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Weekly Chat Answers To Letters Ring Lardner 
on Pitchi

r Puzzles Auntie’s Lesson> Gÿ* CiLEON B.—I -will reenember that you 
«re a big boy of thirteen, next time 
I come to talk about ages Leon. Sorry 
Use (puzzles were too hard, but il would 
not be much torn « they were too 
euay would it? Hope you have as

Riddles In Rhyme.
My first *e tine end ot some pointed 

thing.
A pen or a pencil. & «word or a spear ; 
My second a singing «unary may be, 
Or a hare with & very kmg ear.

Or a deer.

•Aonitte! Syd via! Qtd<* ! Loot wtiM 
I've found!" tried Brio. “Do look! I 
tielteve it* a real fairy!"

There, perched upon a dump cl 
nvtownetta, wee a dainty little flgnre,. 
In a delicate, tlcrwery dreeo.

"Oh. whet a davllns* exchkncd 
Sylvia. "1 do hope «he won't Cly «way 
*?” «»e- It'» tmmy. though. Cor a 
terry to atamd so stffl!."

"She seems so tome that 1 diwfc 
you might take her in your hand/* «aid 
Am* AMce.

Syhrtfet did so, ead the two children 
teo-ned over to look more closely.

“Hallo!” ortied Eric. 'iShe's a dress- 
edmp -pappy head! DM yon pot her 
there. Aun tie?”

“Yas,” saii-d Aunt Alice; “I Ithought 
I’d hove

What is mere tun. than a picnic and 
doesn’t everything taste fine out of 
doom? I know a rmea who says that 
hte -wuffie can’t make hailï as good col- 
tee on the stove at tec one as he makes

the wood flue, ltsnt it wander-1 K<»d a time at the pdonfc as 1 had 
tt my last one. 1 am sure school will 
bo just as nice as ever when, you get 
back to it. <11 ad to hear from you 
and write soon again. [CHiUKSftCoeBEK] By Ring W. Latrdner 

Vo the Editor:—
<e hist a tear item» of info 

adon about a ball player that ma 
you haven’t never heard of Min, s 
will tell his name In the first p; 
gratfk, and ht» name da Qootge 1U 
but they call him Babe on acoo 
of hÿn being over « feet tidl and p 
ty near as wide, and he Is a gr 
left-hand pitcher that don’t pdbch, 

\Vtil, one day In May 1 had s- 
& whole lot of different sparing #vti 
that boros you to death, and the W3 
Box from okl Ohil was playing in N 
Yoric city, so I thought I needed a 
tie more boring tend l went out 
Polo’s Grounds and went down on 
bench, and Mgr. Gleason wn*t sett 
there, and he says hello to me;
I Just made a face at Mm ; but -he 
ed mo to sit down a minute, r#-t 
boy named Wilkin eon was gedug 
pitch, and bA was out there

id! what big meats we can eat with 
fresh air for a ton*, and. che pleasure 
o! toaiving our tea oat the etoore or by 
tine road-side. On one of the lovely 
days which ire have had 1 wvmt to a 
picnic on the shore of out beautiful ROBERT R—What * «ptendld gar
ât John River, and tt as ties ups of denar you must bo and what a tine 
ton. Pi rot we :htid a Aaiidy sail hi a chaip to be mo busy hedpltag with the 
nice motor boat There were several potatoes, the hay anti with the wood, 
grown-ups with wj, live children and l atm glad you go to swtauntog nod am 
the- dog who always jumps cilxwurl the sure you mutit be yrowtiffig bdg and 
first one and who is tin* ashore too. strong with, suOh good work and pi ty, 
.liter chngHchjuggtng away for same Thanks for your neat letter which it 
time we saw a s.-uidy beach where wu watt « pleasure to read and It WUS very 
chough* we wan Id tike to Jun-d. so get- nice otf you to write to me on such a 
thug into «he bender we rowed to $hure. hot day. Ijet mo bear box tnoae 
Just as we were poing to step <m the beans turned eut. I «hall he much in- 
beaeflx a very cnoes Luty came down tereeteiL 
Cram a house and -nid that tt was her j
beach and we could not have our pic- jrNNCE S.—I hope you have a nice 
Bit* there. So we .ai to turn around. btriSuteiy Jeatmto. bhotugh perhaps you 
and go further aloa-g to the next shore wUil law j, better next yetr when t 
which, however, w;t~* Jus; .us n- vo and does ikm come on etondav

ve mode out fire and had our dee,I e. long time eence you have re
membered your Unde Die* and writ
ten to him. 1 am glad to know that 
you are having fun- in your holidays 
and that you like the C. 
soon again and ufl good vLshss to you 
for the coming year.

My whole Is part of « boy’s winter 
drees, '

Yet often Is used In a boy's winter 
play—

It twtota round the neck like a ted- 
beam vine,

That douU etay. ? h?
—GUpipet.)

the day pit end of the day hadBEDTIME PENCIL PICTURES Brain Testa
Ptnd the name of a river conceal

ed in each of the following sent emcee: 
We seriously meant to go.
A rebel belonging to the tenth

shot.

even cropped up to the yard Itself.
The day vas toot and the way dus

ty, bat Leslie plodded on, and at lost 
reached Red bank. The farm house 
stood far back from the road, and 
as he walked' by he glanced ourfouafly 
at it.

“1 wonder If I'm right In my hunch ?” 
he thought, if I am the thieves are 
using thiul house as their hang out."

Fereetvtag that a point of woods 
extended quite dose to the farm 'house 
he quickly decided on inis next move. 
Walking up the road for about a quar
ter of a mile, he entered the woods 
and headed for the clearing at the side 
of the house. Cautiously working hds 
way along he could obtain a fairly 
good view.

‘Wow what evm T going to do,” he 
muttered lo perplexity. Long and 
earnestly he gazed, trying to locate 
some edgme of life.

“I guess I’ve had all my potins for 
nothing,” he thought moving around 
reetiessly, "the house is 
door naffl.”

Growing boflfler by the thought that 
the liou.se was after all deserted, Les
lie moved un-tM he was standing at the 
very edge of the woods. He suddenly 
stood still as he noticed a faint wisp 
of smoke issuing from the chimney.

‘Holy Smoke,” he ejacitlated, «speak
ing out loud in Ms excitement, “the 
thieves muet be there after all, but I 
better get back before they see me,” 
and with that he started to creep fur
ther into the security of -the trees.

"Gee though. I’d like to have a look 
at the inside of that house," he added 
little realizing how soon his wish 
would be grouted.

Suddenly a heavy hand was told
roughly

-eA ' nif a lit tie fun with you when 
t her!”

ddd yon make bar?” asked
JXxu found 

“But howZ21 •
Wheat with a meamertoer shut your

Sylvia.
‘TH show you.

eyes.
She began gesticulating end I left. Wouldn't you each 

like to make e fairy for yourself?"
“Oh. please! ” cried both tine ctoil. 

*en at once.
“Well, here are some poppy heeds-, 

Mid Aunt Alice.

/
Jumbled Birds.

. I'm on flag.
In Lent.
Chide Cake.
Soar Bloat.
Re-arrange the above and make the 

neunnee of four birda

Z2 *
is. <%

If ll;
,_____ “Baicto pick a nice,
broiwn, dry one, end a few bite of dr/ 
stem. That’s right. Now we will go 
indoors and ink In their faces.”

A pen was found for each child, and 
they dird es joy putting in the «yen 
and nose and rooarth. Sylvia blacked 
in some haïr as well, and made quite 
a pretty face. But Eric’s tadry ha*t 
a most d read fid wink, which made 
tliem all laugh.

“Now w© muet dross them," eetid 
Auntie. “First we will put their col-- • 
tors on. I don’t think you will 
anything much better than white philod^ 
for those.” And she showed thP', 
children how to s«p a dWicate flower1 
carefully up each poppy stem without 
Iwedking, till It nestled round the 
fairy’s neck. “Now tor the bodices. 
Let’s go to the hollyhock bed. Pick 
a long bod, not too far out.”

"But I can’t make it go en the 
JMXPy stem.” said EMC.

“No,” answered Aunt AJBoe, -yott 
must prick ft first. Here is a hat
pin. Stick It to tiw top, end twirt ft 

e big;

At first me ttrouizh! it xros horrid of 
the lady who owned the >liore not to 
le» us tond, but after a while we came 
u> see ch;u> we were being lumisdivd 
for other people who h;ui l organ en 
tixoir miawr?—aft twants we heard 
that we had guessed right. The lady 
fold a friecad of a ios that she used to 
like -to let people iww pkmi.es and see 
them have u good time, but they nev
er said Thank you." and they far- 
got to tidy up after they went away. 
Fires were left lumndag Sx>, that Iter 
house was m danger of catxthmg on 
tire from the sparks. The children 
would even come up into her garden 
amt1 take her frerh t egetablee or rtisp- 
herriers. l’apero Ixvxee and s of 
food wer> left behind who» they went 
away. You.tee y\m could not v-.iil peo
ple who do su.h tilings ’’polite could

VXiito
ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S 

PUZZLES.
I IT'S AN Z 
OVD TIMER 
BUT 
<300 T»

L—Rocket
2. —-Paid. Pair. Noise, McAst, Laid, 

Hoist, Ideal, Vain.
3. —There aae eighteen, es follows : 

Chester, Charles, Elmer, Vernon, 
Ralph, Cyril, Harold, Leroy, Fred, Sil
as, Irving. George, David, Otis, Eli. Ira, 
Frank, John.

SMOKE. ?.vK 1\I was eWIfisig beside tihe nursery fire,
as quiet

Wairlhang the ploturos th-.ut broke and 
grow, while Jane toad gone to

When yudxl-emly oat of tihe flnaHafit 
glow oame a long thto «Tail of 
smJoko

It grow and it grow, fund It gr«w, and 
tt crew, till it maoe me ovugh 
an-i choke.

: Till it tilled the whole room, and 
j tou.hetl the ceiling, and bent
j and twisted and curled.

The lady did not kmrw fliot we hod A^nd. then grew as suddenly quiet and 
with us a Boy Scout who had been1 
uiught to always t'Uix up. and the care |
_>f fires and two Girl Guides, who
would Ve ashiBrasd not to follow- t he ! (>„ „[ tlie heauUfu] sllrer a
titles of tiwtr rtwtp and be clean and j Wizard e« old an old,
neat. Even the dCR bnrtee tiny bunee| wsuh „ 0. fine „e a troey, leaf,
bo doe^ not met, and never leaves

1 could l>e.
I as dead as a h,

M ART’S oldest sister took 
* * her over to grandmotti
er’s the other afternoon and 
there they had a very- Ane J (OBirthday Greetings, /

ytime, for granny knows how; l/|\xvx 
i to entertain, made them some 
, lovely cake add lemonade
! and then got the------------and
| set U going. Follow the dots 

and you'll see what It Is. It's 
a rerf old model.—one of the 
first ever made In fact, but It 
still works real well and fnr- 
nlshcw lots of amusement.

Î
“May you lire long and prosper,” Is 

the wish of the Children's Corner to 
all its members having birthdays dur
ing the coming week. The following 
are on our list:

Vivien Lockhart, Moncton.
April Stevene, City.
Carl Arbo, Fairvllle.
Lulu Trlfts, Young’s Cove.
Violet Hanson. City.
Jean J. Murray, PenobequtB.
Jennie Smith, Bsyside.
Vera Brooke, City.
Claude Wilcox, Salmon River. 
Zeveraa Gibbon, City.
Harry Hudèon. Belleisle.
John Turney, Creek Road.
Ronald Baird, River de OhuÆfe. 
Augusta Eddy, City.
Raymond Armstrong, Gardner’s 

Creek.
Edith McKenzie, St. Stephen.
Alice McGee, St. George.
Vivian H. Vail. Truro.
Pearl Stovit, City.
Miriam White, Campbelttoo.
Ronald MacKinnon, City.
Florence Joton-ston, Lanoaeiter. 
Pansy Scott, McAdam.
Eugene McDonald, City.
Horace Denton," Sheffield.

\

J )/ \1still as the Wood att the End 
of the World.

round till you have 
enough hole.”

■'Now Jt'a quite mrr,- aajtd Brio, 
nantfloe «he hit-pan to SsWta. In « 
mtoute, each bodtee was pmeeed ek*e- 
>r against *.« white colter.

"Whet afhout skirt* — acted Syl-ria.
"Juat hollyhocks a little further 

"Ton will

iimimi! iimmitnimi mum uiiw<.,
> 1

hie shoulder and toe wasruiti a cap of sâiinlng gold,
Somehow or other I wasn't afraid, » 

1 took has tluhi. grey hand.
And we walked right tlirough the nur

sery fire to the beautilfil Day
dream Land.

Oil! that is the country where dreams 
ouite true, where all the castles 
we make

High In tlie air or deep in tiro Are, 
can never tumble and break;

Where beautiful ladies In silver gmme 
ride by on their palfreys white

And witches go saiilitug pa.st on their 
brooms at twelve o'clock of n 
plight :

Wl'iere the Gold Princess of the fairy- 
tales with her eyes like deep 
blue flowers,

And the FVi'ncewho^to-rible-to-kin-any- 
Drapon ISfTo in their high Castle

THE WESTMONT BOYS’ 
CLUB STORIES

swung around to face an Bl-dreesedtl:«n around.
However, everyth''/rng wen* sp-iemdid

ly for our pi onto except that the lir- 
tlest one feW into th«* water and had 
to go aix>itnd in her daddy's sweater 
till her clothes goi tiry, but that was 
part of the fun ajid tike trover got e 
cold either.

Sometimes my little friends and m- 
bag ones txxx abtifje their privilege>. 
Now Uncle Dick used big words there, 
but he win tell yem what it moan- 
No. on second thought I won’t, for ; 
means w'iaat the people who sptiiled 
the ahore ddd. •See d-f yen can guess. 
Once We let some ctidldrce pick flow 
ers in oar garden. Then, when they 
pnlted up tfi»e pJaut.s and spoiled the 
grass bonrico- we bold them to nloase 

YHio were “abusing their

man who seemed badly in need of a 
shave.

“So my boy you wemit to eee the to- 
eWe of our house do you.” the man 
marled, “Well, youTl have a good 
chance mow, as you’re going to be out 
guest for awhile.”

With one hand on poor Leslie’s 
shoulder to force him along, and the 

renumbering Mr. other clutching «orne sticks of flre- 
Shurpe’s tirade «gainst the Westmont wood that toe had been gathering in 
Ptdl'ico DeparAnemt. iLeslie' " mattered, the wood, the man marched to the 

1! wx>uldai’t <k> to let them to on this, kitchen door, 
they migtoV <»P tin i'cxvard tor them “Say you feJlera, see what I Juet 
selves.” ‘«By Jove,’ and his face light- picked up.” he ettid thru'Sting Leslie 
ed up, “I nufy l>e ail wrong, but any- on to a box.
way I’m going out to Red bank my- Leslie almost frightened out of his 
eelf and see what I cam pick up.’’ wit a, glanced fearfully about him, but 

Noticing that Mr. Sharpe was still the scene was not a reassuring one. 
occupied with the officer, Leslie walk At the battered stove, evidently left 
ed out of the shop and pushing by the last owner of the farm, stood 
through the crowd that 'had congre- an undersized, seedy looking 
gated around the door, toe hurried up 
the street.

Ioat,” said Aunt AUpe. 
wTant the hat-pdn a-gafn.” 

"They’re getting awfulsaliti Sylvia. "What shall we$d?tf<M 

hats?”
"I used a nasturtium,** said Auntie. 

"Bat I thiink it would be Intorettlnfl 
if each of you thought of a fresh kinl 
of hat.”

The children ran off. 
via came back.

lngly before hds eyes. 'Tve certainly 
6txuck it lucky if only it yarns out al
right."

The Amateur 
Detective "—a certain prominent fceeebàll wr» up, and flndly he got warm and cor 

into the bench, and Mgr. Gleeu->Presemitly Syk Ê 
“IVe chosen a big^1. 

datey',” she said, “but it wonk keep

“Here’s a pin," said AnmtAe. rsOck 
it riigtot through the flower into the 
fairy's head. lit won't hurt her!”

Then up ran Brie- He bed made a 
splendid hat out of a snap-dragon.

“Next." said Aunt Alice, "we nrasS 
put in the arms and legs. Break off 
pieces of poppy-atom long enough for 
arena, and poke therm up under the 
green leaves at the top of the bo
dice. Now poke up another leg into 
tiio skint, bend all the stems near the 
©rd. to look like hands and feet,— 
and there you have your fairies finish
ed!”

said
(Continued from lust week.)

‘Tt's mot as bad as all that, is it?" 
asked Leslie sympathetically. Then a 
thought striking him he added* "Wtoy 
not advertize a reward?”

“By Jove 111 do that.” Mr. Sharpe 
exclaimed. “A hundred dollars or so 
reward for the recovery of any pro
perty, ought to waken the police up.
Alt here's a policeman at bust,” toe 
added hastening to the door.

"Left to himself Leslie idJy wond
ered what he could do if he had a 
hundred dollars given to 'him. Musing 
thus, ho wandered over to the empty 
safe. He idly glanced at it, and tunn
ed away Sudd end y he stopped short 
and gazed closely at the floor. Stoop
ing over 'he picked up something and 
Lilian hits brow' creased in thought toe 
examined hde find.

“Gee,” he thought art last vtskxns of 
a hundred dollar bill floating intic- house, or rather shack, abutted on

“Come here.and sit, down a jninui 
Witiue, àa I want to talk to you."'

Gicaeon TeHs Pitcher to Roll Ball 
Ruth

So Wilkie sit down and Mlgr. Qle 
eon sakl to Mm: :—

listen. Wtiakte. Tlhey’s a im 
on this New York club named Ru 
and.he isn’t Cobb, and he isn’t Speak 
or Sisler, or Jackson, 
that if you over throw a ball wte 
he -can reach, 1L that bail won't i 
availiable for tomorrow's gemix at 
baseballs costs as much money ; 
other commodities nowadays, so if yt 
don’t mind, why, when this guy com 
up they don’t pitch (him nothing th 
he can lay Ms bat against It, b 
roll the ball up there on the g noun 
ami I will take tfho oonsequencee.”

So Wilkie said, ye*, sir.
Well, they started till-.- game in ti 

first Inning and the White Sex dicta 
do nothing, and it rane tin» N. 
ciub'-s turns to got their innings ar 
there was two out and Plpp got < 
first bas<% aad along came Ruth. Tt 
next I seen of that two dollar bail wi 
when it was floating over the rig)

• field bleacher*. So when WUQtie can 
in to the bench. Mgr. Gleason eay 
what ddd I telii you, and Wilkie nul

* 1 didn’t meeui to pitch It where

So the neart time Babe come up a 
as he got was a three base lilt, b 
cause they were pitcMng more car

( stay away, 
pmiilege?”

A boy was to3d that he might go 
to the calks box once in a while, and 
take a piece of cake out, but afbrrj 
one day when he fici-Ahni all 
cookies, a bte <1: eh full, he found toe

UNCLE WIGGILY AND BILLIE'S 
BALL.and stated art an imtproviced table con 

verted from a packing case, 
man who Leslie guessed was the iead-

Hand in hand with the old grey Wlz 
turd. I wandered away and away. 

! Out to the land where droams come 
tone, from our country of every

cake box t^cktvl, | (jay
You st.? we can h»r* a time ,\^ we come 4o b Silver Sea. where

and plenty of fun so kwg as we n- ! th>‘ Blue Moon always shines,
member to think of .ether people and j To a land that is full of Ch risbrnas- 
not to cal too much cake, tramiph 
on tile grass border or do any of those 
things which make it toarrid for other 
people.

If <xr CM'd-Ten’s Ojtrner boys end 
girls onCy he-’p. as I atn sure they do. 
to keep the world looking tidy and 
clean and don’t “abuse thtsr privi
leges" they wrill be don us a lot of good 
and grew like some of the groat men 
anti women who tire admired end wrfl-

Uncle Wiggily and Jimmie, the duck, 
went one day to call on Billie Bushy- 
tall. the squirrel who had the tooth
ache.

They found Mrs. Bushytiail trying to 
amuse Billie and not having very good 
luck. Billie was rather cross and fret
ful. I am sorry to say.

"Now, Billie,” said Uncle Wiggily, 
when Mrs. Bushytail had gone out and 
the three friends hud the house to 
themselves, “what would you Jtke to 
play?”

“I’d like to play ball,” answered Bil

Ho’-s a bL
CHAPTER IIL 

Leslie on the Trail. This main now- turned and looked at 
Leylle closely. “Where, did you pick 
him up Spike?" he inquired.

"I found him snooping around out 
there Butch," said Sipike pointing 
through the open window to the point 
of wood®, ”a,n*l as I heard him say 
sometiluing about there beiug thieves 
in the house, I thought I’d better bring 
him in. with mo.”

(Continued next week.)

Redbur.k was the name commonly 
given to a savail deserted farm situat
ed about two mile» outside the town. 
The farm was so named because of a 
bonk of red day on the premise®, this 
being the only deposit of day in that 
section of tills color.

The back of the tumble down farm

•reee in long, long, guttering

And for every child in. Oil tibe world e 
little green fir-tree grows,

And for enxry w ish that never comes 
true, there blosajma a edvor

“Oh, thank yon. Auntie!" cried the 
children. “Our garden will be n fairy- 
land in torture! You willl see!”

Kathleen W. Goalee.

CHARLES DICKENS’ CAT.

Charles Didkems was e -lover of ani
mal®, and. like all true lovers, he was 
likely to become the dare of his peL 
Williamina, a little white oat, was a 
fiavocrlte with the entire household, but 
showed an especial devotion to her 
master. She selected a corner of his 
■study for her kittens, and brought 
them in from the kitchen one by one . 
Mr Didkens had them taken away 
again, but Willramtaa only brought- 
them quietly back. Again they were 
removed, but the third time of their 
return she did not leave them In the 
corner. Instead, she pla:oed them at 
her master's feet, and taking her 
stand beside him, looked imploringly 
up at him. That settled the quae- 

Thereafter the kittens be
longed to -the study, and they made 
themselves royally at home, swarm
ing on the curtains, playing about the 
writing-table, and scampering behind 
the book-shelves.

Most of the family were gfren away; 
only one remained, entirely deaf, end 
kr.own, from her devotion to Dickens, 
as ‘the mtieteris cat" The little crea
ture followed him «.boat like & dog. 
atnd sat beside him while he wrote

One evening Ditikene was reading 
by a email table, whereon stood a 
lighted candle. As usual, the cat was 
at his elbow. Suddenly the light went 

Dickens was much interested 
to Ms book; and he proceeded to re
light the candle; stroking the cat 119 
he did sa Afterward® he ramembe»- 
ed that puss had looked at him somjk 
what reproachfully while she receiv^ 
ed the caress. It was only when the 
light agaivn became dim that the rea
son of her melancholy suddenly dawn
ed upon him. Turning quickly, he 
found her deliberately putting oat the 
candle with her paw, and again she 
looked at him appealingly. She was 
lonesome, and wanted to be petted, 
and this wae her device for gaining 
toer end—Our Dumb Animals.

lie.And some fine nlight, when our ships 
come home and we sail ta them 
out to sea.

We shall reach that Word ait the End 
of the World and find our own
little Tree.

Ttere we shall ere aid our dream® 
come true, we'N be happy and 
pretty and grand.

And Chat Is the country T srw last 
night a® I held the old Wizard’s

But Jane came buck—oh, much too 
soon! I heard her cough and

And the Wizard vanished . . . afll I 
could see was a long grey spire
of smoke!

“Well, I don’t very well r.ee how 
we can play ball in the house," said 
the rabbit gentleman. "We might 
break some of your mother’s things.’’

“I have a rubber ball," chattered 
Billie. “That is soft and if it hits tne 
piano it won’t scratch it."

They were soon having a jolly time, 
Billie threw the ball to Jimmie and 
the boy duck missed it. The rubber 
ball rolled out in the kitchen, and 
Jimmie waddled after it And just <ts 
he did the door burst open and in 
came the Bazoopa after Uncle Wig- 
gily’s souse.

"Oh, if I only had my rubber ball, 
I could throw it at this «pleasant 
creature and make him let Uncle Wig
gily alone!" thought Billie. But the 
ball had rolled out in the kitchen, 
near the sink, and Jimmie, the duck 
had gone after it.

"A hard baseball would be better to 
throw at the Bazoopa!” thought Billie. 
“Eut, alas ! I have neither."

Uncle Wiggily still had his ears cov
ered with his paws, hoping he might 
save his souse, and the bunny was 
wishing the policeman dog would 
come along and arrest the bad Baz
oopa* when, all at once, Jimmie, the 
duck, came in front the kitchen, and 
Jimmie had Billie’s ball.

“Oh! What’s going on here?” asked 
the -duck boy.

"Nothing is going on. but something 
Is coming off!” snapped the Bazoopa. 
"Some souse is coming off Uncle Wig- 
gily’e ears!”

“Is it? Well, I guess not!” brave
ly quacked

"Why not? Who will stop me?” de
manded the Bazoopa.

“I will!” still more bravely quack
ed Jimmie. With that he aimed Bil
lie’s rubbqr ball at the bad animal, and 
as Jimmiè squeezed the ball out shot 
a stream of water. Right in the Ba- 
zoopa's face the water spurted.

“Oh wow ! Oh stop! Don't do that! 
You know I'm afraid of water!” howl
ed the Bazoopa, dancing up and

“Of course, 1 know it!” quacked 
Jimmie, and he pressed the rubber 
ball harder and harder and sprayed 
so much water on the Bazoopa that 
the crafty creature had to jump out 
the window to keep from being drown
ed.

“Oh. Jimmie!" said Uncle Wiggily, 
when he saw that the bad animal was 
gone, “you saved my souse."

“I'm glad I did,” quacked Jimmie. 
“When I went ont to the kitchen to 
get Billie’s ball 1.heard the Bazoopa 
come In. J knew he hated water so I 
filled the ball at the sink and doused 
him.”

ten alxmL
Wishing I could take yvn all on a 

picnic wiith me next time.
With lore fn-m.

&UNCLE DICK.

Anxious to Know.

During a flood in a provincial city 
au adventurous boy embarked o,n a 
voyage of ! isccrvery In a dilapidated 
beat . nn d solely, it -reined, by a 

desire to ijtsfc his life unnec-
e.£ -arüy.

Latt r hv wu < seen, with both oars 
g ne, being swiftly lvvni-e by the cur
rent to viral, in the debris-choked 
state of tiro rh> r. seemed probable 
death A crowd Itad collected on the 
bridge, and voices called to Mm ■mes- 
eages of sympathy and 
ment: ins- loudest above the din 
the shrill pi pan g voice of a smal l ur
chin. whose anxiety concerning his 
friend's fate c-.-cmed extreme.

"I eny. Bill!” he vocuforated, tn 
agonised tones.

J-’rom between the white tips of Bill 
came a taltat “Yus!” heard dimly 
across the water.

T eay Bill!” shrieked the young
ster again, trembling with suspense : 
“Who shall yer leave yer bicycle 
to?”

•v
i

non.—Thom StorrelL

Rebuked.

Robbie was in ttoe habit of roaming 
errands for aai old gentleman nex: 
door, who iwiveT paid him except in 
effusive thanks. He had just return
ed from tlie tiiird errand one morn
ing. and the old gentleman, parting 
•him on the hoad, said:

. “Robbie, I am very much dbtiged to

Thank you. my boy. thank you."
Robbie looked up in tots face wist

fully. and apologetically replied :
"Mr. Jon tv,, you don’t know how I 

wish I could thank you for

encourage-

You’re a finie little fellow.

//' J *•<•* ’/#//
-,

> lO'C^a j
t>»»ewA

HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER
Jimmie. “--roll the ball up there on th 

ground—”

ful to him. Well, after a while l 
bticomo ueceeoary to put in a pino 
Miter for Wilkie, and little Dicki 
Korr was sent in to Ihilsfli tiie gamt 
Mgr. Gleason didn’t tell Didkie wher 
to pitch to Babe, becaueo LXckne' 
what you might call a old-timer, s 
Dickie pitd^xt one «(. tiii» iblni' 
Adam's apple, and he hit it into th 
right field stand 
os I have nicknamed them.

Now this Isn't • - 1 a 'tdon 01
neither of these pitchers, which I hop 
is both friends of mine; but, if I wu 
managing a bail club in the America) 
League 1 would toll them how V 
pitch to this bird. I would stand on th. 
mound and tirow tlie first ball to firs 

1 Aase arid the seco nd ball to seront 
base, and the tiilni ball to tiiird base 
and then I would turn around am 
heave the fourth one out to nigh 
field, because he couldn t be to id 
these plaoee at once, and further am 
/more thane is a rule that makes 1

OF THE CHILDREN’S CORNER

Any boy or girl under sixteen years of age may join 
by sending in his or her name, address, birthday and age. 
For convenience the coupon printed below will be found 
occasionally on our page and may be filled out and mailed 
along with your letter to Uncle Dick, care of The Standard.

1 wish to become a member of the Children's Corner.
Billy Jones. tor another hem#

The toucher thinks I’m Billy Joasea, 
She's awfully wrong, but me;

For I'm not Billy Jones at all —
I'm a cowboy up a tree.

The other kid» they eee 
They’re scared a® fwared con be, 

For they know wiiat’s in my podkwL 
And they know whoV» up that tree.

So they all »tt up and lfeften ;
They’re stUl ns still can be;

And teacher thinks she does ft,
B<it it's really my fun and ms

My Name is

i.Address

VBirthday............... . ....

I I was bora in the year 19 I«7$<U'3 oui forçai.• - 4
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