ones in thb Spring.
a lot to say about the differeat
' pets Wi tich h

and between all
Yoaud many inter

remember when ¢ mite young, about
age, it uwsed to Worry me quite
to see some hnimais weanng

to be their same coats

your time will

Year with a very nice act, and hope
you will continue with your letters

ik

ALICE K.—You started the New

v ear. How they| Yes, we were all soxry, indeed, 'to dose
" T '".'?”-fr’m“m‘t\'}; in winter and [one of our ;‘:ry&:-r : A ':: — ~ ; g ;-80 " 1 hor father
-’lminumrmedwwl-“m'am‘mg e unate fow : arain. For, you see, he hes had ne fyod 1 v

Foshar L N e e BEDTIME PENCIL PICTUKES oo™ o R e i

drew forth all my ¥ - L4 : _ ipdeed, the man was already half- the and her father and mother
e T o T Bt S L SR | | 54T iyt BTN e SR (iR el Ty

: ¥ g ¢ “! As the two fine bear —— ato; e APt & J00uey

temperatures yet 1 never it quite sat . o ) len night cap which every Neapolitan v gladly it it would have cured her.

in my own mind abjout the sub- TOM B. R.—So pleased with your ¢ ‘,b fisheriman wears as a bal of his 2 of begind WM Wi ml Th:‘y‘woﬂd have donehmhhmo

world to see the colour come back fo

¢ letter and the eccount
of all your doings. I too, bad a siide
on a toboggan lately and think it »
1 envy you €0 many

Now 1 can understand much
for 1 have learned that their

ts do actually change iome in ool-
:.. in thickness, but the

others just
change is so gredual that. Jit often goes
guite unnoticed.
”M of you who Mive in the couni
robably have mamy chances O
:,ch‘:x the simple process by which |
enfmals shed their summer furs and
at the same time grow newv and thick:
er ones on their backs.

The interesting part of this change
is among those who actmlly wear a
different colored coal W the winter
#roe what they wear in swunmer. For
instance the long-eared hayre wear:s &
sunmer frock of dull brown. bat when
weal winter weather arrives he is seer

in beantiful white furs. This;
=o! ondy protects him from the sevc\_re;
#eet, but also makes him almost in-{
wvixible when snow is on the ground.;
It is not easv to see white against!
white, you kuvow. Another amimal|
that wears > for in winter is the
¥ pg-tailed el. 1f you lave ever|
geen omne in summer } i
Ber that his cost was thea brown. The

.red sguirrel :co chang?s his colors
when the winters are c¢old. I sum-
mwer he is Hbrown on iup pure \\'h:ml

on |

)

undernenth with a black siripe
each side between the browa and the
white.

Witht he coming of cold weataur ::1-»!
black stripes disappear his back and |
the upper side of his tail grow warm-
1y red. Of course the domestic ani-
mmls do not change their color, but
they have warmer coats even if you
cant ust tell when they improve the
geality. 1 think with the horse you
eap generally see signs of the old|
hairs dropping out for at that time nur:
good friend has quite a
jock, no matter how proud he may \)!’1
of his smooth, glossy coat at other |
times. So with all these proofs we!
must acknowledge that God takes|
good care of all living creatures and
provides for their needs at the proper
time. This does not mean of coursa
that all the animals are intended to
be exposed out of doors all the
[ am afraid even with the new coats,
that the horses, dogs, cats, and €0
forth, would suffer greatly if we di
noi provide a shelter for them. So
let us think of that, those of us who
have animal pets, and do not let them
B> exposed too long a time When
they give the cry or bark, their only
gignal, let us attend to their vlea and
thus do our part to care for the dumb
friends. It was o good to hear of a
geod fellow putting out a nice Christ-
mas meal to the birds about his home.
1 hope to hear of many of you doing
the same thing while the snow is with
‘g8 and everything out doors ;s frozem
hard. Just put yourselves in
piaces of any of our dumb friends, kid-
dies, and then I am sure you will ap-
ply the golden rfle. Do writ2 me if

you happen to see any ol the animals
bat

with the new colored coa:ss on,

4 will take bright eves o de

white furs from the whit
Ever your frsad.

UNCLIZ DICK.

give the other friems.
a fine wintor so far outdoor

u will remem |°

I\\‘uﬁn‘l it worth the effort when you

dull shaggy | ng

ale

the | go

sports,
because there isnt the coatinuous
zero weather. Gool luck and here’s
wishing you heaps of good times.
WILLIAM B. M. S—It is a pelasuro|
to count you among the new mem-
bers and I shall hope for a letter soon
telling all about yourself and your do-
ings. then we can feel better ac-
quainted with each other.
VIOLET (—You are quite a Httle
stranger and 1 enjoyed reading all
about your Christmas holidays and
the many presents you received. Then
you were very wise to tell me of the
omes you gave to those who were in
need of some Christmas cheer, for 1
can understand better why you were
0 happy and enjoyed the season 8O

much.

DAVID B—You certainly were a
thoughttu! fellow oa Christmas day
to leave all your presents and go out
with such @ nice meal for those binds.

saw how they went akter the suet!
It seems ‘0 be their choice and I am
glad yon hupg it from the tree
branches, for you could watch them
eating so much better. I will say a
big “thank you” for the birds.

ESTHER B. A—So you haven't for-
gotten the C. C. after all ? 1 am glad
you made use of those ideas for mak-

things for your dolls’ Christmas i s
which wese in our page last month, iv\.rI;:?'k Harry! He has that gicls
and so the little bed really looked That fisherman fellow?”

good 1 know you must have done L:i
neatly and well, then, and camn quité
believe it was what the doll house,
needed.

IAN McT —You

supposed €0 appear several!
ago. It is so interesting
I knew the members will en-

weeks

though,
joy reading it

GRACE 8. F.—Your neat little let~
ter arrived just in time to be answer
ed in this week’'s page. So pleased
to have you join our Club, and am
sure you will continue to find it im-
teresting. 1t must be good ococasting
by now with the new fall of snow and
st of the last few days. How
you enjoyed your Christmas
, and. best of all, you recaiv-
ed som2 nice gifts. Write again soon.

OLIVE B. D.—Delighted to enroll
you as a new member and will hope
for a leiter soon, telling all about
yourself, so that we may bacome bet-
ter acquainted.

MILDRED B.—~-What pretty little
paper yoa wrote your letter on. I sup-
pose that was among your gifts, and

Birthday G}eetings

To all the members of the Children's
Corner who bave a birthday we wish
them many, many happy returns of
the day. On our list are the follow-

Hazel Bunker, Russiagornis Sta.
Muriel Morehouse, Up. Keswick.
Walter Worsh, Germain St., City.
Joseph Wheaton, Up. Sackville.
Ethel Maxwell, St. George.

Durrell Cunmningham, Eocabec
Freda Hoyt, City.

Arthur Rourke, City.

Marion Beckingham, Gity

Panl Davis, Bristol.

Bdith C. Wetmore, Bloomfield Sta
G. Evelyn Crawford, Centreville.
Edith Dickinson, Hartland.

Laura Baird, Chipman.

Clara Vey, City.

Aundrey Foshay, Cambridge.

H. G. Lenore Fleiger, Escuminac.

A Peep Into Uncle
Dick’s Mail

Dear Uncle Dick:—

1 am a boy ten years old.
the ‘bank of the Miramichi River
short distance from the

perent saimon in the pond this fall.
; {0 school
three
dog named Watch and he ca
as good as & horse.
horses.

|

wome a member of youg corner.
Yours truly,
IAN MoTARISH.

Margaret E. Pierce, Bloomfield Sta.

A PEEP INTO UNCLE DICK'S MAIL

I live on

Miramichi
Salmon Hatchery. They had 4,500

and am in the 6th grade,
brothers and one sister

We have
I am enclosing the
coupon filed in and would like to be-

vou are quite a good writer, too. So
sorry to hear of your school being
closed, too, as so many little friends
ed to hear of Laura’s death.

| GIRLHOOD STORIES OF
FAMOUS WOMEN

Alice Freeman Paimer.

Seven-year-old Alice was the "lit-
tle mother” of the three younger
Freeman chiidren.
One dark night the screech owls
screeched unusually loud and ¢he
children crowded close to Alice who
told them that the noise was some-
.| thing to scare mice and bats, not lit-
tle boys and girls.
“It sounds funny, Adice, but it's
al' right when we can touch you”
they whispered.
Later hundreds of girde learned to
depend on Afice Freeman Palmer.
She was the youngest president of the
Wellesley Coliege, accepting that po-
sition when @§he was only 26,

% i

“Precious Jewel,” Name.

“What’s your mame?” inquired -the
tencher in a Spring Street School in
Columbus, Ohdo, of a new boy.

She gasped for breath when she
heard it.

“Precious Jewel,” replied the lad
absent mindediy.
called him that for thirteen years and

a

I

er.

dealing with the case said:

on for seven days,”

down his head, pretending to pray.”
at the same time.

be .surprisedl <
time. |to find your last letter intoday’s Page.| geaforth, English boys, spending tha
It evidently was misiaid by the print- su.m'mer’in Italy, with their mother
ust discovered it In a boOK|g,q sister x

afternoon, after a row on the bay, to

Coming from the sun glare outside,
i

corations of the
churches—when Archie saw the fish-

His mother hnad
he had forgotten that he had any oth-

Four Scottish boys were sammoned
to a police-court for breaking a large
plate-glass window whilst playing foot-
‘bal in the street, The magistrate,: in

alternative but to eend you all to pris-

“Oh, ye canna dee that,” interwupi-
ed the eldest, “fur th’ fowr o' us are
picked to play in our echool match

Am NELL loved little
gave her a lttle bull
she went shopping she used to ¢
the funny way he frisked about.
ticularly lively and when Aunt
diately pounced

P Raieiny

dogs and cats, 5o when Dorothy's daddy
pup she was overjoyed. Every day when

ed Archie.
sk Tido with her end euched ot | | "0 ou ovr sse him botore?” aad
Harry.

Nell dropped her
upon it and dragged it through
and it was a long time before she could get him to ceme out with |
. The dots will show you what it was,

S no fun

® calling, and, apparently,

® ther notice of the two lads.
“You ere right, Archie. Wait here
”. for me.”
With ¢these words, Harry was abouat
to re-enter the church, when the girl
came out, hurriedly, He handed her
the purse, which ahé took with a
gratetful emile, saying, in English, but
with a stroag Italian accent:

“Thenk you. I did @ot kmow you
had it. I saw him take it.”
“You did? Why did you let him
do it?" was Harry Seaforth's natur-

al query.
“Hush! He is of the Cammorristl”

f J7

a7

\CHARTER IL

The girl's volce trembled and the
lads saw that her cheeks were as pale
as her brown complexion would al-
lgw. She was evidently in deadly
terror. Pointing to where the fisher-
nian was lounging away, his red sash
and Phrygian cap making a splash of
bright color against the sombre walls,
she added: “He has his orders. He
will come back for the purse.”
“How do you know all that?’ ask-

he lmm&"

& hole in a fence “Yes; I have seen him before. His

name is Salvadore. He was my play-
mate as a ohild, and I met him often
up to the time I went to England,
three years ago, with the English lady

Matked By

Two Boys, a Thief, and a Rescue.

“Who?
“Yes. See how the hypocrite holds

“Sliding along the seat to get out,
Let’s stop him, Ar-

ie.
1t was in Naples. Archie and Harry

and dropped into the
church of San Giuseppe, in the late
enjoy the restfulness of the place.
ts dim coolness was luxurious. Hard-
ly had they taken their seats in one
of the bare pews—always in such
nrarked contract to the elaborate de-
altar in Halian

erman take the girl’s purse from her

lap.

Besides the two English lads, the
fisberman, and the young woman he
had robbed, there might have been
twenty other persons scattered about
in the solemn shadows of the sanctu-
ary, but all seemed intent on their de-
votions. The only sound was the low
murmauning of a penitent over her ros-
ary. The fisherman—for the blue-
striped shirt, open at the throat, the
red woollen sash, short linen trousers
and bare feet all proclaimed his call-
ing—and the girl, evidently Italian, but
in the modest dress of an English ser-

i 1 serve now. He—he—wanted to manr
ry me. But I left Naples with Mra
The Camorra .
She stopped.

“Why, I know you,’ ’'exclaimed Ar-
chie. “I have seen you in the hotel.
You are Mrs. Bronson's maid. You
brought a message from her to our
apartments to my. juother, only yes-

ly in front of the boys, so that the
theft had taken place before their|
eyes.

“What shall we do, Archie? Collar|terday. You remember, Harry?”

him as he goes out?”’ “Mrs. Bronson?"’ repeated Harry,
“No. THat wouln't do. Let's fol-| “Yes. Of course! I—-"

iow him.” “My ladys name does mot matter,”
“All right. ‘There he goes! Now!” interrupted the girl. “My own is An-
The fisherman's bare feet made mo!'tcnetta.”

noise on the stone floor as he movod  “Did you refuse to marry Salva.

swiftly down the aisle. The boys, dore?” asked Archie.

were close at his heels. Their boots| “Yes. Then he said he would make

clattered, in spite of their efforts to,me pay, gor humiliating him. nev-
step as noiselessly as the Italan. Ha!er saw him again until he came and
gave no sign that he was aware of sat by my side in church this after-
their presence until the three stood moon. He whispered to me, but I lid
outside the door, at the top of the| not answer or look at him. I believa
short fiight of marble steps, the red, he took my purse only to make me
glow of the sun beating into their run after him. He knew I saw him
faces. Then he turned, and, with a take it.”
muttered “Caramba!” struck vicious- “The scoundrel! We'll see you to
ly at Archic Seaforth's face with the the hotel, volunteered Arnie. “If he
purse in his hand. | tries to interfere with you, we'll knock

But Archie was too wary and too| hin. down. Eh, ™
skilful a boser to permit the clumsy at-| Harry nodded eagerly. The brotn-
tack of the Neapolitan to be effective.| ers were sturdy, wellbuilt lads, of
Not only (id he parry the blow, but seventeen and pixteen respectively,
he snatched the purse from the man’s-Anchie being the elder, although thera
grasp. As be passed the purse quick- was little difference in their size and
ly to his brother, Archie whispered: | strength. Both had century cricket

“Skip into the and give it, scores to their credit, and had done
to the girl, Harry.” | splendid work on the football field be-

Harry to)k the purse, but hesitated | gides. Indeed, they were what the av-
at the door. { erage healthy British boy always tims

«] don’t like to leave you with that to be—good all-round athletes, with
fellow, Archie. Men of his class in| plenty of pluck to back up their vigoar
Naples all carry knives.” jand agility.

“Yes, and | carry a pair of English| “But Salvadore is always ‘clothed.’
fists.” laughed Archie. “Not that I Remember that,” warned Antonetta.

vant maid, were in the pew immediate.

shall have to use them against him) (Continued next week.)

i

I NSTEAD OF FUSSING
AROUND WITH A LADDER
AND A LOT OF ROPES S
AND- THINGS, PAW
SEIFERT HAS THE
PoWERFUL KATRINKA
COME OVER AND
HELP HIM WHITE WASH |
THE ToP PART OF
His S:Lo

‘\‘l",
o ;J'
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7
/
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\

Ay

g

Jate
My seventh
who; i
My all is the name of the month for
happy wishes.

fame,
1t I could manage some cubs o ——;
word ins the |

Bach
same four letters, Can you find the
words?

4—Brain Tests. still, eyes, handly
A prowd mn."p:md a tin horn|breathing.  Then the father heard

in the hands of his first-born male

and saldt

“000000"
Now, let us see if we can discover
cne to eprinkle through
that string of O's and thus make a
readable sentemce to express. what,
the father said, as well as revealing
the boy's Christian name in the mid-
dle of the sentence. The same con-
sonant appears eix times,

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S
PUZZLES.

part of the country, a man who healed
many who were sitck and who was
very good to lttle children. Do you
know who it was? It was Jesus; and
as soon as the father found that Ha
sras near he hurried to Him.

The Master had many people
around Him as He talked to them. But
the ruler made his w: gh, the
crowd and fell at His Teet.

tlo daughter is dying,” he cried; “I
pray Thee come and ly Thy hands
upon her, that she may be healed, and
she shal Mve” At once Jesus stood

: v{-,"'ld““;‘ 5 up and went with him and the crowd
IDEA foliowed Him. They couldn't walk
NEAR very fast with so many people around
EARL them. Some were trying to get near

Jesus so that they might see His face,
or touch His clothes, and it took a

T L ”
& “Taking OutiRyes, long time to walk to the ruler's house,

. Rain—ran.

é. 'l‘h:d—’l‘od. Béfore they reached it, @ messenger
3. Maid—Mad came to meet them, sent by the little
4. Spain—Span. girl’s mother. He drew the ruler asids
6. Fried—Fred. and said, “Thy daughter is dead. Why

troublest thou the Master?”

But Jesus heard what the messen-
ger eaid, and saw the look of saffer
ing on the poor father's face, and said,
“Be not afraid, only beleve.”

‘When they reached the ruler’s beaa-
tiful house, with the bright gardens
#nd big trees around it, the doors were
thrown wide open and through them
came the noise of crying, and the mu-
sic of flutes. In that country, as soon
as any one died, the friends paid peo-
ple to come and cry and to put ashes
on their heads, and to play sad tunes
on their flutes. The paid people did
not reaily feel sad at all, they just
cried because they were given money
to-do it. Jesus asked them why they
made this noise. “The little maid is
tot dead, hut sleepeth,” He sald.
When they heard that they all laugn-
ed. for they did not believe Him, and
He sent thom away. Then He turned
to the poor mother. She wasn't sob-
bing and {earing her hair, like the
paid people, but she was sadder than
any of them. Her dear little girl was
dead, and it seemed to her that all
the light and brightness had gone out
of the world.

Jesus took her, and the father, and
three of His disciples into the room
where the child lay; she was very
stil; and white and her breathing had
quite stopped. Very tenderly He beut
over her. He took her small cold
hand in His, and said, “Little maid,
arise.” Then the colour came back
inte the little girl’s cheeks, and open:
4ng her eyes she got up and stood e

3—Riddie in Rhyme.
©.

e A .
JOHNNY CHUCK'S HARD LUCK.

By Thornton W. Burgess.

(Copyright, 1918, by T. W. Burgess.)

Luck is a most uncertain thing;
You never can tell what it will bring.
The only thing to do is to rejoice
over good uck and grin over bad luck.
The one who grins over bad luck gets
along a great deal easier than the one
who makes a fuss over it. Yes sire-e,
every time! It is just waste of time
to worry and fuss over bad luck be-
cause of all the worrying and all the
fussing in the world won’t change the
luck a bit.
There was the case of Johany
Chuck. You remember that Johnny
had started a new house close to the
old stone wall that separated the Old
Orchard from the dusty road on the
opposite side from where his old home
was. It was a jong time since Johnay
nad undertaken any such job as that.
There had been a little digging to do
at the old home in the spring, but he
had left most of that for Polly Chuck
to attend to. The truth is Johnny
Chuck had been spoiled and he had
grown lazy.
So Johnny didn't at all enjoy the

new job he had undertaken, At first
he made the sand fairly fly. But
pretty soon he began to grow short
of breath. You know fat people us-
ually are short of breath if they try
to move fast.
So Johnny grew wshort of breath
and stopped for a rest. When he
started again he didn't dig so fast
and he didn't dig so long as before.
The next time he rested he rested a
wee bit longer thap the first time.
Fach time he worked a little slower
and rested a little longer. If Johnmy
hadn’t been such an obstinate fellow
he would have given up and after a
good rest would have gone back to
his old home and Polly Chuck.
But, as you know, Johnny Chuck
was obstinate, so he kept on digging,
and after a while he had quite a re-
spectable hole. It was deep enough
so that when he turned around in it
only his nose was above ground. But
of course this wasn’t anywhere near
deep emough and with a sigh Johnny
began to dig again. Pretty soon his
naile scratched on stome. At first
he thought it was just a little stone
which he could dig up. 8o he started
in to try to dig around it. He ex-
pected to find the edge of it right
away. But he dug and dug.and he
dug and still his nails scratched on
stone and still he didn't find the edge

fure them, well and strong.

Oh, how joyful the mother and fa
ther must have been! They could
hardly believe that their child was
alive and well again, To make them
understand that it was all true, Jesas
told them to give her something lo
eat. Such a happy supper that must
have been! And I think that all the
rest of the little girl’s life was a hap
py one. She must have always re
membered the wonderful touch of
Jesus’' hand when He had healed her,
and the beautiful face which she saw
when she first opened her eyes. He
bad given her back her life, because
her mother and father needed her,
and because He needed her also, to be
well and happy and to do His work
in the worid.

He gives us our lives, too. What da
you do every morning? You opex
your eyes, and wake up, don't youl
That was what the ruler's lttle girl
did when Jesus took her hand. Shae
woke up. Me gives us our life every
single morning, when the night's sleey
s over. Tomorrow morning when you
wake up, I want you to think of that
Think of the little girl who was lying
more asleep than you have been al
might, and think of Jesus strong and
foving standing by her side, holdin
ker hand and saying: “Little mali
arise.” Then say to yourself: “He ¢
saying that to me, t0o.” And try all
day to use the life He pives you in
your hands, and feet, and eyes, and

of it.
By this time Johmny knew that it
wasn’t a stone he could throw out
It wasr’t a little stone at all, Johnny
sighed. “This is hard luck,” he mut-
tered. “I'l have to dig my hole around| “Says it must be fine to have twelva
¢his. That means that therell be a|men obl ged to stay in the room and
big bend in my hall. I would muen listen to him make a speech.”

rather have it straight, but I sup-
pose there is no help for it.
He set to work once more to “arcry
his haill to the edge of the big stoue,
but though he dug, and dug, and dug,
he didn't reach the end of that stone,
and so of course he couldn’t make hie
hole any deeper, and the way it then
was it wouldn’t do at all. The fact
ip Johmny Chuck was havimg harder
luck than he thought for. He was
right on the, top of a great rock buried
in the ground and all his hard work
was for nothing, for that hole woeuld-
n’t do at all to live in.

e .
Artist—*He’s been woolng two Ig-
&es over since I knew him. He
the one he doesn’t want and the one
he wants don't want him.”
Poet— "Who is he after?”
Artist—"He wants  Fortune,
ways gets Miss Fortune.”
: Bheiugisaik e ey AREnaY <
*Do you know, old man, 1 don't
spend 0 much money now as I did
when I was at school”
that?”

lips, to please Him.
— e ———

For An A
“He wants to be a lawyer.”
“Why 7 =
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