THE WIDE AWAKE CIRCLE
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POETRY.
“When Willie Gees to School”™

IWillie s to schoecl, it seems

wm hou.‘:s f-n:.: lost its Hghts

And gilence like a shadow dreams
Of sunshine out of sight;

The place assumes 2 eombre air
Aug jonely musings rue

The rnoments slowly passing there,
When Willie goea to schoolk

e hustia him from bed and tell
To gquickly wash and comb,
His breakfast eat, and gather well
The books he carried home;
We brush his coat and fix his iis,
And with him fuss and fool,
And kiss him as he hurries by—
hen Willie goes to school

And all day long we anxious wait
Ts hear his footsteps fast )

Aake musio swest there at the ga.e
When he comes home at last:

The lonely heart with rapture fills
And 1ife’s hot warrings cool,

And all the houss with Iaughter m;mu
TWhen 'Willise comes from school!

Ah, World—the school that all hearis
seak!—
all that you
Wmemknogmml“m' at tasks that speak
Of books and ferule, too!
God grant that in the far-off years
He finds no dunca's stool!
Whereon to weep with foolish tears,

wWh e goes to school
gl i —Oklahoman.

What the Winds Bring.

(Edmund Cilarance Stedman.)

Which is the wind that brings the
cold? ‘
The north wind, Freddie; anl all the
snow;
And the sheep will scamper into the
fold )
When the morth begins to blow.
Which is the wind that brings the
heat? P 5
The south wind Katty; and corn
will grow,

And peaches redden for you to eat,
When the south begins to blow.

Which is the wind that brings the
rain?
The east wind. Arty: and farmers
know _
That cows come shivering up the
lane -
When the east begins to blow
Which Is the wind that brings the
Aowers”
The west wind, Bessy; and soft and
Tow
The birdies sing in the summer

hours
When the west begins to blow.

THE WINNERS OF PRIZE BOOKS,

Me.—

1—E. T. Libby. of Dry lilis,
Tom Garfield at Sea.

+__Katherine Gorman, of Versallles
—Unele Jim's Bilble Stories.

s—Helen Wisneskie, of TYantie—
Ruth Flelding and the Gypsies.

4+—Gabrislla Bujak, of Mansfield
i*enter—Ruth Fielding at White llouse
Point.

i—Margaret MeGarry, of Norwich—
Ruth Fielding In Moving Pictures

§—Elgie Riben, of Manstield Center
—Tom Fairfield's Luck and Pluci.

T—Marian Pendleton, of Stonington
~—=The Boy 'S\:oma Under Sealed
Orders.

8$—Mildred Grandy, of Yantlc—Dare
Boys In Virginise. -

The winners of prize books living in
the city may call at The Bulletin busi-
ness office for them at any hour after
i0 a. m. on Thursday.

LETTERS OF ACKNOWLEDGEMENT

~ Roland Maurice, of Baltic—I thank
vou very much for the prize book
which I won.

Flossie Meyer, of Taftville—I wish
to thank you for tha prize book, Boy
Scouts Under Sealed Orders, which T
recaived.

UNCLE JED'S TALK TO WIDE-
AWAKES.

Legal currency is coln or paper
money with the seal of the govern-
ment upon it—so are kind words and
smiles when they have upon them the
stamp of an honest heart. And kind
words and smiler have done more
sometimes for men and natlons than
legul currency could.

Men search through life for a gold
mine they pever find when they might
ecreats a kindly habit which would be
& blessing to them and others all the
days of their livea and all the days of
eternity.

Bternity is a big word for us to use
and TUncle Jed does not know of a
word in any language which stretches
out like thiz word. He onca heard a
Cod-fearing and man loving preacher
say "If every grain of sand upon ail

the coasts and gdeserts and islands of
the world was counted as.a mililon
vears when every grain has been

coanted eternity has only just begun.
It is such a far-reaching word, you
see, that when you attempt to define
it you can never get farther than the
beginning.

This kindly habit of such great
worth is the having of a kindly word
and a2 smile for every one not omitting
thosa tc whom most people say un-
kind words.

Words which are not kind are by
one Rlass of Enghlish peopse wcalled
‘nawsty” words, and that seems to fit
them wvery much better than “nasty,”
the regular dictionary word.

A rhymer of words Sang Years ago:
“if you have hard work to do, do it
now! If vou have a song to sing, do it
mow! If you have kind weords to say,
vay them now! If you have a smile
.o show, show it now! Let the people
round you know, how you love them
sre they go!”™

And this ltitla word NOW is the

for it means this secomd, mnot this)
minute—this hour, not this afternoon
—thls day, not next wesk'! Its best
symbols in nature are the torgue of &
toad catching a fiy and, a sireak of
lightning marking the sky.

If you get the kindly-word and the
kindly-smile habit you will be putiag
out legal currency all the time; and

doing it now along some lines of be- |

havier will keep you deing It all the
time. . i

Just bear In mind “if neighbor spake
to nelghbor as Love demands of ali;
the rust would aat the saber, the spear
stay on the wall. Then eovery day
would glisten and avery aye would

shine,” apd God would pause and
listen, life would be dlvine!”
ETORIES WRITTEN BY WIDE-
AWAKES. ¥
In Servia.
When a Serviag farmer iz asked
how many children he has, he will

say proudly, “I have a little son,” and
ther add., “and, forgive me, two
daughtersy” This shows how much
is thought of bovs in Servia, and lit-
tle aitention girls recsive,

Some men in Servia do not evemn
mention the girls when they are as
ebout their children. They leave
R o m‘ the d t

A comman on road to =
passer-by is, “God Thee!"

If a man passes where a woman is
gitting and gives this ng,
“Gog assist Thyself!™ and If she is
spinning, she must put the spindle be-
hind her. She must nevar cross the
road when a man is walking by.

does not call her

A Servian
husband by hizs name. In ng

him
the

of him she says, “he"” or describes

as' the son of so-and-so, and to
children she calls him, “Your fath-
er.”” Al family authority belongs to
the man, yYet the women sare never
bealen or scolded.

The Serviang say,” A house is not
based on the ground, but upon a wo-
man,” and “There Is nd home with-
out a house-wife.™

No wonder they say this, for it is
the woman who does most of the fami-
¥ work of every kind. Of course, the
Eervian girl is expected to spin,
weave, knit, sew, embroider, cook, to
do the milking, make cheese, draw wa-
ter, nurse the sick, migd the children.
But there is more to women's work
than that in Servia., She also learns
to make shoes, reap with a sickle
bulid haystacks, tend the sheep, pigs,
and cattles help in threshing and
weeding and make the earthern-
ware for the heousehold, without a
potter's wheel. She does it all, and
geemsz content and willing also to car-
ry every sort of burden on her head,
aven in winter when the snow is too
deep for horses to draw loads.

All this 1s largely because Servia,
& Christian jang long under the "hard
Turkish rule. The men go fighting
and all the women work all alone. T
a man dies, the eldest son musi ‘take
up all thne responsibilities of the
head of the Tamily and care for all the
members.

There are great festivals each vear
in every Servian home. Christmas,
Easter and the Slava Feast, or feast
of the clan, to which it belongs. Then
there are Prelos, or spinning bees, in
the winter when the girls of a neigh-
borhiood meet and spin in some house
for the hostess. She gives them a
supper and the voung men come, too,
and bring flutes and banjoes, playing
and singing:

Servia has many hyvmas and pa-
triotic songs, which all yYoung men
Enow.

At Easter the games and amuse-
menis keep up almost a week, with
ocutdoor sports and indoor meetings.
A Servian girl, even if she works hard,
enjoys fun as well,as any other girl,
and has plenty of it now and then.

GABRIELILA BUJAK, Age 13,

Mansfield Center.~-

Games | Like Best.

Thi=z is an intereating game which
reaquires strict attentinn and skill

Ifave ftwo bovs lie on the floor so
that one of the bo¥'s head is at the
other's feet.

Eelect a referee, whe will do the
counting. Az the enunt of “one” by
the referee. the boys raise the foot

that is ¢n the nside,
“two' the same thing
When the word
the two bovs trv to overthrow each
othar. After one of the boys throws
hiz opponent he is victorious.

I would like %o heve some of the
Wide-Awake boys try this game and
et me know.

At the count of
is repeated.
“three” is given

Two boye can compete againsé
each other, This furunishes fun and
iz a clean

e.
LAWRENCE GAUTHIER, Age 12.
Brooklyn.

The Miracle of Blossoming.

The twenty-first of March had come
and gone. Indeed, it w flve wet,
muddy dayvs ago since the sun had

passed the troplc of <Cancer. But
where was Spring? Everyone was
disappointed. The children flling out
of the tall, stiff brick school building
exclaimed indignantly 'at the few
snowflakes that fluttered down. And
the children trooping out of the spot-
ted white country schoolhouse shouted
as had the children in the nearby city
nt the gight of the snow. And the
poor unwelcome snowflakes could not
understand, hy only In November
the children had welcomed them so
JoyTully! Gradually thelr number
g:lindlcd until they had all ceased to

The children walked home to their
dinners in groups of twos amd fours.

*Oh dear, sighed one girl, “I do wish
Spring would come. It's so dull now.”

“Well" was the answer, “you see the
sun is trying its hardest to come out,
and it's Spring. T know it's Spring,
for Spring Is in the air!™

Instantiy things grew brighter. The
breezes carried the good news to Mo-
ther Wind, who whispered it to the
clouds, who, in turn, teld it to the
sun, all in their own way and lan-
guaze. 0Old ing Sol was so pleaased
he smiled, yves, smiled his very bright-
est. And Mother Wind sent March
Wind back to where he came from and
called her £ay breezes to take his
plaece.

And while thls change was being
wrought, another change, more won-~
derful teok place baneath the earth.
Thia was the Miracle of Blossoming.
Now beneath ail thse mud and mire
the sleapy little flowsrs wers awak-
ening. At first it was only a stir here
and there. But there was a gen
restlessness, and finally a littls white
snowdrop awoke.  Spon all her -sisters
were talking together, there bustle
aroused some May flowers and so it
was unti! zall the flowers had awak-
ened. At Iast one crocus mere ven-
turesome than the rest pushed a tiny
green shoot througn the earth.

it was Faster Sunday! We have
our favorite Christmas days; the
snowy, white kind.

A better Easter Sunday was never
craated. The earth, following the ex-
ample of the people, donned her spring
gown. Colors, pinks and blues, greens

and violets, brightened the landscape,
y blue and robins lent their

The airrel is n.: agile inﬂ& tao?l.
ture, a short, bushy tafl, -
or of the'squirrel being a reddish

know a man that

& squirrel comes

gomhhhnmh. It took some time -
e squirrei to accustomed
the man, but when did become ac-
customed to the man he came every

toa

'Ha continued doing this and 1 be-
came curious, and tried to find his
hiding place. There to my surprise I
saw a number of peanuts in the hollow
of a tree.
MARY GARDY, Age 13
Stonington.

The Gift Which Costs Love.
A small boy, neighbor to a family

who had been very kind to him,
brought every member of the house-
held a present on Christmas morning.

He presented each one with a siate
pencil. Of course, there was not one
of them who had the slightest use for
A slate penci] and it was not strange
that they thanked him for his giftm

But it would be a great mistake to
suppose that these slate pencils gave
no pleasure. The boy ®ad picked them
out himself. Nobody had given him
any advice about his Christmas pur-
chases, or probably he would have
bought something different.

He had used his own pennies which
he had besn saving, one by one. The
slate pencil showed love and that Is
the great thing. Gifts that ecost a
great deal of money are less precious
than these which cost a great deal
of love.

ALBERT MATHBWSON, Age 5.

Versaijlles,

—

A Kitchen in New England.

The kitchen of the New England
household was the chief apartment,
:rlu'lh the ceiling was rarely seven feet

eh.

From the Joists hung bunches of
herbs, seed-corn and long strings of
drving apples,

In the better bulldings the walls
were plastered and white-washed.
The furniture was plain. There was a
dresser on which were the pewter
dishes brought over from [England,
and which the colonists valued very

much: 2 spinning wheel, and proba-
by a loom for weaving. In every
Kitchen therse was =& iarge, wooden
clock and an open fireplace.
LORETTA H. PICHE.
Norwich.
Spring.

Spring is here! The winter months
are over and gone at las:, The pussy
willows ars oun. Next will came the
spring flowers, inciuding forget-me-

nots, dandellons, and other flowers, I
think it Is such fun to search for
Mlowore in the gvoods and fields.

We have a flower chart in our school

nnd the ona who bringe one kind of
flower first geis his name on the
chart.

The uvirds will soon come; in fact,

Joe g n we

home from school we saw Lieutemant
Brown and he asked us how many
coupons . we had collected for the

a newspaper in a near-
by ash and Jennie spied the
coupon, All four of us ran to get the

new s

" nie reached there first she
bert over the ash barrel and lost her
baiance and fell in.

“Lisutenant Brown went over and
took her out and stood her on her feet.
She waved the paper in her hand, say-
ing: ‘1 got it!""

“Threa cheers for Jennis," sald BEliz-

“Now be quiet and go get some

lanch.” )
LORETTA H. PICHE.
Norwich.

My Twe Dolls.

Poor old, faithful Dinab!

She is nearly as old as I am. and
L am getting dreadfully old, nearly
eleven, and soon 1 shall despise play-
ing with such a child as Dinah. San-
ta urought her with George Wash-
ington Lincoln, her brother, whom I
have whipped many times. But
Dinah is such a dear! She is twenty-
four inches tail and wvery stout fer
her age. Her face, at first, was choco-
late colored, but continual washinge
have her a sickly yellow. Her
lips are full and red, but rather worn
from eating gingar o Her halr
has never been combed and she has
only had two dresses.

Trixie, my dog, ate one of her legs,
and now she cannot walk as usual.

George Washington Lincoln s my
other friend, with whom ‘T musit soon
part. He wears overalis and a red
blouse and no shoes or stogkings. I
painted his chocolate colored face
white with white wash and he is
gight now.

But then despite taeir looks, I h:.vg
spent many happy days playing
Dinah and George Washington Lin-
coln who are only rag dolls.

TLOSSY MEYER, Age 15

Taftville.

a

The Dark Day.

On day in May, more than a hun-
drad vears ago, Connecticut had what
was called “The Dark Day.”

The sun rose high and the sky was
clear. About noon it began to grow
dark: a black cloud seemed to cover
the earih. It grew so dark that the
peopls could not see their way along
the street

Evervone became frightened. Some
thought the end of the world had come
and they knelt down and waited.

In the old state house the wise men
were sitting. When the darkness
came thqgy, toe, began to be afraid.
One said, “It is no use (o make laws
for they wiil never be needed.”

At lest Abraham Davenport rose
from his seat, and said in a clear,
strong volce, “This may be the last
great Jday, but T do not know if the

d of the world has come or not, and

A Russian

LITTLE MARYA AND THE BABY YAGA

Fairy Tale.

“Baba Yaga,” you must know, is a
Russian term for a witch who is said
to Hve in the deep, dark forests, and
to do all Kinds of wickeid and cruel
deeds. This is the story of how little
Marya escaped safely from a “Baba
Yaga."

Maryva's mnother was dead, and her
father had married again. IHis new
wife disliked Marva and longed to be
rid of her. She was always trying to
vex the child and do her harm.

Now. they dweit far away from
other folk, on the borders of a great
pine forest. The ngareat neighbour
they had was a “Baba Yaga™ who lived
in a queer little hut which spun round
on one leg.

One day her stepmother said to lit-
tle Marya: “Run, c¢hild, to the Baba
Yaga, and ask her to lend me a nee-
die and a hank of thread.”

Little Marya dared not disobey; but
she was full of fears, and as she went
through the forest she wapt bitveriy.
A wise woodman met her—one whb
hated the Baba Yaga—and when he
heard her stomy, he told her whi® she
must do. These were the wise Wood-
man's words:

“The dogs would tear you to pieces
—you must throw them rolls, The
cat would scratch your eyves outl—you
must give it bacon. The door would
creak and bang, so TYou must of] its
hinges."

Little Marya thanked him and went
on her way, and by and by she came
to the Baba TYaga's hut. There it
was, spinning on its one crooked leg!
and at sgight of it the child's heart
sank. Yet she dared not home
without the needle and thread; so she
stepped timidly towards the hut, and
as she drew near it ceased spinning
and stood still. She opened the door
and went in.

Marye.

“Good morning, my dear,” sald the
ugly old witeh.

“I have me to borrow a needie
and a hank of thread,” =aid Marya.

“Very well, my dear; sit down and
weave, meantime.” As she spoks, the
Baha Yaga roze from the joom where
she had be=n weaving. Marya took
her place, and the Baba Yaga went
out. As she wove, the girl's tears fell
fast, for she knew she was In sore
danger in that house.

By and by, the Baba Yaga Jooked Iin
at the window. ““Are you weaving,
my pretty one?” she asked.

“Oh, ves, dlear Granny, I am weav-
ing,” sald Marva: and the witch went

away.

Little Maryva looked round and saw
the cat. It was glaring fiercely at
her, but she tossed it a bit of baconm,
whersupon It purred.

“Help me to ¢scape from here” cried
Marya: so the cat gmve her a towel
and a comb.

“Run for ybur life,” said the cat:
“but every now and agein lay your
ﬁ;o the ground. When you hear tha

Yaga coming. throw first the
towel and fhen the comb between
yourself and her.”

Little Marva thanked the cat; look
the comb and the towel, and

its hinges: the dogs would have torn
her to pitces, but she threw them
rolls; and, by and by, she got safely
away into the forest.

morning, Granny,"” said little | o

fled. The|the
door would hawe creaked, but ahe oiled ||

Meanwhile, the cat had taken
Marya's place at the loom. The Baba

Yaga iocked In at the window. “Are
yon weaving, my preity one?™ she
asked.

“l am weaving, dear Granny,” said

the cat.

The Baba Yaga kugy that this was
not Marya's voice., She rushed in, and
began to scold the cat and the dogs
and the door for letting Marya go.

Then the cat replied: “You never
gave me a bone, but zhe gave me ba-
con."

The door said: "You never gave me
gredse, but she gave me oii.,”

The dogs said: “You never gave us
8 crust, but she gave us rolls.”

Upon this, the Baba Yaga. full of
rage, jumped into her earriage, which
was shaped like a chemist's mortar or
bowl: and with the pestle she pushed
her way through the forest. As she
want she swept away with a broom
all traces of her flight.

Little Marya ran on hefore her
through the forest, and after 2 time
she fancied she heard a sound. She
put her ear to the und, as the cat
had told her; and n, quite plainly,
she heard the Baba Yaga coming. So
she flung down her towel, and lo! it
became a river, rushing along be-
tween her and her foe.

When the Baba Yaga reached it, she
was wild with anger. She.saw little
Marya on the further Bank: but the
river was too wide to eross. She had
to go back and fetch ten yoke of oven.
The oxen drank up every drop of the
water; but by that time little Marya
waa far away.

On again went the witch, and on
Der ear to the é;@:u“““'"a‘ g i

r ear to e , BNd once more

she heard the Yaga coming. This
time she flung betwesm them her ma-
c com®. And lo! it became & tan-

of thorny brushwood, threough
which even & rat could not have
gsnawed Its way. i

When the Baba Yaga reached this

spot, ehe was so mad with rage that
she would not turn back. With teeth
and hands she tried to force m path.
But the thorns tore and clasped and
choked her, so that at lmﬁm eould
neither go nor come; and aught we
know, she may still be sticking there!
Soon little Marya, feotsore and
weary, drew near to her father's cot-
tage, But she was afrald to go in;
for, you see, she had not vet done her
stepmother’s hidding. As she lingered,
the wise woodman met her.

“Of what are you now afraid?"’ he

asked: and when
full of pity.

The ¥ Marva by
the hand, and they entered her father's
cottagé. Thers he told of all the ter-
rors she had berne: and, as he spoke,
his eyes ware fixed coldly and sadly
on her stepmother’s face.

’hatollhhn.hovn

fellow guh
widely askugh.
“Pye fesl nad?™

o, #ir, 'm giad:

There was a young
were sal

wise men went their work for
his words had gtven all new
As he spoke tha other lawmakers

er ogain. f

That day Abraham Davenport mide
e speech in favor of a law to help the
poor fishermen. 5
HELEN WISKESKE,
Yantic.

How Sugar I3 Refined.

When the cane is brought te the
factory it is threwn upon a meoving
roadway which carises it to the top of
the mill and drops it dewn upen (wo
neavy rollers, which have teeth much
like those of an enermous flle. The
rollers are as large as a hogshead and
longer. They are of steel. The weight
crushes the juilce out and the cane
is crushed to a pith and so dry that it
burns easily. }rom the rolers It Is
thrown upon a meving belt which
drops it Into the top of the furmace
that makes (he steam to squeeza the
Juice out of stalks yet to come.

The juice is poured inio 2 trough
about a foot wide: It is s0 sweet that
it = smickening. It looks Iiike dirty
dishwater, but the pure white sugar

comes from Ii.
carriégd by the pipes

The water is
into large tanks where it is bleached
by ruaning sulphurcus acid Zas
through it. The gas makes it bubble
and yellow foam rises to the top and
is skimmed off. Thén lime Is put into
the tank to settle the dirt and remove
the acid.

The boliing i= done In huge copper
| kettles or vats. It flows ffom one
vatl 1o the other growing clearer and
thicker and has turned light yeflow.

it iz put Into 2 vat, the hait-sugared
molasses with it, and needs only the
drying machine to take out the sugar.
The mixture is whirled around at
great speed against the fine meshes of
a sievellice vassel. The molasses pass-
es leaving only the sugar which is
packed in barrels and sent away.

MILDRED GRANDY, Ase 11

Yantie.
—_—
My Pet Kitten.
I have o Ilittle Kitten whose name
Iz Mlischief.

T dress her up in my doli's ciothes
and make believe take her to Boston.
She always used to come in my bed-
room every moriing and waké me up.
After thet she wonld crawl onto
my pillow and pusr a few minules and
then crawl under my quiits and go
to sleepn, a

n | get up she will fellow me
out to the kitchen and then 1 feed her.

My kitten playvs out doors in the
nasturtivms, and when she “sees
me she will run to another bed of
fRowers and hide. Then I wouid run
to the fence and back and my Kitten
wonld follow me several times that

wax.

After that we would go to the house
and I would ask her what she want-
ed and she said, “Meow. meow.” then
I let her in to rest.

ELSIE WOLLISCROFT, Age 9.

North Windham.

An Old-Time Schoel.

About & hundred yearg ago there
lived a schoolmaster npamed Thomas
Peters. The boys calied him “0ld Pe-
ters.” He was a very learnéd man
and he knew a great deal of Latin
and Greek. He taught for six months
in the year and the rest of the time
hunted and fished. So he was just as
good a hunter a8 a teacher.

In those days the schools were not
as good as they are now. The school
where Peterg taught was bullt of logs
and had only one room, ons door, and
two windows.

The floor was made from pine
boards and the house itseif was made
of logs. Between the logs were sticks
angd clay to keep out the cold. A large
fireplace took up almost one side of
the room.

Things went on good for all the chil-
dren studied. But some times old
Petere sgemed mad. One day he came

into the school room and said:
“Get to your 31 soon
every one was study his lesson.

laughed.
is one way they were punish-

ANNIE EVAN, Age 12.
Mansfield Center.

A Brave Rescue.
There once lived in New York ecity
‘ery small girl nine years of age.
had a younger sister and a little

en. The little girl dida't sss the
nnatmtmmmugy.
cleaning house. When she sew
fire she was very much frightenead,
but she knew enough to keep away
O he fire bod Startes

The fire bad behind the
stove in the kitcheén where soms dry
wood was lying. The stove had got
hot and seo the weed Iving

ol

:
i

§258y

and there kneel in
at the plcture of ange This
was her dearest pleasure. Her com-

was to be saved by a woman.
This wonderful child brooded much
about ths sorrow of France. Bhe sent
lu; hér hopes and yvearnings In tears,
an

which were prayers.

When she became thirteen years old
ehe began to hear voices and behoid
visions. As troubles in France grew
worae the volces and visions became
more frequent and at last toid her to
€0 to France to her king.

8he at last reached the king and

then sterted at the head of the army.
People kissed her feet and rments
and shouted for joy when they saw
her. English belleved she was a
witeh, t she declared she was sent
by Heaven to deliver Framnce, Hhe
fought and was wounded at Orieans,
but won the battle and lived, and Joan
lof Are won many other battles.
To be burned to death was the fate
of this wonderful hefoine, Joan of
Arc. She was sold to the English by
her own soldiers. After her Jdeath.
men realized the wrong they had done
in killlng her,

The world has no relic of Joan, Her
armour, her banner, and the picture of
herself have all dlsappeared. She in
one of the few for whom poet and
romance can do litle. As there is
nothing in her iife that needs to be
hidden or adorned, we zee her best In
the clear and searching light of his-

tory.
MARY PENDLETON.
Stonington.

LETTERS TO UNCLE JED.

May’s. Party. .

Dear Uncle Jed: Ome day my mother
toid me I could have a party and arsk
some of my friends to come,

My father put & swing up for me,

The party was en Saturday at 2
o'clock In the afternoom.

Aly mother wrote the invitations for
me.

About ten of my ([riends came.

We playved hide-and-go-seek, tag,
drop the handkzerchief, and we jumped
rope.

My mother toid me 10 teil my friends
to come into the house and have
lunch.

She had a hox on the (able and had
pini ribbons to each place at the ta-
ble. aind we pulled the ribbon und esch
bad a handkerchlef on the ribbon,

MAY LECRAW, Age 10,

Erookiyn.

The Wermwocod Hill Fort.
PDear [nole Jed: In the morning
when 1 get up, that is, when 1 have
fin!shed my breakfast, I fill the wood-

box: then 1 feed the chickens. After
¢hat | piay with the dog. Then | go
to schooel.

Iip at school we are buliding a stone
hut which we all feel very proud of.
It has for the four walls siones and
wood, with hay for the roof. Around
the hut we have a log fense. They are

big logs which were left over when
some men were bullding a fence
sround the school grounds. We have

great fun building it

When I bring my lunch to school I
have more time to bulld the hut, be-
cause I don’t have o walk home and
back. 1 ilike to bring my dinner, any-
how.

YWe have itwo receases which are 135
minutes each. We bulld some every
réecees and during the noons and morn-
ings

Four boys belong to the fort. We
have a long window on the south side
of the fort, so the sun can come in.
‘Then we have a smalier window on the
west side. We have a palr of hingep
on the door, and also we have a win-
dow in the door. The door is on the
east side.

Just now
s0 that we
the summer

it j= wet Inalde the fort,
cannot sit inside. But in
we eat our lunches in the

fort I think we will bulld the fence
about seven feet high. The fort Is
about three feel high at the highest
part.
EDMUND CANTOR, Age 12.
Mansfield Center.
Harold's Chickens.
Déar Uncle Jed: 1 bave about =

dozen chickens. Every morning I feed
them corn, meal and scraps that we
piek up off the table.

I give them sour milk, shells and
oats to make them iay. -

Four of my chickens are good lay-
ere; the others don't lay very good, ex-
cept three brown leghorns, which lay
pretity fair,

The three brown leghorns llke
hide their nests so that I won't
their eggs.

1 have ome old hen sitting on 15
ﬂal expect them to hatch about

1o
find

I chase my chickens in every night
when they don't want to go in. I have
an old rooster that doesn't want to ro
in with the rest, so I have to chase him
arcund the barn a coupie of times.
™When I get them in I shut them up
and see if there is any more cgge.
After I get through with them I get
in my wood and do my other chores,
and thep I eat my supper and go to bed
about § o'clock.

ROLD L. WOLLISCROFT, Age 11.
North Windham.

Bob and His Geese. . .

Dear Uncle Jed: Near the fool of a
large mountain in very lonely place
stogd a small f house which be-
llonged to Mr. Grabham and his wife.
They had one boy about 7 years old
w they called Bob.
b bhad no children to play with,
but he amused himself with his pets,
which were a small-dog Bouncer and
two snow-white geese called Snowbali
and Whitey.
One day as Bob was playing with
Bouncer he heard his pet se mak-
ing a great noise. Bob and Bouncer
i hurried to see what it was ali about.
‘Before Bob could think, Bouncer ran
mcross the lot in charge of a large fox
who escaped into the woods.
Had it not been for Bouncer, Bob
would have had two lesa

MATRIO® F. OA . Age 13.
Scotland.

ers, and passionate thoughts |

“Polly Wants a Cracker” drawn by
lel'lh- Bowrey of Glusgo.

i
e

How | Make Candy.

Dear Uncle Jed: One Saturday when
it was snowing [ thought T wouid
make soms candy,6 and so 1 used this
recipe:

Molasses Candy—One cup molasses,
one~-half cup sugar, one tablespoon
vinegar, onec rounding teaspoon bufl-
ter: boll until it hardens In cold water.

EDNA DAWLEY, Age 9.

Jewett City.

Digging Out a Woeedchuck.

Dear Uncle Jed: A few days ago |
was out In the woods with my grand
father's dog when | heard him bark, I
ran to where he was barking and saw
tha! he was digging in a hole.

I knew there was some kind of an
animal in it, so I went after my Unclo
Walter, He knew where there was an
old pick and after T got it we resolved
to dig whatever that animal was out
When we got to the hole Walter
started pleking with the pick. We did
uot need any shovel, for the dog could
shovel fast enough wilh his feet. Ha
in & very Intelligent dog and his name
is Tafr.

When Waller wanted Lo poke in &
stick to see how near the animal was
1 bad to pull the dog out by the tall,
because he was so anyious o get al
the animul that he didn’'t want to come

out. Finaliy afler digging guite & din-
tance we poked in a stick and felt
something biting st the_ other end

When I let go of the dog that time he
bounded in, barking furliously. Then
he began backing oul, growling and
whining, and when he got to the edge
of the hole we saw that he was fight
ing a large woodchuck, The dog pulled
the woodchuck out and began shaking
nim, the woodchuck fOghting for his
iife,

Fipally the dog. after kiliing the
woodchuck, started home with him in
Lils mouth, He came back to us with-
out the woodchuck. T wanted him to
bring him home, s0 | told the dog to
g0 get him, and 1 followed. He led
me to a littie rivoiet and there was
the groundhog in the water,

The dog had receivedsa ffw hites on

a successful degp sea sailor and at the
time of bestowing the name Old Glom
un the flag he was preparing to shape
m; brig's course Lo the Southern Pa-
cific.

Just before ithe brig left Salem a
young man at the head of a party of
friends maluted aptain Driver on ths
deck of his veswel and presented him
with a large and beautifully mads
American fag.

It was sent aloft and when flung to
the breeze Captain Driver christened |
ld Glory. He took it to the South
Pacific and vears afier, when old sge
forced him to relinquish the sea, he
treasured the flag as an old friend.

In 1837 Captaln Driver removed to
Nashville, Tenn., and died there
1886. “Previous fo the outbreak of
hostilities bLetween the north and
“puth, Old Glory was flung fo the
orecze every {day from the window of
Taptain Driver's house, but when the
conflict began It was kept out of sigh:
till General Neison's wing of the union
army appeared at Nashville, when Can-

tain Diriver presented it to the general
Feb, 27, 1842, to be holsted on the
capitol. It was run up and Captain
Driver did the holsting.

Fts name and historv xoeon hecame

familiar to all the soldiers in General
Nelson's command and from Capiain
Driver's cherished flag the name Old
Glory was extended by the boyvs In biue
to every flag of the union a

E T. LIBBY.

Dry Mills, Me.

- Elsie’'s Busy Days.

Deal’ Uncie Jed: In the morning 1
get up at five o'clock and have m
breakfast. After my breakfast I un-
do my hair and comb It to have it
ready for school. 1 sweep the bed
rooms and fix the bhedspreads on the
beds. When [ have finished I go to

the kitchen and warm my handa, A
few minutes later | go to tha bedroom
and dress ﬂl. baby sister and brothe:
I take them Mnto the dining room and
give them their breakfast, After they
have finished, I clean the table, wgah
the dishes, put the rhalre In thel
places and sweep the floor,

Then if my two brothers have nol
finisbled with the barn work I usualll
heip them. After we have finished
we wash our faces and hands agaln
for smchool. Then we take our book=
and go., Our school is not far and we
g0 home for lunch. 1 eat my lunch
and then clean the house and wash
the dishes and go back to school.

When 1 cfome home from schooi |
have something to eat Then 1 clean
the house and read books.

When my sister comes home from
the mill she gets the tahble ready and
I play with the baby, because whean 1
play with dishes or dolls myv mothe;

says it Is nor nice for me for | am
too old for auch things.
After supper everyvone goes o had,

but my brother and I stay up and do
the work. Then we read books mnd
B0 to bed.
Some nights when
I _wash the dining
ors.

I am not sleapsy
room and kitchen

BISIE RIBEX, Age 17,
Mansfield Center,

A Llittle salt rubed on earthenware
sudding dizshes wijl take away brown
spols,

the nose, but that was all, [ think
that groundhog came out of his hole
thin aprivig rather early, Won't yveu”
CLAUDE ROBINSON.
Norwich.
Old Glory.

Diear Uincle Jed: (Hd Giory, a popular™
came for the American flag, was first
appiied in 1821 by a Halem, Mass
skipper named Wiilllam Driver, who
wons at that time capinin of the brig
Charles Doggett.  Captlain Driver was

s

a®




