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JL My Dtur Kiddie,
^ I wondw It you know what the word 

"Btuff” means? Yu, of course you do. 
And If you Were in my office and an
swered the question you would say, 
that "Bluff" was nothing more or less 
than acting. The actor pretends that 

Is something which he Is not. So 
does the bluffer.

If there is one class of people who 
are more to be pitied than blamed it Is 
the bluffer.HgHHHggHafljpgl 
own opinion that he can get alone by 
"bluffing” he Is always walking on*the 
edge of the precipice of uncertainty. At 
any time his acting may be found out 

If you search through your noble 
stories you will find a number of inci
dents In which persons fell over that 
precipice. Take for instance the man 
who did not put on the wedding gar
ment at the feast. He tried to gas» off 
as one of the invited guests, but of 

was soon revealed in his true

What a Boy Made For Hi» BKRN
MÜMHL*

Story For Girl».V r\<£f

m
Dog. !fNat and Hasel Berry and their little 

sister, Bunch, looked up at the long 
black camp on the hillside. * It was 
blaok because it was covered with tar
red paper; but it was a fine play camp 
and most of the boys and girls and 
two of fcsb teachers were up there now 
for a whole day of fun.

"If we pick the rest of Mrs. Hale’s 
corn,” said Hazel slowly, "we can't go 
up to the Black Shanty at all. Dick 
Swan says there are four whole rows 
and parts of two more rows still to be 
picked.”

"If we don’t pick it,” retorted Nat 
"a lot of people will miss hot 
stews this winter. The corn will be 
too hard for the running factory If it’s 
left tHl Mr. Hale gets back 
Washington.”

"I can pick as much as you can.” said 
Hazel. “Where are the baskets?”

"In the barn.” said Bunch. I’ll get 
them while you lock the doors."

Mother and father and Grandpa Ber
ry were away for all day, and the chil
dren had expected to be up at the Black 
Shanty; but Dick Swan, who worked 
for Mr. Hale, had told them about 
that corn, which would go to waste if it 
were not picked at once. Dick was 
coming with Ms horses to haul the 
corn, but he would not have time to 
pick it and haul it, too.

"If we work hard, we can have a 
load picked when he gets here with 
the wagon," said Nat as he led the 
way down into the big corn piece.

They began on the long outside row. 
It was harder than it looked to break 
off the ears, carry them out in baskets 
and pile them in heaps 
ready to be loaded Into the cart. It 
was past noon when they finished the

s./ .
On the doorstep in the sunshine eat 

Rene. He was pounding away busily. 
The tap! tap! of his hammer sounded 
bharpiy against the dull booming in the 
background. Rene paid no attention 
to the booming, although the ground 
shook with the force of the explosions. 
He hàd lived so long within sound of 
the big guns that ho had stopped 
thinking about them. Only wtfon the 
firing grew more rapid until It be
came one tremendous roar did he real
ise that a great battle was on; but all 
the time he hoped fiercely that France 
would win. And always at night and in 
the morning and att heir scanty meals 
he bowed his head, as his mother pray
ed for their soldiers and for the brave 
hearts of France. Rene felt that their 
soldiers needed much praying tor. 
When his father had been among them, 
it was different, he thought; it had 
"gone better.” Bq,t now that Ms fathre 
had been killed, his comrades most 
miss him sadly. The ymust miss him 
even as Rene and his mother missed 
him, If that were possible, although of 
course they were glad that he had died 
for France.

The tap! tap! of the hammer went 
on busily in the warm spring air An in
dustrious pucker showed between 
Rene’s eyes, and when he stopped to 
rummage in a box beside him he purs
ed his lips thoughtfully. The box was 
filled with queer odds and ends, bits of 
Iron and brass and scraps of leather 
saved from broken harness. Out of 
the leather Rene had cut a strap, witn 
a hole in each end, so that it could be

HAROLD McMANN—Olad to have 
your letter and to note that you are 
enjoying the conteste. Write me again

MABLE STONE—Ties, there Is a 
new kind of contest an dthe kiddles 
seem to like it very much. Thanking 
you for the remarks at the end of your 
totter.

DORA WILSON—Your entry in the 
Hero Contest arrived very early and 
will be judged with the rest. You ap
pear to be enjoying the competitions.

ALLISON KILLAM—I am pleased to 
note you welcome me so much as one 
of your uncles. Glad you like the 
prise so much. Rou can bother me 
as much as you like in this connection.

MATILDA McCORMICK—Hope you 
had a nice birthday. I am glad 
have not forgotten the Children’s 
ner although you have not been writ» 
ing lately.

THELMA SCOVIL—Very pleased to 
have you as a member of the Chil
dren’s Corner. 'No, not unless you de
sire to. Just choose the contest you 
like best. It must be very pretey al
though only having eight families. 
Write me again soon as I like to have 
your letters.

MABLE SHORT—Your interesting 
letter very welcome. I notice you 
sent your love to all the members. 
They will see this and take their 
share from same.

GORDO-> WATTERS—The prize 
has been sent to you and no doubt you 
have received it by now. Let me know 
if it hae arrived.

ARTHUR SMITH—Thanks for the 
good wishes and also your nicely writ
ten letter.

DORA WILSON-Slnce replying to 
the above letter I have come across 
your second long letter which was 
most appreciated. Before doing so I 
should like to know If you will allow 
me to print the letter as I am sure the 
other kiddles will be Interested to read

?

A
Because secure in his s

conducted nr uncle pick.

Never had he seen a dog more quick 
to learn. And when he went away, 
Hero went with him Rene would have 
cried more bitterly cnly his mother 
told hint it was for France. A boy is 
Proud to do something for France, A 
boy is proud to do something for 
France, and that It is hard, Is it not so 
much more an honor? And 
Just a little boy then. Now, although 
he remembered, he cried scarcely at

WHO GOES THERE? teristlc clumsiness of expression, he 
dha given the fellows an Idea that 
something about the man’s face had 
prejudiced him. As a matter of fa-ct, 
it wasn’t so at all, though he made no 
effort to correct himself. He had 
caught only a glimpse of the strang
er, as the boat, propelled by a sputter
ing auxiliary engine, plowed past the 
wooded point where Steve had landed. 
But that glimpse was enough to rouse 
In the boy a strong conviction that he 
had seen the man before—seen him to 
under conditions and surroundings so 
totally different, that the stranger’s 
mere presence on this out-of-the-way 
stretch of New England coast seemed 
at once incongrous and puzzling.

What those conditions had been he 
could not unfortunately remember. 
Though he had tried his best all the 
way back to camp to drag out some 
further details of that former encount
er, Steve failed utterly. That there 
had been one he was quite certain. 
But how or where or when it had taken 
place remained a mystery. He felt, 
however, that It must have been of 
the most casual sort, and also that It 
could scarcely have taken place very 
recently, else surely he would have re
membered.

"Very likely it was at home in Wash
ington some time,” he thought, after 
the dishes had been cleaned up and 
the boys sprawled lazily around the 
fire. "Though it might have been 
when I visited Unde Joe in New York 
last fall. Oh, hang it all, I’m not go
ing to bother my head about it any 
more."

But this was a resolution more easi
ly made than kept. For a short space 
Steve did succeed in detaching his 
thoughts from the annoying puzzle. Ly
ing there In the sand with Marshall’s 
head pillowed on his stomach, he grin
ned In silent appreciation of Dick’s 
airy monologue, and .presently began 
to hum under his breath the air Ferris 
was laboriously coaxing from a much 
harassed guitar. Then, unconsciously 
his chance swept past the lounging 
figures of his friends and out across 
the wide Stretches of shadowy water 
vaguely luminous under the" stars. 
Back of those shadows Loon Island 
lay, with all the other rocky, wooded 
little islets that crowded this shelter
ed portion of the Sound. And, per
haps, on Loon Island.

Suddenly tSeve awoke to a realiza
tion of where his thoughts h"ad carried 
him, and he moved abruptly with an 
Impatient squirm. "Easy boy, easy,” 
murmured Marshall drowsily. Grin
ning shamefacedly, Steve reached 
down and ruffled the other’s hair. A 
perfunctory scrimmage followed, but 
Marshall was too sleepy to carry this 
far, and presently made a motion that 
they turn in.

A little later, crawling Into his 
blankets, Steve reached a sudden 
abrupt decision. Since he could not 
seem to rid his mind erf the problem 
which had been raised there, why not 
make an effor to solve it? Very like
ly the answer would be a simple one 
not worth his trouble, but at least it 
would be an answer. Suppose he got 
another at the perplexing stranger? If 
he saw hima gain that stubborn mem
ory might aWake.

“I’ll take a trip to Loon Island to
morrow.” he said to himself. Then 
he turned over and went to sleep.

(Continued next week.)

Serial Story For the Bigger 
Boys. £

character.
Boy» and girls, whatever you do, 

don’t try to bluff. Be sincere in what
ever you do.- If it is in play, don’t 
make believe that you did a thing 
when you know that you did not; or 
When at school, try and make the 
teacher believe that you have the an
swer to your sums when all the time 
you have no answer, and In fact are 
enable to do it at all. The first method 
Win eurely land you In trouble, and re
sult in disgrace. If on the other hand. 
Î* tell the teacher frankly that you 
•re not able to do the sum, she will 
only be too pleased to show you, and 

i thus yo uwlll learn that which In after 
Æ years'will help you.
^ The beat thing is to be true to your- 

aelg, be resolute and don’t be afraid 
to say so. Too many people are afraid, 
In case they are thought to be con
ceited. If you have the ability It is 
■illy to pretend that you have not. On 
the other hand it Is most foolish to 
try and make pople think that you 
have the*ability when you are entirely 
unable to do the task. It nearly al
ways ends in failure.

The moral Is: Be sure yon have the 
ability, then go ahead and admit. But 
don’t think that you deserve any greaj 
credit for it You have it, that is all. 
But that Is enough. Whatever you do 
DON’T BLUFF. It never pays in the 
long run.

In turning over the pages of The 
Standard nowadays, I*b sur eyou will 
find a great deal even outside this page 
for you kiddies in which you will find 
great Interest. Jokes, pictures, con
tests, and goodness knows what else, 
will all attract 
suggest that you watch all the pages, 
particularly of the tSandard on Sat
urday.

This week, I am making a most im- 
, portant announcement in connection 
•with a new kind of contest, and one 
in which you will all have a chance to 
win one of the most valuable prises. 
Better look out for It right away, and 
get busy. The prizes offered will pos
itively be sent off to the prize winners 
on the day when the awards are made, 
and there will be no delay.

-m I have been very pleased recently 
■o receive the letters telling of the 
psreat time you are having on your holt- 
.days. You are certainly all enjoying 
yourselves, and I only wish that I 
could take a day off and spend It wlt'.i 
some of you who have so kindly given 
me the invitation, but of course such 
is out of the question if you are to 
have your page regularly.

You will notice that this week, I 
have commenced to give special col
umns devoted to the various classes of 
boy and girl readers of the Corner. 
This I am sure will please you very 
much. Write and tell me what you 
think of the arrangement.

If ydu like writing stories, and would 
like to have them published In the 
Corner, send them in to me. and if suit
able I shell publish them. Be sure and 
write them on one side of the paper 
only, and very clearly. Otherwise, 
they cannot be considered. Also sign 
your name and address to each, so that 
1 shall know exactly who sent them.

Now, my kiddies I shall have to draw 
to a close this week, and leave all that 
I still have to say until next week. 
Meanwhile write and let Unde Lick 
bave all the news. Also don’t forget 
to send In the pictures which I am 
still waiting for. I was going to give 
a prize for the best, but I a mmost 
disappointed to say that practically 
none have arrived. I would so much 
like to have more to publish on this 
page". Now get busy and send them

A- ahOIll of laughter went up from 
the group of fellows gathered around 
the camp fire.

"But why shouldn't he have been in 
the dory, you old lobster?” asked 
Champ Ferris, from where he squat- 
tered over the frying pan.

Steve Haddon shrugged his bulky 
shoulders and ran his fingers through 
an already much tousled mop of brown 
hair. "Well he said hesitatingly, “be
cause he wasn’t."

"Wasn’t what?” demanded three or 
four voices, as the big fellow paused.

“Well, he wasn’t the sort of person 
who’d be In—In that sort of a boat."

Another shout of laughter rang 
across the water. Billy Marshal*, still 
chuckling, thumped Haddon on the 
back. “You're certainly a card, Steve,’’ 
hje exclaimed. "What do you mean by 
that? What sort of a person was he, 
anyhow? One of those swell city guys 
who come down to fish, all dolled up in 
dinky knickerbockers and that sort of 
thing?”

Steve was grinning good naturedly, 
but the color had deepened under hls

he was

all.
And there was time for remember

ing! Together they had taken the cow 
to pacture, and while she grazed the 
boy and the dog had lain in the sweet 
grass, and Rene had told stories, to 
which Hero listened gravely, with hls 
head on one side. There had been 
games, too, that If they became boister
ous made Julie turn her soft eyes upon 
them and give a little shake of her 
horns, as if, after all, they were young 
and she must make allowances. Rene 
still tciric Julie to pasture, but there 
were no more games and stories, for 
Julie did not understand, although she 
was a good cow and gentle. And there 
were theevenings In front of the fire. 
Very small it was; the fire, so that they 
went early to bed. But without Hero, 
what use was there in building stories 
in the flames? Rene was glad when 
he could fall asleep.

Proudly Rene looked at the collar he 
had made. He ran hls finger over the 
bits of brass that spelled the name of 
hls friend. And suddenly—he forgot 
that he was older, much older. Hls 
head dropped in the curve of his arm— 
and there was only a little boy cry
ing upon the doorstep.

He did not hehr the roll, thudding 
steps along the road that came limping 
slowly and somewhat heavily, that In 
spite of weariness quickened as they 
drew near, and broke Into a hobbling 
run. But he did hear the bark, hoarse 
with thirst and dust, yet shaken with 
delight. He felt the nose touching his 
cheek. And Rene turned to throw both 
arms about hls friend, Hero—a hero In 
very truth, wearing still hls Red Cross 
badge and holding out a stiff and buMet- 
torn paw for hls friend to comfort and 
to make whole again.

on the grass
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OLIVE BERRY—Glad you are en
joying the holidays although they are 
rapidly drawing to a close. There are 
not many Itiddies who say they arg 
anxious for school to start again, but 
I always like to hear of them. Yes. 
be sure and call and to see me should 
you visit St. John.

MYRTLE COX—The pretty post 
card you sent has just reached me 
Thanks very much for it.

KATHLEEN BURG IN — Delighted 
that you are still enjoying the Chil 
dren’s Corner so much and that the 
contests are giving you so much pleas-

r
Charlie has only two ambitions. 
This and— ______
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your atentlon. I would

"Why are you so dismal, Dick?"
"I've no one to play with.”

^ "Wen, go and play with Johnny, next

“1 played -with Mm yesterday, and I 
don’t Suppose he'e well enough to come 
out today.”

GEORGE MACRAE—You have done 
remarkably well In the word-making 
contest and I think that your writing 
Is to be highly commented upon. The 
contest which I will be giving shortly 
will Interest you very much in con
nection with writing small.

ALMA HARRIS—You have tried 
very hard In the word-making con
test, but In future please remember 
to give the number of words, 
certainly did remarkably well.

EVA BELDING—Very glad to note 
that you aye enjoying the various 
stories in the Children’s C orner. I 
notice thaty ou would like to corre
spond with some member of theyChii- 
dren’s Corner and no doubt othen-mem
bers will see this. I am extremely in
terested to receive fhe oat leaf. Is 
will be a very good job if this As a sign 
that the war will end this year.

FREDA OLIVE—I think that even 
though you may be disappointed to 
know that you have not won first 
prize in the word-making contest, you 

very special mention for

—This!

CAN YOU DRAW 
AN ANIMAL 
WITH LETTERS?

*Y & four whole rows; that left only two 
half rows.

"They’ll be all through the camp din
ner by the time we get them picked," 
said Hazel. “But we shall have to fin
ish before Dick comes back.” 
and the cart had just started off with 
a big load of plump ears.

"O my, I’m huhgry!" said Bunch; 
but she seized her empty basket and 
reached up to break off an ear of corn

"I’ll pick one of these half rows if 
you and Bunch can handle the other.” 
Nat said to Hazel. "Then wé shall all 
get through at the same time.”

It was like following a path through 
thick woods to go down those rows of 
corn. Round them they could see only 
the green stalks standing nfuch high
er than their heads, and above them a 
glimpse of blue sky.

If I should get lost in here, Tops 
would have to find me,” they heard 
Bunch say to herself. “Only I don’t, 
know where he is; do you, Nat?”

Tops was their little dog. He and the 
old black cait had followed at the cMl- 
dren’s heels all day, but now they had 
suddenly vanished.

“Gone up to the Black Shanty to get 
something toeat, like enough!" grum- 
bled Nat. "Wish we could." And then 
lie stopped and peered through the

The two half rows ended suddenly 
right in the midst of the corn forest. 
The children came out into a cosy lit
tle clearing where Mr. Hale had been 
cutting the green stalks and carrying 
them off for the cows. Those he had 
not had time to carry off he had madi> 
into bundles, and to keep the bundles 
from being spoiled by dampness he 
had placed tfem in a half circle, with 
the tops of all of them leaning to
gether.

"Just like a little green wigwam.” 
cried Bunch, "and away in here where 
you would think no one could ever find 
it! But there’s Tops and the cat wry» 
ing for ns in the door."

Sure enough, there were the two 
strays, looking as if the ylived in the 
green wigwam. They seemed to be 
standing guard over something.

‘It s a little oil stove and some 
matches and atln plate and a bottle 
of cocoa and some biscuits and a note 
from Dick Swam." reported Hazel as 
she bent to look.

The note read : “I left tMs where 
you'd find it when you get through picTt- 

knew your folks had gone off, 
so I thought you’d want to have a corn 
roast all by yourselves. I told your 
dog to keep an eye on things till you 
got here.”

"There’ll be a lot left for the hungry 
people next winter If we roast as many 
of these big ears as we want!” said 
Nat.

tied together. A long time he had 
spent working, on that band, shaping 
it and rubbing it soft and smooth. The 
points of the bits of brass he pounded 
through the leather, and fastened them 
on the other side. They were not pfac 
ed by chance, or haphazard, but care 
fuHy, in h pattern ; and now the work 
was nearly done;

Rene selected a last bit of brass and 
hammered It into place. He held up his 
work and looked at it with admiration. 
"Hero," he read. How splendidly the 
name shone, and how proud • Hero 
would be to wear such a collar! Had 
not Rene made It entirely for him? It 
was things like that which Hero was 
always mindful of Rene wished that he 
had thought to make the collar long 
ago, when Hero was with him, in the 
happy days when hie father was at 
home and there was plenty to eat, and 
laughter. But he had not thought of it 
then, and besides he could not have 
made it so well. He had been only a 
little boy when the war began, but 
now he was older, much older. He 
could do things like pounding with a 
hammer, and hit himself scarcely at 
all. And he had planned to make this 
collar for Hero because he missed him. 
yes, all the time, all the time And 
Hero would like It, if he knew.

Rene often wondered about Hero. 
Was he alive? And what was he do
ing? Such a fine, strong dog, and with 
such intelligence. Ho knew almost what 
was said to him, and almost he could 
answer. Indeed he did talk with hi.% 
eyes—although It was French always 
that Hero understood. If anyone talk
ed German now, he woull scorn to lis
ton It would go hard with him among 
the Goinyins. Rene hoped passion
ately that the ugly boches had not 
taken him.

It was long since Hero left Rene'.6 
home When tha French officer had 
been with them, he had admired eHro.

What he thought would happen, 
but—• You

Dick

View: /
$2.00 As Prize.

f
I am going to award a prize of TWO 

DOLLARS to the boy or girl who sub
mits to me what I consider as the most 
original drawing of an anima 1 using 
only letters to make same.

For Instance, by putting a wide let
ter U upside down on top of a large 
round O and then at either side of 
the top (or rather bottom) at the U 
place two Vs upside down, with an 8 
at the bottom of the O, you wlH be 
able to make a cat, just as though she 
was looking into the fire.

Now let me see who can draw the 
most original animal, using only let
ters in the manner discribed. The age 
of the boy or girl entering the con
test will be taken into consideration.

All entries must be sent to UNCLE 
DICK. THE STANDARD. ST. JOHN. 
N. B„ whose decision must be consid
ered as final, and reach this office not 
later than August 31st.

Remember the prize In this contest 
will be a TWO DOLLAR BILL, 
worth trying for.
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deserve 
y out splendid entry.

FRANCES OWEN—Thanks very 
much for the new members. I have en. 
tered their names on the membership 
roll.

PHYLLIS BARBER—When I opened 
the last letter and found that 600 
words I little thought that there would 
be anyone above that number, but 
yours has certainly dismissed this 
thought as I find that you have 947 a 
most remarkable record.

ELSIE McMULUN—Although I 
have n/)t heard from you for some time 
Elsie, 1 have often wondered why you 
have not been writing. I am very 
sorry to hear that you have been sick, 
but trust that you are now alright 
again. You tried very hard on the 
contest although you did not win a 
prize this time.

MYRTLE HOOPBR-That little baby 
of yours must be very cute. I .think 
if you write the Editor of The Stan
dard he will answer your question.

HILDA GODWIN—I am glad to note 
that you are entering the contests and 
apparently enjoying same, you cer
tainly tried very hard.

MILDRED BENT—All you kiddies 
who have entered in the word-making 
contest deserve very special praise, 
as you have tried so hard and done as 
much work in your holidays as though 
you had been at school.

GERTRUDE STODDARD — Was 
pleased to get your letter and note that 
you would like to have a painting con
test. If you would look at. the an
nouncement on another page of this 
issue regarding Captain Stubbs, you 
will note that there is a contest of 
that nature for you to do.

WOODBURY STODDARD — The 
same reply as the above applies to 
both you.

HILDA CHOWEN—-As you have 
won the word-making contest in spite 
of the fact that the next nearest was 
into the hundreds. 1 am carrying out 
your wishes and sending you the Air 
Rifle as you stated you already have 
a Tennis Racket and would like to 
have a rifle for your Uttle brother. 
Must compliment you upon your ef-

M1LDRED STODDARD—The same 
reply as the above applies to* both you.

What did happen

tan; he shook his head slowly. "He 
wasn't dolled up at all,” he tol dthem. 
"He had on—well, just ordinary old 
things; I didn’t quite notice his clothes 
much. I think he had a rod, though he 
wasn’t fishing when T saw him.” Wha: 
was he doing then? ’ asked Marshall 
rather sharply. “Ho must have been do
ing something out of .the way to set 
you against him like that.”

Again Haddon shook his head. The 
smile had faded and his lips straight
ened into a firm line. “He wasn’t do
ing* anything except running the dory 
past Loon Island." he returned. "You 
wouldn't understand. Billy. It was his 
face." Marshall laughed again, but not 
so uproariously this time. During their 
week together at oamp the fellows 
had discovered that while they could 
usually Josh "good old Steve” to the 
limit, a curious, stubbbrn tightening of 
jaw and chin was a sign that this ltartt 
had been reached. And because for all 
their banter, they liked him so well 
they were generally quick to note and 
respect that sign ;i Marshal did now. 
His laughter trailed off Into a com
fortable chuckle and he flung one arm 
carelessly across Haddon*» shoulder. 
"So you didn't like his face, eh?” he 
smiled. "It must have been some face 
to work you up like this, old top. Grub 
nearly ready. Champ? I'm starving." 
The cook's reply was elicoaraging. and 
within five minutes supper was being 
consumed with en appetite and dis
patch characteristic in n crowd ol 
healthy, active boys whose afternoon 
had been spent more or lees strenuous
ly In the open. And as they ate they 
kept up the usual running fire of josh 
and fun and banter whic)i flowed from 
each boy in the group about the fire 
with the ease and fluency of second na-

From each boy—that la save one. 
Steve Haddon rarely or never joshed, 
and when he assayed a tfun it had 
much the effect of an elephant trying 
to dance. It wasn't that he lacked a 
se.nee of humor or was sreious or mel
ancholy by nature. He thoroughly en
joyed the badinage which went on 
about him. even when he himself, as 
was so often the case, became the 
butt for another’s humor. But he had 
never acquired the trick of answering 
back In ldnd, and appeared always 
slow and deliberate In thought and 
speech.

Tonight he was even quieter than 
usual, for he was thinking about the 
man he had seen that afternoon In the 
doryfl Ho realized that, with charac

Do you know that:
A little girl residing in San Fran

cisco, whose name is Grace Ruth 
Byers and who is only six years of 
age, is the "Champion ChHd Typist of 
the World?" Just fane* she is able 
to type 8.) words per minute. If 
some of you kiddies of the Children's 
Corner were able to use a typewriter at 
that rate, you would be sending In long 
stories to Uncle ick.

It’s

MARY GROUT—I was quite surpris
ed to have your letter after the long 
silence. You were most interesting 
in your various remarks. Thanks’ for 
your good wishes and I trust you will 
write me again soon. You have tried 
hard in the contest but unfortunately 
did not come out first.

ARTHUR LOCKHART—Yes, It is a 
long while since you wrote me, but 
I was pleased to have your letter at 
last and to find that you are enjoying 
the Children's Comer so much.

DORIS LOGAN—Very glad to know 
you are enjoying the CMldren’s Cor
ner so much, and although you have 
not won the prtxe your efforts deserve 
every praise.

MARGARET STEPHENSON—Your 
attempt In the contest was very good 
and although you were not successful 
in coming out first, I know that you 
will try again soon and, I shall look 
for your efforts.

WINNIE BROCK—You have come 
so naar winning the prize this time 
that I think it is a great pity I was 
unable to award more than'one.

EDNA PETTERSON—I am glad to 
welcome you as a new member of the 
Children's Corner, and have entered 
your name upon oar membership roll. 
Write me again soon.

Lord Roberts once said with refer
ence to Sir Hiram Stevens Maxim, who 
recently died in London, that he had 
killed more men than any other per
son living. Of course he referred to 
the famous gun, invented and named 
after the Maxim Gun. When a little 
chap. Sir Hiram was always trying to 
invent something 
gun. His son, M 
that near the house where his father 
lived when a boy. a policeman used to 
be on rather friendly terms with the 
help next door. Managing to make a 
sort of quick firing pea shooter. Maxim 
frequently used the policeman as his 
target. I would not advise you kid
dies who read this page to try any 
trick like this, but I would suggest that 
you continue to work out inventions. 
Make models of steam bX.ts, etc. Its 
great practice for you.

With best wishes and heaps of love

in connection with 4 
r. Percy Maxim, tellsSTORY WANTED FOR PICTURE

Write a Story Which Will De scribe This Cut—Money Prize.

The above cut illustrates some ad- best, 
venture. Do you think you can write To the boy or girl who writes whet 
a short story describing what you is considered as the most applicable 
think is happening in tho picture. The story to the picture, the prize of ONE 
etory must be only two hundred words DOLLAR WILL BE AWARDED. All 
long. Note carefully th* nicture be- entries to be r>At to Uncle Dick, The 
fore commencing. \V»u will notice Standard, St. John, before August 31st. 
that on 5SSng man is lying down, whose decision must toe considered ns 
«whilst the other is apparently watching final. In all contests, the coupon as 
for the snake crawling fro rounder, published on this page, must be filled 
How write the storq, as you think in and enclosed.

HAROLD CARMICHAEL — Very- 
pleased to have your long and inter
esting letter, and to find that you are 
haying. It must be very pretty in the 
part where you live.RESULT OF WORD

MAKING CONTEST
"Who would want to have dinner at 

a Black Shanty. ' cried Bunch, “when 
we've got a dear little green wigwam 
of our own!"

the attraction.

>>
The word-making contest has 

brought more entries than I have had 
for a long while. From all parts of 
the Maritime Provinces, lists o words 
havp arrived. This has made the Juds 
ing most difficult, as such long lists 
were submitted.

However, after going carefully over 
them the following awards arc cow be
ing made.

L/- The bluffer tries to make people be
lieve that he is and hae something 
which he Is not and has not.

till LWV
t'w% V*I,

m'A
First Prize.

Air Rifle toeing sent by request— 
Hildt Chowen ( 1352 words), Oak Hill. 

Second Prize.
Tennis Racket—PhyMiy Barber (947 

Words), St. John, N. B.
Consolation Prize

Mary Eva Grout, H Mandaie, West-
field Centre* __

4 ■3m*

Vjrl Vs."-Si «acker—What is there about 
form that attracts a girl?

Girl—Nothing. It’s 
fts about that all 
yea know.

what the uniform 
tracts her. A real
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Q. NILSSON.
ave gone up ladders to 
repair electric wirea 

l excellent as paymls- 
ekeepers. 
eking, loading boxes, 
ucks, they have shown 
mcy.
of occupation which 

inch comment is the, 
s street car conductors 
ards. The Now "flork 
any. operating most of 
rs In New York, eays 
,500 conductors, 600 are

judge from the testl- 
employers, women can
ut be so punctual or so 
dance as men, and they 
amen supervisors. They 

In their point of view 
I have men supervisors, 
sly, without any fllrta- 
hey work as much for 
hey do for ambition or 
the work. But despite 
[leal complications, de
ader strength and en- 
n not merely could 
ally are solving, the 
r shortage and they are 
e way out from Indus* 
during the tense days

1Even in

USSEX
Raleigh Smith of Am- 

re guests of Mr. and

,ce and J. P. Atherton 
icton on Tuesday.
Bt Howard is at Haxnp- 
a week on professional

vis.

feirstead Is visiting relap
ï. B.

!
,

d Spectacle.
e!

TODAY
ES:
and $1.00 
.. 50 cent» 
and $1.00 

c., any seat

te company i
JS1C, ELEVAT- 
\CLE>

r—8.15.
most elaborate I 

TlM- I I
> $1.50 I
Ire. I

I—1
m

lOO 8INGIN0"fW^ 
With Oemedy

l DUO—Old Time 
Show With Music.
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talking about them.
«rial Drama
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CONTEST COUPON

Address

School

Birthday Grade.Age

Name of Teacher.
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