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Simsanoeripy
Penr Chume-—
| Wit 8 more fium-¢han a piende and
! doasm’t ewerything taste fine out of
doors? T know @ mam who says that
| his wifle can't make half as good cof-
tee on the stove at home as e makes
| over the wood fire. lsnt #t womnder-
ful what hig meals we can eat with
fresh air for a tondk, and ¢he plexsure
of having ¢ur tea om the ehore’ or by
the roadstde. ©On ome of the lowely
days which we have had I went to a
picnic on the shors of our beautiful
St. John River, and it «s me
fun. First we bl a dandy sail én a
nice motor boat, Thers were several
grown-ups with us, five children and
the dog who alwaps jumps aboand ¢he |
first one and who ds finst ashore t0o.|
After chug-chugst away for some]
time we saw a sandy beach where wu
cthought we would like to Jand, so get-
ting into the tander we rowed to shore.
Just as we were going to step om the
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Answers To Letters

LBEON 81 will ramember that you
are a big boy of thirtesn, next time
I come to talk about ages Leon. Sorry
the puzzles were too hard, but it would
not be much fun #f they were too
easy woumld #t? Hope you have as
good a time at the picmfo as 1 had
at my last one. 1 am sure school will
be just as nice as ever when you get
back to it. Glad to hear from you
and write svon again.

ROBHRT R-—What a splendid gar-
dener you mast be and what a fine
chap b0 be so busy helping with the
potatoes, the hay amd with the wood

|T am glad you go #n swimining amd am

sure you muxk be growing big and
strong with such good work and play.
Thanks for your meat letter which .it
was a pleasure to read and it was very
nies of you o wnite to me on sach a
hot day. Let zwe hear howv those
beans turmexd out. I shall bs much in-

beach, a very eross jady came down|terested,
firom a house and <axid t #t was her!

Ul Ve our pac } J1

und |

— ey
NIE 8.1 hope you have a nice
v Jemmiw, thouwgh perhaps you
10T8 , will “like it batter next yeer when -t
ailidoes not come on Sunday It is -
et a loug time since you have re.
bered your Uncle Dick apd »int
to him. 1 am glad {0 know that
t to|you are having fum im your bolidays
that you like the C. . Wiite
i soon egain and adl good wishas to you

[ was siiing beside the nursery fire,
as quiet as 1 could be,

Watching the pletures that broke and
grew, while Jame bad gone to

her tea,

ol
ted,

and <u

as suddenly quiet and

twisted

Wood ait the Eod

of the beautiful silver spiire
Wizard as old as old,
as a frosty leaf,
ing gold,

't afraid, so

n

try wheré dreams
where all the castles

used dig worg
wihat it
woa't

ble and break;

| Wiheere Boautiful 1 a8 in Fer gowmne

| e by on their palfreys white
€ ing past on their

at twelve

om second 1
what the
id. See

v o

o'clock of a

Gold Princess of the fairy-

ldremx pi
1 with her eyes like deep

Then, whe tales

nee-whods-able-to-kill-any
igon Nve in ¢heir high Castie
Toswers,

Who were

and with the old grey Wiz
I wandered away and away,
i where dreams come
from our country of every

1 Blue
o s lamd that
trees in long, long,
| Ax ry child in «ail the world a

tle TS ZTOWS,

And every wish L never comes
e, thers bl xms @ sflver
I rose.
X i their privi-|

hey w < a lot of good | And some fine might when our ships
w like ® great men come home and we sail #n them

T mired and writ- | out to a,
t | We shall reach that Wood at the Fnd

of the World and find our own
Httle Tree.

we shall see all our dreams
come trme, we'N be happy amd
pretty and grand.

the country T saw last
as I held the old Wizard's

Id take you all on a

There

Anxicus to Know.

Jane

soon!

came back—oh, much too
1 heard her cough and
choke,

NEC” | And the Wizard vanished . . . ol 1
conld see was a long grey spire
of smoke!

—Thore: Stowell.

e s
Rebuked.

in

seemed probabie |
ad collected on l'm‘“
to him s

Robbie was the habit of runndng

for @ old gentlemam next
o never paid him exocept in
ve thanks. He had just return-

hisled from the third emrand ome morn-

{ing, and the old gentleman, patting
“1 eay, m him on the head, said:
agontsed to “Robbie, T am very much obliged to
From betwe lips of Bill|you. You're a fine little fellow.
2 . ard dlux‘vi’nmnk you, my boy, thank you.”

Robbie looked up in his face wist

T say, Bill!” ghrieked the Young- {fally, and apologetically replied:
ater again, tremblir with susp | “Mr. Jonew, you dont know how I
“Who shall yer leave yer bi le |wish T could thank you for some-
to?’ | thing.”
R R e A

HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER
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 he found
occasionally on our page and may be filled out and mailed
along with your letter to Uncle Dick, care of The Standard.

I wish to become a member of the Children’s Corner,

Teese ssse beas

My Name is ........ .............
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EDTIME PENCIL PICTURES
__ BEDTIME s ﬂ,,w_,m?_.
Zlf// ey

ARY'S oldest sister took

|
it grew, and it grew, and |

w, till # made me .um_.:ht

and choke !

I it filled the whole room;, and
touched and bent

her over te grandmoth-
{ er's the other afternoon and
there they had a very fine
time, for granny knows how
to entertain, made them some
lovely cake and lemonade /
and then got the —————— and
set it going. Follow the dots
and you'll see what it is. It's
& ver¥ old model,—one of the
{/irst ever made in fact, but it
8till works real well and fur- ~

nishes lots of amusement, \
[ gumgnmummunuuujmumw't.\l'sz i;
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‘THE WESTMONT BOYS’
CLUB STORIES

ingly before his e
struck it lucky if
right.” Then
Sharpe’s tirade ag:
Police Depart ;
‘It wouldn't do to let
they <cop the rewanrd for them-
selves.” #By Jove,” and his face light-
ed up, “I may be all wrong, but any-
way I'm going out to Redbank my-
self and see what I cum pick up.”

Noticing that Mr, Sharpe was still
occupied with the officer, Leslie walk-
ed out of the shop and pushing
through the crowd that had congre-)
gated around the door, he hurried up
the street

I've certainly
L pans out al-
mbering = Mr,
t the Westmont
lieg*™ ed,
iem in on' this,

The Amateur

Detective

(Continred from last week.)

“It's mot as bad as all that, is it?”
asked Leslie sympathetically. Then a
thought etriking him he added, '‘Why
not advertize a reward?”

“By Jove Il do that,” Mr, Shampe
exclaimed. “A hundred dollars or so
reward for the recovery of my pro-
perty, ought to waken the police up.
Ah here's a policoman at last,” he
added - hastening to the door.

“Left to himself Leslie idly wond-
ered what he could do if he had a
hauwdred dollars given to him. Musing
thws, he wandered over to the empty

CHAPTRER IIL
Leslie on the Trail.
Redbank was the name commonly

safe. He idly glanced at it, and tum- given to a small deserted farm situat-
ed away. Suddenly he stopped shont|ed about two miles outside the town.

and gazed closely at the floor. Stoop-|The farm was so named because of a

ing over e picked up something and | bamk of red v on the premises, this
then his brow creased in thought be|being the v deposit of clay in that
examined his find. section of s color,

Gee,” he thought at last visions of|. The back of the tumble down farm

the clay pit, and some of the clay had
even cropped up in the yard itself.
The day was hot and the way dus-
ty, but Lestie plodded on, and at last
reached Redbank. The farm house

as the wallced' by he glanced curtously
ar it

he thought, “if I am the thieves are
using that house as their hamg out.”
Pencelving that a point of woods
extended quite close to the farm house
he quickly decided om his mext 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 his
way along he could obtain a fairly
good view.

‘Now what am T going to do,” he
muttered in perplexity. Long and
earnestly he gazed, trying to locate
some eigns of life.

“l guess I've had all my peins for
nothing,” he thought moving around
restlessly, “the house is as dead as a
door nail.” i

Growing bolder by the thought that
the house was after all deserted, Les-
lie moved until 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 chimmey,

“Holy Smoke,” he ejaculated, speak-
ing out loud in his excitement, ‘“the
thieves must 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 reallzing how soon his wish
would be granted.

Suddenly a heavy hand was laid on
his shoulder and he was wroughly
swung amonnd to face an ill-dressed
man who seemed badly in need of a
shave,

“So my boy you want to see the in-
stde of our house do you,” the man
snarled, “Well, youll have a good
chance now, as you're going to be our
guest for awhile.”

With one hand on poor Leslie's
shoulder to force him along, and the
other clutching some sticks of fire-
wood that he bhad been gathering in
the wood, the mam marched to the
kitohen door.

“Say you fellers, see what
picked up,”
on to a box.

Leslie almost frightened out of his
wits, glanced fearfully about him, but
the sceme was not & reassuring one.
At the battered stove, evidently left
by the last owner of the farm, stood
an undersized, seedy looking man,
and seated at an improvised table con
verted from a packing case, sa: a
man who Leslie guessed was the iead-
er

This man now turned and lookad at
Lesite closely. “Where did you pick
Lim up Spike?” he inquired.

“I found him snooping around out
theve Butch,” said Spike pointing
through the open window to the point
of woods, “and as I heard him say
something about there being thieves
in the house, T thought I'd better bring
him in with me.”

I just
he said thrusting Leslie

a bundred dollar bill floating intic- or rather shack, abutted on

(Continued next week.)

TAKE IT AND
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Riddles In Rhyme.
My first 48 the end of some pointed
thing,

A pen or a penacil, a eword or & spear;
My second s einging capary may bey

Auntie’s Lesson

“Auntie! Sylvia! Quick! Look whad
Ive found!" cried Eric. “Do Sook! I
belteve it's a real fairy!” i
__There, perched upon & clump of

Or & hare with a very long ear,
Or a deer,

My whole is part of a boy's winter
dress, N
Yet often is used in a boy's winper

play—
It twists round the meck like & red-
bean vine,
That dou't stey.
—Mip-pet.)

Braln Tests.
Find the name of a river comceal-
ed in each of the following sentences:
We meant to go.
A rebel belonging te the tenth was

When with a mesmeriser shut your
yes.
She began gesticulating and I left.

Jumbled Birds.
Tm on flag. SR
In Lent.
Chide Cake.
Soar Blast.
Re-arrenge the above and make the
names of four birds.

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S
PUZZLES.

1L.-—Rocket.

2.—Paid, Pair, Noise, Molst, Laid,
Hoist, Ideal, Vain.

3.—There are eighteen, as follows:
Chester, Charles, Elmer, Vernom,
Ralph, Cyril, Harold, Leroy, Fred, Sil-
as, Irving, George, David, Otis, Fli, Ira,
Frank, John.

Birthday Greetings

“May vou live long and prosper,” is
the wish of the Children’'s Corner to
all {ts members having birthdays dur-
ing the coming week., The fol'owing
are on our list:

Vivian Lookhart, Moncton.

April Stevens, City,

Carl Arbo, Fairville.

Lulu Trifts, Young's Cove.

Violet Hanson, City.

Jean J. Murray, Penobsquis.

Jennie Smith, Bayside.

Vera Brooke, City,

Clande Wilcox, Salmon River,

Zeversa Gibbon, City.

Harry Hud$on, Belleisle.

John Turney, Creek Road.

Ronald Baird, River de Chuffle,

Augusta Eddy, City.
Raymond Armstrong, Gardner's
Creek.

Edith McKenzie, St. Stephen,
Alice McGee, St. George.
Vivian H. Vail, Truro.
Pearl Slovit, City.
Mirfam White, Campbeliton.
Ronald MacKinnon, City,
Florence Johmsiton, Lancaster.
Pansy Scott, McAdam.
Eugene McDonald, City.
Horace Denton,” Sheffield.
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UNCLE WIGGILY AND BILLIE'S

BALL.

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

They found Mrs. Bushytail 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 had the house to
themselves, “what would you like te

li‘ | i
Y “I'd like to play ball,” answered Bil

lie.

“Well, T don't very well ree how
we can play ball in the house,” said
the rabbit gentleman., “We might
break some of your mother’s things.”

“] 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 rubher
ball rolled out in the kitchen. and
Jimmie waddled after it. And just as
he did the door burst open and in
came the Bazoopa after Uncle Wig.
gily’s souse.

“Oh, if I only had my rubber bal,
I could throw it at this ‘1apleasant
creature and make him lef Uncle Wig-
gily alone!” thought Billie. But the
ball had rolled out in the kitchen,
near the sink, and Jimmis, the duck
had gone after it

“A hard baseball would be better to
throw at the Bazoopa!” thought Billie.
“Put, 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 from the Kkitchen, 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’s ears!”

“Is it? Well, I guess not!” brave-
1y quacked Jimmie.

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

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

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

“0f course, I 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
gene, “you saved my souse.”

“I'm glad I did,” quacked Jimmie.
“When I went out to the kitchen to

get Billie's ball 1.heard the Bazoopa
come in. J knew he hated water so |

was @ dainty little figure, .
in a delicate, tlowery dress.

“Oh, what a darling” exclatmed
Sylvia. “I do hope she won't fly away
190 soon. It fonmy, though, for a
fairy to stand so still.”

“She seems so tame that I Chink
you might taike her in your hand,” said
Aunt Alice.

Sylvi did so, end the two children
leaned over to look more closely.

“Hallo!” crfied Hric. “She's a dress:
ed-up poppy head! Did you put her
there, Auntie?”

“Yes,” said Aunt AHce; “1 ihounght
l'dhwmamrfhmmyouwhen

1]

you her!
“But did you make her? asked
Sylvia,

“I'll show you. Wounldn® you eack
like to make a fairy for yourself 7

“Oh, please!” cnied both the clril

at once,

“Well, here are some poppy tremds,™®
sald Aunt Alice. “Baich pick a niice,
brown, dry one, anid e few bits of dry
stem. That's right. Now we will got
indoors and ink in their faces.”

A pen was found for each child, and
they did emjoy putting in the eyes
and mose and momth. Sylvia blacked'
in some hatr as well, end made quite
a pretty face. But Eric’s fairy had
& most dreadful wink, which made
them all laugh.

“First we will put their col-, -
lars on. ¥ don't think you will fin.
anything much better than white phi
for those” And she showed th¥s,
children how to shp a delicate flower *
carefully up each poppy stem withowmt
breaking, till it mestied vound the
fairy’s meck. ‘Now for the bodices.
Let's go to the hollyhock bed. Piek
& Jong bud, not too far out.”

“But I can't make it go om the
PODPY Stem,” maid Brfe,

round til yom have made big,
enough hole.”

“Now it’s quite easy,” eaid Brio,
handing the hat-pin o Sylwie. In a
minute, each bodice was pressed cloge-
ly against its white collar.

“What ahout ‘skints 7 asked Sylvia.

“Just bollyhocks a little furthem
out,” said Aumt Alfce, “You will
want the hatpin sgain.”

“They'’re getting. awful pretty,”
;aﬁtd Sylvia. “What shall we do for
ats 2

“l used a masturtium,” sald Auntie,
“But I think it would be intemestt
if each of you thought of @ fresh kin
of hat."”

The children ran off. Presemtly Syk
via came back. “Tve chosen a big 3
dmi'.sry,” she said, “but it wont keep
on!”

“Here's a pin;” said Auntde. *“Stick
it right through the flower into the
fairy’s head. it won't hurt her!”

Then up ran Bric. He had made a
splendid hat out of a snap-dragon.

“Next,” said Aunt Alice, “we mmst
put in the arms and legs. Break off
Ppieces of poppy-stem long enough for
arms, and poke them up under the
green leaves at the top of the ho-
dice. Now poke up another leg into
the skirt, bend all the stems mear the
erd, to look lke hands and feet,-—
g«rl‘d there ycu have your fairies finish-

'

“Oh, thank you, Auntie!” cried the
children. “Our garden will be a fadry-
land in future! You will see!”

Kathleen W. Coales.

—
CHARLES DICKENS' CAT.

Charles Dickens was a lover of anf-
mals, and, like all true lovers, he was
likely fto become the slave of his pet.
Williamina, a litthe white cat, was a
favorite with the entire household, but
showed an especial devotion to her
master. She selected a cormer of his
®tudy for her kittens, and brought
them in from the kitchen one by one.§
Mr. Dickens had them taken away \
again, but Williaming only brought-
them quietly back. Again they were
romoved, but the third time of their
return she did not leave them #n the
corner. Instead, she placed them at
her master's feet, and taking her
stand beside him, looked imploringly
up at him, That settled the ques-
tion. Thereafter the  kittens be-
longed to the study, and they made
themselves royally at home, swarm-
ing on the curtains, playing about the
writingtable, and scampering behind
the book-shelves.

Most of the family were ghven away;
only one remained, entirely deaf, and
krown, from her devotion to Dickems,
as “the muster's cat.” The little crea-
ture followed him about like a dog,
and sat beside him while he wrote.

One evening Dickens was reading
by @ small table, whereon stood a
lighted candle. As usual, the cat was
at his elbow. ‘Suddenly the light went
out. Dickens was much imterested
in his book; and he proveeded to re-
light the candie; stroking the cat as
he did so. Afterwards he remem]
ed that puss had looked at him som
what reproachfully while she meceiv.
ed the caress. It was only when the
light again became dim that ithe rea.
son of her melancholy suddenly dawn-
el upon him. Turning quickly, he
found her deliberately putting out the
candle with her paw, and again she
looked at him appealingly. She was
lonesome, and wanted to be petted,
and this was her device for gaining
her end—Our Dumb Animals,

-
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Billy Jones.
The teacher thinks I'm Billy Joues,
She's awfully wrong, but see;
For I'm not Billy Jones at all—
I'm @ cowboy up a tree,

The other kids they gee me.
They're scared as scared can be,
For they know what's dn my podiat,

And they know who's up that tree, *
So they all sit up and lsten;

They're still as still can ba;
And teacher thinks she does »,

fiLed the ball at the sink and doused

But it's really my gun and me.
N

!
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on Piichi

. By Ring W. Lardner
To the Rdibor:—

This ks just'a few item of info
ation.about & ball player that ma
you haven't never heard of iim,
Wil tell his pame in the first p:
Eraph, and bis name ds George i
but they call him Babe on acco
of him being over ¢ feet tall and p
ty _n as wide, and he is a gr
left-hand pitcher that don’t pibeh,

Well, one day in May 1 had s
a whole lot of different sportng eve
that bores you to death and the Wi
Sox from old Chi was playing in N
Yorlk city, so I thought I needed a
tle more horing mmd I went out
Polo's Grounds and went dewn on
bench, and Mgr. Gleason wae sett
there, and he says hello to me; |
I just made a face at bdm; but he a
ed me to sit down a minute, : 8
boy named Wilkinson was going
pltch, and 16 was out there warm

A\

*—a certain prominent baseball wi
up, and findly he got warm and cor
into the bench, and Mgr. Gleas
sajd:—

“Come_ here. and sit down a minu
Wilkie, as I want to {alk to you.”

Glcason Tells Pitcher to Roll Ball
Ruth

So Wilkie sit down and Mgr. Gle
son said to him

“Say, listen, Wilkie. They's a mu
on this New York eclub named Ru
and he isn't Cobb, and he isn’t Speak
or Sisler, or Jackson.  He's a bi
that if you ever thmow a ball whe
he can reach it, that ball won't
available for tomorrow!'s game, @l
baseballs costs as much money
other commodities nowadays, so if w
don't mind, why, when this guy com
up they don’t pitch him mothing th
he can lay his bat against it, b
roll the ball up thers on the groun
and I will take the consequences.”

So Wilkie said, yes, sir.

Waell, they started this game in ti
finst inning and the White Sox didv
do nothing, and it came the N,
club’s turns to get their innings &
there was two out und Pipp got ¢
first base, and along came Ruth, Tt
next 1 geen of that two dollar bell w
when it was floating over the rig
fleld bleachers. So when Wikkie can
in to the bench, Mgr. Gleason say
what did I teli you, and Wilkie su
1 didn’t mean to pfceh it where
went.

S0 the next time Babe came up a
a8 he got was a three base hit, b
cause they were pitching more car

s_goll the ball

ground—"

ful to him. Well, after a while !
becaine necessary to put in a pino
hitter for Wilkie, and iittle Dicki
Korr was sent in to findish the game
Megr. Gleason didn't tell Dickie wher
to pitgh to Babe, because Dickie'
what you might call a old-timer, s
Dickie pitcf™d one at this bird’
Adam's apple, and he hit it into th
right fleld stand for enother homs
as I have nicknamed them.

Now this isn't s svilectlon o
neither of these pitchers, wadch I hop
is both friends of mine; but, if 1 wa
managing a ball club In the America
League I would tell them how ¢
pitoh to this bird. I would stand on th
anound and tirow the first ball to firs
Mase and the seco nd ball to secon
base, and the third ball to thdrd base
and then I would turn around an
heave the fourth one out fn righ
fleld, bocause he couldn't be in al
these places at once, and further am
/more there is a rule that makes |

e

up there on th



