1o help the Allies win the
geat war. O if you have already done
something to help themn you might tell
me about that ber | want inter-
ﬂ“ stones that every other by and
gl rader would not mie reading for
" You know two people might
the same stury, one hI whicli you
would never want to hear agun, while
the other would be s interesting that
you could hear it many times. Do it s
with -mu‘ stopsn® Lot us know what
b might do to help the
win I‘:-' war. You know it s our
war, yours and nune, and there must e
-.‘h&. for ws vach to do W |n'||n
What s vour plan”
DIXIE PATTON

THE INSTRUMENTS OF WAR
War oF T Tai] aaed the sen snnd the sky
Under the water the sulanarnes lwe

Thaough the bl water the batthslip

Up i the chowls the acrog An- hinden
Now on the water and now in the air
”)d’lqbl&- twe of the clemetits dar

Burrowed dosn nto the salud I-”-I.
earth
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Young Canada Club

By DIXIE PATTON

Fightng Tathdally | jaoving s worth,
Millvas of sobdiers with rifles in hand,
Chargpug the foe, or making a stand
Finng ot eneties bheard but unpeen,
Fighting the greatest fight ever has teen

Cannon and siege guns are everywhere
Maxins are mwounted oi Saps of the ais
Cyele nned ear has its anebur and ‘\Ah,
Evervthing man ean do it has been done
Jovery prsluction of man's fertile mind,
Al e b el beg bl njaulhh-l Juankind

W. LGGLESTON
LY LY

ALTUMN

The leaves are turning yellow
The grass is getting Lrown;

N more we hear the glonous wongs
That" did the worming erown

The apples they have fallen

From the large and fnendly trees
And the north wind s hlowing

A cold and wintry hreese

The birds in flocks are fying
To the south so far away,

For they have taken their farewell look”

At their homes so bleak and grey

AGNES M "\l.lll)\\
Oakburn Age 15

=
THE STORM ™

The sun was sinking D thewest,
When ghoomy clouds in darknes drest
Came "croms the lea, and chosed the gates
of hwaven
Froun boghtnes and from e

At st quute .l“ the oky
Was ehath'd with darkness o'er,
The moon was hid from u.hl of eve
And the wind Legan 1o roar

The great old war god, Thew
Was ruling on the hlast,

We sat and fearful wonder d
How long the storm would lnse

But all the long, wold night .

Came dowy With might and man
The terrible wrath of Thor

In torrents of Rail and rain

& .
The farmers in the morming
Looked on a Piteous sight
Their erops were ruined and blacken'd
From the storm that came that night
WAVA ALICE RUTH DUTCH,
sk Age 13

TWELVE YEAR OLD'S IDEA

My %yes are blue, my hnl s brown
And I am very witty,

I have a dipnple in my chin,
Now tell ' mé am 1 pretty?

Two eyes of bhie and hair of brown
Must always mean a cuty,

And if you have a dimple dear,
' suse- you are a beauty.

Upon your beauty 1 can't pass
Unbess you come and show it;

So please look in the looking dn-w
And then you'll surely know . °

| have a beau, a dandy beau,
And he is fond of kisses;

We are not .ml.mlcllnr-}ull
I let him steal these hlisses®

I am glad you have a bean,

And hope you have one right along,

dear,
But please don't let him steal a kiss,
For that is very wrong, dear
How often have | told you girls

That k
\ h-ll-m hivwes llrmgad
Then very soon he'll drop her

| am just twelve and love to spoon
Right in the moonlight mellow,

But tell me first am | tao young

. To have » steady fellow? s
ou are & it too ye my E
To have a -It-d).:ﬁl

And never meet your beau out doors,
But take him in the parior

In_just about six years from now
You'll be & grown-up lady,

And that's the time to '-1 a lnu
As yet you're s ba

ML Im:\'m"s MONKEY

October '24, 1917

A LOCK OF BROWN HAIR

They stood together at twilight, "neath
the boughs of the old oak tree,

The boy, he was just turned twenty, and
shy seventeen was she

I'm leaving tomorrow at daybreak, and
I came for a last farewell,

Ere | journey across the waters to fight
where my comrades fell

‘Fileen,” here his voice he lu\u:md will
you give me some token to keep
In remembrance of you and the day,
dear, when we parted, perhaps ne'er
more 1o meet?
“Give me yourknife, boy,"” she whispered,
as she held out hrrlumd white and fair,
M-hoanndhddwtmlhem
a lock of her nut-brown hair”

l'h(-t-nlll'hn -puurd them and

quickly opened fire
\ndclw-hlllhe 6t eaplain among
the hlood and
But Capadian h-m sre faithiul and
Canadian arms are

And the caplain brave was carmied Lack
|uy¢d|h¢rﬁnﬂn¢lhﬂu

“1 could not do less, my captain,” said
the boy of the foremost rank,

You know there's a girl back there
waiting on the side of a river's bank —"
He stopped short, for a bullet, as swift
and as keen as & dart,

With its mosage of death and .
bured the lock of brown hair in
bean
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