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_ These of you living on farms and
in the country districts have probably
been awsisting all you could with the
hay-making. That would not seem
like work, though for one can have
80 much fun in the hay and hope you
all have had at least a tumble in it,
and better still a ride on #. No
doubt you have known how nécessary
it s to have fair weather for the hay.
ing-time, because those good friends
of ours——the horses—are not going to
enjoy their winter meals—not’ even
their Christmas dinner—if the weather
mén sends too much rein on the new-
cut hay. Speaking of the weather.
't there the greatest lot of signs
"nsed by people to determine the at
miosphere forecast. Some have such
faith in the new mooun’s position, oth-
ers waich the sun set, the clouds, the
winds and various other heavenly as
well a earthy signs, but did you
know that flowers—some at least—
foretell weather - conditions. ot
‘cowrse you have noticed how much
more responsive some plants are than
others to the conditions around them.
Heat, cold, darkness or light have a
more noticable effect on some plants
than on some others, so probably that
is ‘how and why future weather prob-
abilities have been observed through
certain blooms. A long time ago the
pretty scarlet pimpernel was called the
poor man's weather-glass, and it is
claimed to be a really astonishingly
good foreteller. When a storm is near
or the atmosphere unsettled, the blos-
soms remain tightly closed, but quick-
ly expand when the sun is bright
again. Without a doubt they act in
response to the light and probably
the warmth as well. Another sensi-
tive blossom is the poppy and they
never open wide the petals unless the
rays of the sun are warm. That must
be natures method of protecting the
pollen from the rain and dampness.
Of course many flowers just close up
at night for that reason too, as the
dew might effect the pollen.
Then let us notice the flower that
is a0 largely mixed up with the hay
and which adds so much flavor to the
horses’ winter dinmers—the Sover,
Its appearance is quite altered in un-
settled conditions. You take notice
of the way follage and blossom both
appear huddled to the stalk and no
doubt that tends to keep them warm.
We always think that plants and flow-
ers can only be really affected when
touched by actual frost, but if nature’s
methods of closing petals and huddling
together, were prevented, we would
gee that the plants and blossoms could
suffer very quickly. These are just a
few of the many flowers I might tell
you of, but since your own gardens are
all aglow with the beautiful bloom, 1
want you to study them yourselves in
the different degrees of heat and cold
dampness and drouth and then watch
the weather and you may discover
many more ways of foretelling the ap-
proaching atmospheric conditions. At
least, it will be intensely interesting
to watch the attituce of the many
blossoms which are probably before
you each summer, and yet you may
mever have noticed that they were
capable of changing while in a full
bloom stage. They eannot grumble
outwardly. at the cold or rainy day,
as many of my lttle friends can, but
you should be like them and apprec-
jate an occasional rainy day. It may
epoil the picnic, but increases the
Joy of harvest, it may make a skidding
path for the car, but brings skill and
care to the driver and best of all it
may discover the little leaks in char-
acter as well as in the roofs. I will
hope to hear of many discoveries
which you pals have made in watch.
ing the flowers about you.
With heaps of love,
UNCLE DICK.
Ao o

As a Start.

There had been a wreck off shore.
The vessel had gone down in the sight
of many people. All the crew had
been saved, but one poor fellow was
brought ashore unconscious. A young
curate, who had performed nobly, turn-
ed to the bystanders:

“How do you proceed in the case or
one apparently drowned?”’

“S'arch his pockets,” was the prompt
wveply from an experienced rescuer.
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Cut out the picture on all four sides,

tire length. Then dotted line 2, and so
on. Fold each section underneath ac-
curately. When completed turn over
end you'll find a surprising result

at a distance of ten feet there were my
oxen, alive, still yoked together, stand-
ing in four feet of snow, with just
enough of their bodies above the snow
to make a movement visible. “You're not frightened, are you?” And
all the while the stoker is firing up as
unconcernedly as Mary Jane does, safe
in the kitchen of your parents’ home.

tween the stumps of two trees, and
there they had been for fourteen days,
unable to move.
which had buried them had acted as a
blanket and saved them from freezing
to death. They had eaten everything
& depth of three feet.

bone was visible.
to walk home, and after carefu]l feed-
ing for a month were as strong as
ever, and worked on the ranch for ten

HARRY M.— You seem ltke a new
friend to me Harry, It is so long since
1 have heard from you. Glagd to know
you are having such pleasant times,
Hope to hear from you again soon.

MARION H.~—Such a neat letter you
write and also interesting. You are
well repaid for the busy hours spent
on your own little garden judging by
the many bloome you wave.

ANNA 8.—~We will be pleased to
enroll you as a new member and
know you will enjoy being one of us.

NORMA G.—I know you must heve
enjoyed the celebrations, as they were
80 good. Write me all you saw and
what you thought of everything.

ELLEN R.—With all those dumb
friends to play with and care for, must
keep you very busy, but I know you
will take extra good care of the little
lame one. Thanks for the kind words,
appreciati is al s to
everyone,

ROY B.—You are a lucky fellow to
have the chance to go camping. It is
the best kind of a trip and I am sure
you will have a great time. Hope
the weather ‘man will favor you as
that is a great help on those outings.

ALLEN G.—So you are regretting
that holidays are three quarters over.
Well, they could not last forever and
after all you will enjoy setting down
to work again when the antumn wea
ther begins. Pleased to hear you have
enjoyed your self eo much.

MAMIE B.—Improve in writing if
you can, for good penmanship is as im-
portant to your education as anything.
What a beautiful spot that was fot
your picnic and I hope you Ileft
enough crumbs to the birds who enter
tained you all so pleasantly.

IRENE M. C—Yes, it is a long
while since I heard from you. 8o glad
you are having such a good time in
the holidays, indeed you deserve that
after such a successful grading. I con:
gratulate you and am always pleased

by members of our C. C.
e

Birthday Greetings

To the following boys and girls
whose birthdays fall within the next
week, we extend hearty good wishes
for many happy years:

Vera Burke, High St., City.
Helen Harvie, River Louison.
Marion Aird, Main St., City.
Claude Wilcox, Salmon River.
Geversa Gibbon, Pitt street, City.
Harry Hudseon, Belleisle, N. S.
John Turney, Creek Road, K. Co.
Ronald Baird, River dé Chute.
Augusta Bddy, City.
Edith McKenzie, St. Stephen.
Herbert Ellister, E. Apple River.
Alice McGee, St. George.
Vivian H. Vail, Truro, N. 8.
Pearl Slovit, Chapel St., City.
Miriam White, Campbellton,
Ronald MacKinnon, City.
Florence Johnston, Lancaster Hits.
Pansy Scott, McAdam.
Kugene McDonald, Victoria St., City.
Horace Denton, Sheffield.
Edna Piercy, Cannon St, City.
Audrey Waddell, Reed’s Point.
—————— e

TOLD BY A RANCHMAN.

A howling blizzard was sweeping ov-
er the prairie at the rate of fifty miles
an hour, piling the snow in drifts from"
@ight to ten feet deep.

1 was hauling wood from a copse
of timber to my cabin—a mile distant
(continues the ranchman from Minne-
sota, who tells this thrilling tale.) My
oxen moved slowly, In addition to
the yoke, I had put on some heavy har-
ness, including thick leather traces.
As the wind dncreased both my beasts
and I became chilled to the marrow.
“Unless we get home soon we shall
never get there at all!™ T muttered,
urging on the bewildered, staggering
beasts.

But oxen, however willing, are never
rapid, and the one mile seemed ten to
me as the heavy beasts pushed on.
ward. Feeling that I should surely
freeze to death in a short time. I
jumped down from my load, plunged
homeward through the snow, and
reached my cabin in half an hour.

1 knew that my oxen could feel their
way home, and fully expected them to
appear at the ranch by nightfall. But
darkness came on, and no oxen. 3
The storm abated, and 1 started out
with my hired men to find my cattle
and load of wood We floundered
through the snow towards the timber,
but the oxen were nowhere to be seen.
All night long we searched about on
the frozen prairie, but in vain.

After breakfast we started out
again, helped this time by some of our
neighbors; but after a fruitless search
we came back, vanquished. No one
had seen the oxen, and their disap-
pearance caused a sensation among
the people in the district.

They had either been lost for good,
frozen to death in the deep snow, or
else had wandered off across the prals-
rie to some distant farmer’s barn.

We advertised in the country pa-
pers, offering a reward of two hundred
dollars for the return of the oxen and
the wood. Two weeks passed by, but
still no solution.

Then came warmer weather. There
had been a thaw for several days, and
much of the snow on the prairie had
disappeared, leaving only about one
foot in depth, except in the deep hol-
lows of my ranch. I was driving a
team of heavy farm horses over to the
timber to get another load of wood,
when, on passing through a small rav-
ine a little to one side of the ordinary
road, I noticed a movement in the
SNOW.

Drawing in my reins, I alighted, and

‘The poor beasts had been caught be-

The deep snow

They were living skeletons. Bwvery
Yet they were able

to hear of the success made in school |

fire up, and in a trice we are careering

station; now we are passing through
another.
the driver shouts. “Listen to the whizz
and the dull roaring—that's a station.”

kindly informed me just now that the
train was a non-stopper, that there
would be no halt until we had reached
a station that was a hundred miles
away.
night; it is pitch dark. Once I take to
wondering what would happen should
& signalman forget his duty, or fall

o>
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A HUNDRED MILES IN
A HUNDRED MINUTES

My Night Ride on a Locomotive.

It is almost midnight, but the big
terminus is just as busy as though it
were mid-day. Men from the post-office
are busy with the mails, porters are
busy with the passengers, and pasgen-
gers are busy with themselves. All
is hurry and bustle and excitement.
And all the time the long train stands
waiting, and the driver surveys his
locomotive as lovingly as children sur-
vey them.
Just now*the engine, spick and span
and bright as a mirror, was shunted
from its shed, then backed to the train.
It closed up gently, and not a passen-
ger knew that it had touched the buf
ers. Then some men aftixed the coup-
lings, while others adjusted the signal
cord. At that moment an official in-
troduced me to the driver, and I step-
ped on the foot-plate.

Off We Go,

It is strange the feeling that grips
you when you first mount a monster
of the iron road. You cannot help be-
ing afraid that you may fall off; it is
the want of room does it. Just a few
feet of space there is, and that is all.
Nor can you help asking why on earth
they are taking all that coal with them
and how long it takes to initiate one-
self into the mysteries of this glitter-
ing array of handles and levers and
clocks. I meant to ask, but just as the
ﬂrst‘query‘reaches the tip of my tom-
gue a shrill whistle sounds, the driver
pushes the regulator over, there is a
creak, another whistle, pug, puff, and
we are off,

At first the motion is pleasant; the
engine just glides. Then the pace be-
comes more fast, and the big red and
green lights om the out-skirts of the
big station reflect themselves on the
shining metals, until everything be-
comes red and green, and I grip the
side of the locker where I sit. As 1
do so the lghts vanish; we have left
them behind. Then the driver toucheu
something else, the stoker begins to

along at a pace which I can only de-
scribe as hair-raising.

Through Station and Tunnel.
Now we are just passing through a

“Don't attempt to look yet,”

Hardly have the words left him when|over.
the thunder of artillery breake about Described as a Comet.
my ears. “Tunnel!” the driver howis,
On and on. The night seems to be

To cheer me up a little, the driver

I peep round, and look into the

Save the pictures.

years afterwards.

over asleep, or euddenly die, and what
would be the resalt if a train wredker|

most before ] realize it the tanks on

stoker draws the bar back again. The
pipe ascends to its place, and all is

blacker now, and the pace seems fast-
er, and the roar louder; but the latter,
I learn, is because we are racing be-
tween rocky cuttings.
driver standing like a statue, the stok-
er lovingly feeding his fire, 1 leaning
over the side, gazing nto the black-
ness, and trying to picture what we
must look like to the signalmen as we
flash quickly by.

explains the driver; “but a journalistic
friend of mine called my I

threw a few heavy sleepers across gur
path. But the thought is too unnerv-
ing, and I dismiss it. It does not do
to think of accidents when you are
racing through the night at a speed of
sixty miles an hour. It is terrible

On and on. Now a whizz—a sta-
tion; now a roar—a tunnel; now a
straight run for miles through a beau-

tiful country, which I cannot see. My
friends are busy. At intervals of a
few minutes the fireman touches the
driver on the shoulder—the roar rend-
ers speaking quite useless—as a signal
for him to open the firebox door.

Then I can see > glowing flames
Within, and feel them half roasting my
legs, while the sioker flings several

shovels of coal into the furnace with
unerring aim
An interesting process. There is an

art in feeding a locomotive fire. The
coal must be evenly distributed, and
not too closely packed. Only a small
quantity of coal upplied at a time,
but every shovel loud is properly plac-
ed so as to keep the heat level and
‘he steam at the proper pressure.

There's Plenty to Do.

Chums who sup
and the sioker ha

that the driver
ittle or nothing

to do, when ¢ engine has been clean-
ed and they ( «d on their jour-
ney, are very u iken. The wa-
ter feeds mu lined carefully,

and the steam g
closely. This
must walk round
and while it is going at top speed too.
Also, from time to time, water must
be thrown on the footplate, else it will
become hotter than is pleasant to the
feet.

We have now covered sixty miles in
sixty minutes. And for the first time
the driver leaves his post. We are
about to take up water, but no stop-
ping, mind; we take it while going full
speed. The water is in a narrow tank
nearly half a mile long, situated be
tween the rails.

When the driver gives a signal
agreed upon, the fireman draws a bar.
At that moment a curved pipe drops
from beneath the tender, and @ips into
the tank. In a flash we are surround-
ed with spray, and the driver explains
that the water is being forced upwards
by the impetus of our progress. Al-

must be watched
that the stoker
locomotive front

the tender are overflowing. Then the

On and on the

“lI am not good at word-painting,”

e a

f; —Barkis, teamster, in Dicken's story

buy a pair of shoes.”

and when he got home he found that
a nail was sticking right up through
the heel of one.”

he took the shoe back?”

keep the foot from sliding forward

litap tail he had ever seen. The
smoke emitted he called ‘puffs of in-
dignation,” and he wrote that the com-
et seemed to have scented the Last
Day, and to be fleeting from it; and
that its howl—the locomotive’'s whis-
tle—was a howl of warning to onlook-
ers to prepare for the judgment.™

From Night to Day.

On and on. Just when I have grown
accustomed to the pace, just when the
driver has laughingly informed me
that my face is like that of a nigger,
just when my, ears are learning to
know the roar, I look ahead and see a
lot of little stars that are not in the
sky. It's a towm, our first stop. In a
few mintues the driver touches a lever
and we slow down, and two or three
moments later we glide out of night
into what appears to be day, and we
stop, and 1 can hear the porters calling
out the name of a place that is a hun-
dred miles from London

We have taken, to do it, just a hun-
dred minutes

— e

1.—Ali Baba, in Arablan Nights, lead
er of the forty thieves.
2.—Aladdin, hero in same story

Enoch Arden, in Tennyson’'s poem
of same name

of David Copperfield.

§.—Front de Boeuf, whose castle was
stormed by Locksley’'s men in
Ivanhoe, by Sir Waiter Scott.

$-—Evangeline, heroine of Longfel-
low’'s poem of Acadfe.

7.—Friar Tuck, chaplain of Robin
Hood’s band of outlaws in Ivaxn-|
hoe.

8. -—Friday, Rolinson Crusoe’s servant
on lonely island, in story by
Daniel Defoe.

9.—John Gilpin a London citizen whose
famous ride is told in Cowper's
poem.

10.—Little Nell, a character in Dick-
en’'s Old Curicsrty Shop

11.—Snylock, the vengeful Jew in
Shakespeare’s Merchant of Ven
ice.

12.—Javert, police detective in Victor
Hugo's Les Miserables.

13.—Topsy, ignorant slave girl in Mrs.
Stowe's Uncle Tom’s Cabin.

14.—Rip Van Winkle, who slept in the
mountains for forty years as
told in Washington Irving’s
Sketch Book.

15.~—~Jenny Wren, doll’s dressmaker in
Dickens’ Our Mutual Friend

e st

“Yon may talk about Beanbrough,”
said the fat plumber, “but he surely
looks on the bright side of things.™

“What has happened to Bean-
brough?” the thin carpenter. inquired.

‘““The other day I went with him to

“Uh, huh.”
“He didn't try them on at the store,

“Did he make a fuss about it when

“No. That's what I'm getting at.”

“What did he do?”

“He told the clerk he supposed the
nail ‘'was put there intentionally to

s
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Smile Kiddies, Smile
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Proof Positive.

Mr. X. has recently taken to pow-
-keeping. The other morning his
observant little son rushed in with the
startling intelligence that the hens
were "awful hungry!”

“But I've just fed them, my boy!” re-
plied Mr, X

“Then you can’t have given ‘em
enough, father!” went on the young

“They’'re seating bits o’
stones, morntar, pebbles, and such,
like!~

Then Mr. X. gently explained that
& certaln amount of grit would do
them 2o harm, in fact, it was a neces-
sary part of the diet.

Johnny, though he seemed scarcely
convinced, said no more just then, but
received to watch devel it

It was on the following morning that

rt youngster approached his fa.
ther and observed:

“Father, you don't know everything
about feeding and keeping hems, do
you?”

“No, my son!" returned Mr. X. “I'm
merely a novice as yet.”

“H'm!” commented Johnny sagely.
“I thought so! You've fed them hens
on pebbles till they’'re laying - stone
eggs! It's right!”"—as Mr. X. stared in.
creduolsly—"for I've smashed one to
see!”

Johnny had been at the “nest eggs.”

Proved a Success.

They were a merry little party of
vouths out for the day, and the driver
of the conveyance had had a good deal
to put up with.

True, his horses were rather old and
rather slow He was well aware ol
h and he might have resentea
repeated hints to that effect

for another little fact—he had not

| ¥et sent the hat round
! ‘Look at 'em, poor beggars!" at
length remarked the wit of the party.
Animated examples of ossification!
‘Ossi-wot?” gasped the driver, look-

ing inquiringly at the youth who had
| spoken.

laughed the other ssification—
turning to bone, y'know!”
‘My wot a thing eddication is!’

ejaculated the driver. “I reckon ]
knows summut about osses, but them
‘ossi” words knocks me. Now there's
oecillation—wot’s that mean?”

explained the educated youth.

“Do it now?” murmared the other.
“Then I reckon it would be quite prop-
er to ax you to take off yer ’at an’ os-
cilate among the company for the driv
er, wouldn't it?”

nounced success from
point of view,

Mark Twain is said to have written
an amusing letter to Mr. Carnegie, the
millionaire, some time back, in which
he asked him for a-contribution of one
dollar and fifty cents from his enorm-
ous income. “When I was a young
man,” he said, “my mother gave me
a hymn-book, which I faithfully used.
It is now thanks to my efforts, worn
out, and T think it should be replaced
and you are the man to do ®.” He
added, however, an anxious postecript,
saying: “Don’t send the hvmn-book:
send the one dollar and fifty cents.”

The wheels of the old stage coach
rumbled along the rcad om the way
from Boston Town to Mother Goo
Village and Tommy Tucker sat with
the jolly little old driver all of the way.
Tommy Tucker and his mother had
spent all of the long happy vacation

time in Boston Town. Tommy Tucker
had seen the great big ships sail up
the bay, he had been in the elevators

side the policeman s
pole that had two cross arms tha
turned around like a merry-go-rour
One arm said at each end in big letters
GO and the other said STOP,
letters were so large i so plain that|

read them and his mother toid him
that they were to help the people ot
Boston Town learn to take turns and
they would all know when their turn
came if they watched the policeman.

The mext morning as soon as Tommy
Tucker was up, Boy Blue and Betty
Biue, Jack and Jill and Little Mary
wiro lived next door came running
into the yard

“What did you see?” they all ask-

Tommy Tucker told them ali about
Boston Town. “But the best thing of
all was the new game I learned.” he
said. “We can all play ¥ here. Come
on into the woodshed and we'll get
things ready.”

In a little while they came out carry-
ing Mother Tucker's clothes pole with
two shingles nailed onto the top. Littie
Mary made the neatest letters so she
printad GO and STOP on the shingles

“I thought that would beat you!"|

“Moving backwards and forwards,
|

The subseguent collection was a pro- |
the driver's|

TOMMY TUCKER’S NEW GAME

that carried | vle to the tip top of
the great bu s and he had beemn
very much ex 1 over the bears in
the park and the great sea lions, but|
nothing had 1sed him quite so much| :
as the big policeman who
stood in th the street and|
told the people whi way to go. Be-|

tood a big black|

The}

a Httle boy like Tommy Tucker could !

and they set the pole up where the
Norrich Road Crossed The Lane. Then|
Tommy Tucker fold them how to play |
and Bobby Shafto ran home to get|
his new policeman suit. Little Mary|
got her doll carriage, Boy Blue got his!

Puzzles

One.
By day, by night,
We come, we go,
With sound and with light,
With rain and with. enow;

We rainbow 'weer,

And heaven we roam;
And live in the afr,

Yet the sea’s our home.

Two.
Hidden Words.
My first is in come but not in g0,
My second in hand but not in tos,
My third is in evil but not in good,
My fourth is in kindling but not in

wood,
My fifth is always in your desk,
My sixth you see if you look in west,
My seventh is mot In why, but when,
My eighth is in mans, but not in men,
My ninth is in pencil, end paper too,
My tenth is in Amy but not in Sue,
My eleventh you find in geography,
My twelfth I'm afraid is the last of
me,
My whole is what vou all wait to see.

Three.

An Ad Game.
What words do these represent:
Example: A term of years—Adage:
1.—An ad that is clothing.
2—An ad that is close by.
3—An ad that is put together,
4—An ad that is a magistrate.
6~—An ad that is fair and right.
6.—An ad that is mud or filth
6.—An ad that is taken from the

mine.

8.—An ad that is poetry.

Four.
Jumbled Trees.
1, Line, 2, Palem; 3, Mbeec; 4, Len-
oncao; 5, Twualn; 6, Irf; 7, lenp; 8,
Mbas]; 9, Tchnets; 10, Hbier.

Answers to Last Week's Puzzies.
Riddies in rhyme-—Newfoundland
Number words
l.—Prince of Waies,
2.—Premier Borden

Governor Gereral

Jumbled Names-

|

1.—Veniot

Z.—Baxter

}.—Fuster
f=i e

“Murray
-C

6.—Flemming
Countie

1.—C ve
2.—Con-clave
—Con-c
Con-cour:e

Lon-cur
6.—Con-dense
7.—Con-descend

8.—Con-dole
8 —Con-done
10.—(on-fine
1.—Con-firm
on-found
Con-genial

1
1

wagon and Jack and Jill brought their
cock horses.

“Now,” said Tommy Tucker. “Bob-
by Shafto is the policeman and we
must watch him all the time. When
GO is turned your way, you can go
across, but when the sign says STOP
you must stand stil.”

So the game began

Up The Lane came Jack and Jill and
Little Mary, The GO sign faced The
Lane. The STOP sign faced the road
to Norr: Nobody moved so Police-
hatto waved his hand
k and Jill and Little Mary
yarottity4rott came the It
th Jack and Jill
kity-creakity-creak!
carriage trundled by

the

Little Mary

doll

As soon as they were past Police
man Bobby afto turned the sign
and STOP faced The Lane and GO

faced vhe road to Norrien

Poiiceman Bcbby Shafto waved his
hand egain and Tommy Tucker and
L » Dog Tray and Boy Blue's wagon
oclattered out

They played GO and STOP all that
morning and .every boy and girl who
came that way wanted to play. even
Tafly end Tom

When Doctor Foster drove up The
Lane on his way to Gioeter he obeved
the sign. €0 &id Mr. Jack S»
Peter-Peter. Big Jack Strous followed
the sign, when he wemt dowm 0 the
Villege Green and Mother Hubburd
and Dog Bingo wafted umd¥ (he GO
wes right when they wen: 0 masiet

They took turns playving pofloemmn
and it was verr exofting. Wiven Geor-
gle Purgie had his torn Ye tumed the,
sign very quickly and they had to
SCUITY 8Crose

“We mever hed such a good game.”
dechared Jack and Jill and Littde Mary,
Boy Blue and Betty

“And 1 guees that big policeman up
in Boston Town would be surprised
if he could see us phying hie game
here in Mother Goose Village,” said
Tommy Tucker.

For Older Boys of Childrens Comer

Here iz a chance to make pocket
money for yourselves. Good live boys
are wanted in every village in these
provinces to act as agents for the Pie-
torial Review magazine This Is a
magazine for women, the best of its
kind printed in America, and is issuned
every month, usually reaching egents
about the tenth. It is galivered to the
agents at fifteen cents per copy, and
is sold by them at twenty cents, so
that the boys make five cents each
copy. Ome lad got thirty customers
in one day in a little village and ex-

pects to double that number before
the next issue comes out. Another
secured eighteen in one day as a

start and ie geiting more right along. |

flery comet on wheels, avith the longest

in the, shoe.”"—Youngstown Telegram.

These boy: thus earn their own poeketl

A

money and are enjoying the work
which takes very Ittie of their time
Now any of you lags who are inter-
ested should write at once to H. V.
MacKinnon & Son, St. John, and you
will receive a sample copy of the
magazine o use in securing your ord-
ers. You must also hustle to ge: your
customers for the September issue
will be sent out about Augst 10th or
12th, and before that time you wiil
have to let MacKinnon & Son know
just how many coplese you will re-
quire o that there may be no delay
in mailing them to you. This is a
splendid chance for our bovs and i
think that many of them could eaily
earn a nice lot of money for them-
selves.

R . S »




