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“ with am tmpudent little tail and faith-

Dear Boys and Girls: —

have been thinking of our
members im these days, going through
the fields on their way to sch

about them than I know, [ fully
There are no flowers of

is of a pale blue shade,
Mke the color of chicory.

There are about eight or nine vari-
eties of these flowers to be found in
Canada. It is quite interesting|to see
how many different kinds one dis-
cover mear home. ;

Members who find more than one
variety are invited to descri them
and I will print the letters in our
corner, |

Goldems rod also grows in
varieties, some of which I will
about next week . v

You all know the pretty blye-eyed
chicory flower, of course. It is one of
the most ecommon flowers in the lanes
at this time of year. It is a flower to
beware of when picking, as I expect
you have long ago learnt, for the sharp
edged stem cuts Into fingers if one is
not careful.

I promised to tell you a story{ about
a little Londom dog this week. His
name is:— i

TIBBS.

How be got this name, I do not
know, but I know that he had
many adveatures in his young | doggy
life. Twice he was out In air raids.
when the enemy was bombing on.
Once he saved a little girl from drown-
ing at the sea-side. i

‘Tibbs is a rough coated Irish

veral
11 you

ful browa eyes.
In his puppy days Tibbs belonged to:

wildly excited, and had many a lovely
scamper with him. Then came the]

him in the hospital. He made
visits and always seemed much inter-
ested in the doctors and nurses, ,
After a time, when Tibbs’ aster
was well again, he had to travel away
from his home and finding it Impos-{
sible them te take Tibbs with him, he{
gave him in charge of a soldier friend,
with whom after a time Tibbs settled
down happily for he lived in the gquar-
ters with other soldiers who | made:
quite a fuss of him and took it i turn1
to,take him for rambles into the coun-

try.
One day, however, Tibbs, riding o
the back of a motor lorry, wit

had learnt to be very brave, however,
and did oot struggle or make much’

so they took him to the animals dis-
pensary in East London.

This is a most wonderful place,
fitted up like a little hospital for sick
animals. Birds, cats, donkeys, |dogs,
horses, rabbits and all kinds ani-
mals are sent here to be trea and

e well. Doctors examine them and
n dress their wounds. en
Tibbs got inside, he sniffed the air
and lookad at the doctors as though he
felt quite at home. He reme
indirectly the smell of the other hos-
pital where his old master
probably in hig little doggy min

one of these places, so I shall

right.” His paw was soon fix
then Tibbs had to go bac

several visits to have it dressed.

he thought Tibbs should kno
way, so he sent him alone the
time, and after that Tibbs

went by himself. Now, 1 am c

PLEDGE.
For Young Helpers’ League of
. Service.
“Do a little kindness to some- [
one every day .
Scatter rays of sunshine all i
along the way.” ,
I pledge myself in the service
of my King and Country to DO |
MY BEST IN MY DAILY |
Work, wherever it may be, to I
help others wherever possible, |
and to endeavor in every way to
make myseif A GGOD CITIZEN.

be seem except that Tibbs raced off
down the street. So they went back
again.

Soon in came Tibbs more excited
than ever, rushed up to the doctor,
and repeated his performance.

This time the doctor said, “I shall
follow him to the corner and see what
is wrong.”

When the doctor got mpund the
corner of the next street, he found
Tibbs standing by the side of a cart
drawn by a poor old donkey, and as he
looked at the donkey he saw that one
of his|hind legs and his back was
bleeding and sore.

This seems almost too wonderful to
be true, but Tibbs had evidently made
friends with the donkey on his way up
the street and noticing that he was
suffering, wanted to get him the same
kind treatment.

You may be sure the doctor looked
after the little donkey well.

He waited until the owner came up
and then invited him to take the don-
key to the dispensary, which the man
was very glad to-do, for he did not
know there was such a place. He had
only just bought the donkey from an-
other man who had treated it very
cruelly and he wanted to get it cured.

Don’t you think Tibbs is a clever
dog? I visited the little dispensary
last week and saw a number of
patients, a number of them were pet
cats. 3

Weicome to New Members.

[ am very pleased to welcome more
new members. Do not forget our
motto is to help one another by aects
of service. This is the whole aim of
the “Young Helpers’ League” of Ser-
vice in a few words.

Helpers who have new riddles may
send them in and they will be printed
with the names of the members.

I hope all are having a jolly time at
schootl

Yours lovingly,
AUNT JUNE.

We are still waiting to hear again
from Ruth Dingwall, who joined our
League; but did not send in her cor-
rect address. We have a button in an
envelope all ready to send her.

Letters from Helpers.
Cobden, Ont.
Dear Aunt June:—

I have cut out the pledge and am
sending it to you. I have been helping
get the meals, making the beds, dig-
ging the potatoes for dinner and bak-
ing cakes this week. I hope soom to
see my letter in print and to get a

badge.
LILLIAN BURWELL.

Hasn’t it been fine to dig up pota-
toes and find a dozen or so to each
hill? We all are glad we have so
many potatoes, and I think the city
people will be glad toe, because there
are so many that they won’t be so dear
as they were last winter. We sent you
your badge Lillian, and hope you will
write again.

Blytheswood.
Dear Aunt June:—

I received my badge and just love
It. It has been pouring rain here all
day. I am sending you some riddles.
We have a great time catching butter-
flies and moths and insects. I am very
busy these days.

If a hen laid an orange what would
her chickens say? Ans.—See the
marmalade

orange ;.

Why is a horse like a stick of
candy? Ans.—The faster you lick it
the faster it goes.

Of what trade is the sun? Ans.—
A tanner.

An old woman with a red cloak was
passing a fleld in which a goat was

Perhaps some other boys and girls
will send us in some more. Sorry we

g
¥

had your name spelled wrong; but we

DEDICATED TO
‘EVERY BOY

mistakes sometimes.
hope to hear from you often. we

, Tottenham.
Dear Aunt June:—

I received my button and was very
glagd to get it. I have had a week and
two days holidays. I'm glad to hear
you are having a good time. I went
down to York County to visit my
friends for a week and had a splendid
time. I passed into junior fourth
this year. We mostly play baseball at
school. It’s nice to have holidays you
know; but it’s nice to get back to
school again. I have seen some of the
letters from around here this waek.
The dear little birds will soon be try
ing to find a warmer spot than this I

guess. Thanks very much for the|good

badge.
MEARL GODSON.

Igueuthebirdswillbegoingaway
by this time Mearl. Your letter should
have been in the paper before. We are
glad to hear from you any time. Tell
us how you get along in your new
class at school.

. Bobcaygeon.
Dear Aunt June:—
Thank you for your pin. It is very
pretty. Joe wants ome. My Aunt
Annije lives in Rochester. She is mar-
ried and brought me a dress and a pair
of pearl beads. The year she wasn't
married she brought me a gold brace-
lIet. I have some balsam-S8owers, white,
in bloom now. I had a big flower gar-
den and they are all in seed now. Joe
is going to write this week.
ANNIE LAURA HUNTER.
We will be glad to hear from Joe
any time Laura. Your aunt must be
very kind to give you such nice pres-
ents. Keep the seeds from your gar-
den so you can plant them next year
and have another.

Boys and girls wishing to join the
Helpers’ League maust fill their names,
addresses and ages in the pledge, and
send it to Aunt June, 515 Manning
Chambers, Toronto, enclosing a three
cent stamp to cover cost of postage on
the button. .rite a little note also,
telling us of some good deed you have
done, or some service that you have
performed. Your letters will be pub-
lished in the paper.

+Just Books

The Voice of the Pack, by Edison
Marshall. Published by The Ryerson
Press, Toronto.

It is the wolf pack that is meant,
and in Southern Oregon, which is here
described with a vividness and sym-
pathy that proclaim an abiding love of
that picturesque region on the part of
the writer, the voice of the wolf is the
key note of its great wildernesses.

There are indications that the book is
largely autobiographical, for not only
was the author’s father a frontiers-
man, .like the hero of the story. Dan
Failing, but the intimate and detailed
knowledge of the life of the woods-
man and mountaineer revealed in
every chapter could hardly have been
acquired by one who had not actually
lived for years and months in the
great . solitudes of nature.’

Dan Failing has been told by his
doctor that he will die within six
months of tuberculosis. He comes
into the mountain home of his fore-
fathers to spend his last days—but he
does not die!

On the contrary, he gradually ac-
quires health and out-door strength.
What is more, he wins the regard of
Lennox’s beautiful mountain-reared
daughter, whom they call “Snowbird.”
He finds. when he gets to the spacious,
comfortable home of Lennox, some
hundreds of miles from a city and
where he arranges to board for the six
months the doctors says he has to live,
that no one around him thinks of
dying. So Dan goes into the woods,
chops down trees and does other work
that falls in his way, and at the same
time develops wonderful skill as a
marksman, which he inherits from old
Dan Failing, his frontier grandfather.
Dan shoots well “by instinct.” Living
this kind of life and sleeping eight
hours or so every night in the health-
giving piney atmosphere, Dan soon
can laugh at the physician’s predic-
tion. He has become a husky, active
young fellow, with death, barring acci-
dent, many years away. There is not
much plot in the bogk. But then, very
little is needed, for it is the faithful
portrayal of the daily existence of a
mountaineer in the Oregon woods
that makes the novel so fascinating.
True, there are some scoundrels in the
nefghborhood, who occasionally set
fire to the woods so that they can help
to put it out and draw pay from the
Government, and Dan Fafling has two
fights with one of them, Cranston, ac-
quitting himself valiantly therein.
Also, he rescues Snowbird from a wolf
pack as dashingly as a hero should.
But this is all by the way. The read-
er’s interest is chiefly in Dan’s beloved
forests, hecause it is to them that the
author always comes back, even when

Foolish Francesca
\ By Olive Wadaley

She lscked at him gaily, her little
hf?ﬂ:: here yeu are!’’ She fumbled
in her shabby bag and produced an
ervelope and laid it om the table gen-
tly.

-,:‘And mow, geod-by.. I suppose
yoe’re too basy te be able even to
Fave people come to teal’’ )

““Look here!’’ 8ir Charles said.
‘“You’re being quite absurd, Miss
Trent. That taetful envelope is go-
iing back in the hand-bag. Don’t you
know I'm so terribly wealthy that I
never have fees now?’’

¢<Qhl’’ Frankie ejaculated.

He aetually blushed.

‘‘Well, hardly ever; perhaps from
a few old millionaires you know;
never from prospeetive great singers.’’
He picked up the envelope. ‘‘Now,
then, this goes back.’’ .

¢QOh, no,’”’ Frankie pleaded; ‘‘you
don’t understand. When people are
to me I’ve simply got to give
them something. Every bit of this
I've saved up so—so happily. I
couldn’t let you give me all the heal-
ing and kindness, and not have any-
tiing to give you baeck.’’

She was out of the room, out of the
rouse even, hefore he had reached the
door.

CHAPTER XV,
Foxr Mme. Sclmbert Kain.

‘‘Lessons,”’ Frankie told herself,
‘‘that’s the next thing. German—Ital-
ion—that’s it, that old dear’s quite
right—and so on; not a few, and then
proper concert agents; nc more halls
ter me, thank youl’’

She raced back to the Coal Box on
the fleet wings of hope.

Everything seemed heavenly that
day. It was September; the streets
were crammed with people still in
summer things. Frankie herself was
gaily attired in a froek the dirzhi had
run up for her at Chiltihan last year,
a primrose muslin thing with a wide,
"turn-down collar.

er sweet as she almost ran along.

The Coal Box was buzzing with elee-
tric fans, and iced drinks were the
order of the day. Frankie changed into
pink and flew down to serve, very
congeious of the tired looks of the
others.

Tips were pretty good that afternoon
2nd Frankie did sums in her head all
that time.

If lessons cost four shillings each,
that was half the ten gone already,
and she generally only made nine shil-
lings or so in tips, and most of that
was Mrs. Baggs’s for lodgings and one
decent meal a day.

Phrynette—in, Frankie eould cnly
believe, a moment of kindly madness—
had sent, some months previously, a
check for ten pounds, which money
Frankie had promptly paid over it its
entirety to Mrs. Baggs, thereby assur-
ing .for twenty weeks lodging right
away; the extra tips made up her full
weekly payment.

After she had left the Coal Box for
the day, she went as swiftly as she
could to the Bechstein Hall. She had
noticed it on her way omee to the spe-
cialist’s.

A concert was billed for that even-
ing, and men and women in evening
clothes were standing about in the
hall.  Frankie walked straight to the
ticket-office.

‘“Do you have people who teach
singing?’’ she asked.

The man stared at her.

**I want a master—the best master
there is.’’

‘‘There’s Signor Faltini,’’ the man
said cautiously.

**What does he charge a lesson?’"
Frankie asked.

The man was hunting for a parer;
Le found it at last and handed it to
Frankie.

‘‘There you are; here’s a prospectus.
Charge? Oh, two guineas or so a les-
son, [ supposé(.) It’s the usual fee for
2 maestro. od evening.’’

‘‘Pwo guineas!’’

‘‘Oh, why only two?’’ Frankie murg
mured with bitter ireny. ‘‘Two
guineas is so little.’’ '

She went home in g very differen:
spirit to the ome in which she haq
started. She was always either :erv
Iiano or in the clouds, and this even
‘ng the mood had reached the depths

The other bhoarders, who all liked
her, tried to cheer her up. Mrs. Baggs
tven came up to her room.

‘‘Is it money, deary? Miss Frankie
{ mean?’’ she asked in her comfort.
1ble old voice. ‘‘Because if so. Il
velp you and gladly. I never did hold
vith you payin] me ag you have, as
well you know; and there’s that cheek

She looked fresh and odd and rath- | der.

[said eagerly.

¢f Mr. Paul’s—I mean the captain’s
as was— wife s\ still in the bank, and

‘‘No ,thank you,’’ Frankie said, her
face set like a flint. ‘I counldn’t,
Baggsy dear; you've heem a lamb to
me. And do you think I don’t know
that you could let this room again
and again for twenty-five, and some
weeks all you get is thirteen from me.
And here I am all Sunday eat.ng
Leavy meals.’’

‘‘Not ’alf, n’alf enough,’’ Mrs.
Baggs said abruptly. ‘‘No more you
cat than ’u’d keep a sparrer healthy,
I deciare, and that’s a faet.’’

‘‘I can’t be helped,’’ Frankie said
‘“‘I’'m not that sert. I have to figat
thingamout alone. Perhaps I’ll fing a
way like -sentimental Tommy if
1 don’t I'll stick on till I do.’’ and

‘“Of course I don’t pay you
enough!’’ she said suddenly, swerving
off into a fresh thought. ‘‘ Think of il
the baths I have—two a day—ani
baths are extras really.’’

‘‘How you can was nas yau  do,
deary! I often wonder if it’s good fur
you:!’

I'rankie laughed a little.

said. ‘‘Baths and nice, f:illy taings
and a bit of cheap powder for my
nose, and I can just get along.’’

Wednesday was always a heavy day
at tiie Coal Box, for some reason, and
the Wednesday after the Bechstein
blow was specially long and hard.

Frankie was really feeling . rather
done and was smatching a few min-
utes’ peace in the kitchen, bhaving, as
she thought, satisfied the wants of all
her customers, when Daisy put her
hg:d toung. the door and announced
tbat taple 5 had left and new le
\aken 18 pece

‘‘Oh, dash!’’ said Frankie, rising
instantly. )

Number 5 had been taken by a wom-
an and a youth. Frankie received an
impression of great width when she
looked at the lady’s back; then she
went forwar dand asked for the or-

The woman was bending over the
card. 'She was beautifully scented,
Frankie noticed, and her hands werc
lov.ely ; at least, the ungloved one was,
white and pink and ringed. WYdth
Scemed to be rather a prevailing fea-
ture in the front of the lady as Well.

The youth had a bush of hair like
a Kaffir girl’s, and big, serious eyes.
And then the lady looke dup.

“ng coffees, cafe creme,’’ ghe or-
dered in a strongly accented vaice,
‘and tongue sandwiches.”’ She pro-
nounced sandwiches as if the word had
two t’s in it.

‘ Frankie did not move; mechanical-
ly she said: ‘‘Yes, madam.’’

But her mind was slowly, slowly cir-
cling round some dark point. When,
vhen? The woman looked at her
again, a look of surprise—Frankie’s
mind leaped at it—surprise, that same
look again—Ilight flashed out at last.

The woman was the singer Frankie
had seen so long ago, that first day in
London, in the car, studying ‘‘Pargi-
fal.”’ She darted away to the kitchen
and clearly, iike a picture, her mem-
;ry of that first glimpse came back to
er.

_Her taxicab had halted beside a
big car, a car lined with fawn stuff,
and with pink roses in a silver vase,
and with the dark lady in a fur coat
open at the throat showing a string
of pearls and the lady had been study-
1.2 a music score,
, an.kie chose the very best tongue
sandwiches and did not dilute the
cream and hurried so as not to keep
the real live singer waiting.

The real live singer was talking ani-
watedly with a great deal of gesture,
to the shoek-headed youth, who gazed
at her adoringly and said, ‘‘Ja, ja,’’
at intervals.

Frankie put down the coffee and
took another long look. At the next
table a man had come in whom she
knew. He was a habitue of the place,
and rather pleasant. He was on the
Stock Exehange. :

He _said  ‘‘Good afternoon’’ to
Frankie, and ‘‘Same as usual, please.’’
And then, turning in his ehair so that
be could see better, said: ‘“Hello, I

didn’t know the Coal Box catered to
celebrities! ’?

‘‘You mean the dark lady,’’ Frankie
‘“Who is she? Please
tell me,’’

‘‘Lon’t you know? You must have
seen her face seores of times all over
town. It’s Mme. Schubert Kain, the
great opera singer.’’ '

‘‘Are yo usure?’’ Frankie persisted.

The man langhed.

““I couldn’t live if I didn't,’" she

One feaure of Milady's autumn
e¢loak will be the buttoms. We
have rows and rows of pretty
buttons that have no purpese in
life other tham deeoratiom. The
outstanding features of this coat
are the beautiful deep shawl col-
lar and the equally large pockets,

every night she sings,’’ he sai@. ‘I
think I ought to know.”’

Frankie went back to the Ritohem.

Schubert Kain, the world’s greatest
singer! Her blood seemed % pound in
Fer veins, If she could get am intro-
duction and speak to her! Tre chance
of a whole life was befqre her, and
she did not qnow how to sake it. She
glanced fearfully at table §; their eof-
fee was nearly finished.

‘A little more coffee?’’ ghe ven-
tured to ask.

‘“‘No; it is a vile stuff,”” Mme.
Sehubert Kain said stelidly. *Vile;
this is no country for eeffes.®® Then
a flow of German % the
youth, who wagged his head amd said,
‘‘Ja, ja.”’

The great singer asked foe her bill
and rose to go. The yomth wemt up-
stairs to signal to the ear, ,

Frankie stared almost demperaiely
at the prima donna ar ing her veil
before the glass; the faee was a pleas-
ant one and full of power.

Suddenly the great womam turmed.

‘‘Na, why do you stare mse®’’ she
asked quite good lhumeredly.

Frankie felt as a drowning mam must
feel when he sees within hig a
raft floating. I "

‘‘You are the famous epera singer, '’
she gasped. ‘‘Once, a year ago, not
quite, I saw you. My taxieab stopped
teside your car. You were studying
‘Parsifal.’ ’’

‘‘Achl’’ Mme. Kain said, staring
hard at Frankie,

‘“And you looked up and smiled. I
know you are wonderful—right up on
the heights—and- I’m no one, but I
can sing. Will you hear me? I’'m too
poor for lessons, but I swear if you’d
help me by telling me thinge later on
I'd pay you back.”’

‘‘What, what is it the child says,
means?’’ the singer ejaculated. ‘‘ Him-
mel, how she talks!’’

‘‘Listen just for a little,’’ Frankie
implored fromtically. Her big eyes
looked gigantic, her slender form was
shakSing visibly; the man at the table
¢ had turned round and was staring.

‘‘Come, then, to the stairwa y,’’
‘Mme. Kain said, ‘‘and I will listen,
out I hurry and you must be brief.’’

Frankie poured out the most wunin-
telligible story possible; but her ut-
ter absorption in it, her intense ap-
Feal, interested the diva.

‘“You say you sing,’’ she said, her
tig form blocking the deorway.
‘“ ‘How do I tell?’ I reply.

To this day the story is told of
Frankie’s rendering of Tosti’s ‘‘Geod-
by’’ in the middle of the aftermoon in
the heart of the city, at the doer of a
tea-shop.

She began it without semse or
thought of place or surroum ; she
was carried away by the song as she
cang. The great singer stood and
stared at her—stared and murmured a
tew German words.

‘‘I have a box at the cpera for

(To be continued.)
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Brown
Sugar
200 Ib.
Sacks
Delivered

to

Your Station

SUGAR---15¢

WE HAVE a limited quantity of the genu-
Brown West Indian Cane Sugar,

which we will dispose of in the original sacks

200 lbs. each at 15¢ per pound, all charges

paid to your station.

This is a rare

mhhdh.sﬁkm‘ and pickies.
Samples will be sent to all interested.

wnmmnsaun.z«noucz.onmvounom

Cane Mola Cc., of Canada, Limited.

lm’&uhmmw Telephone Lasalle 2361
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