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~ § Christmas Story :

: the write on ‘the

: e ,»I g & %

. ven snd I'm dreadfuily lonesome,

B e 2 ~After completing his task be sat dowm
to look at his'work. If reminded him
. more and more of ‘the days of long

—-A-

ago.

In the morping when Doris got up
the first thipg she’ Wdid was to look
in her stocking. Then she gave a
joyful shout and exclaimed, “Oh! Un-
cle Jack, Santa Claus has been here
here for sure. for sure!” Jack smiled
and led her to fthe umexpected sur-
prise. There iehe beheld the tree. im
all  its splendor. She had mever secn
anything so beautiful before. At-first
she could hardly speak for astonish-
ment. Then she sprang to Jack and
throwing her arms around his gpeck
cried for joy. Indeed it'was mot ouly
Doris that was bappy, but Miner Jack

- said, I mever before spent such a
merry Christmas.” Doris soon became
a great favorite among the m’ners,
and seemed to always gladden Jack’s
heart in sadness.
: MADELINE WOODWARD,
18 years.old.

5th Class, Muirkirk P. B, Edith M

Reycraft, Teacher. e %
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In his “Explorations and Adven-
tures in Bquawrial Africa,” the late
Paul du Chailiu tells of his first
encountler with a gorilla.
. “We saw an mmense pne coming
. straight toward-us out of the woods,”
~he wrote. “As ‘he came, he gave vent:
“to terrible howls of rage, as much as
tio say, ‘I am. tired of jeing pursued
and will face yom.’
“It was a Jone male—the kind
which is always the mosti ferocious.
This fellow made the woods resound
with his roar, which is an awful
sound, resembling the muttering of
distant thunder. He was about .20
yards off when we firstl saw him.
I was about thx take aim and bring
him down where he stioed, when my
most* trusted man, Malaonen, stop-
ped me, saying in a (whisper, ‘Not
timo yeot.’ < et
“We stiood in silence, gun in hand.
The gorilla looked at us for a minute
or so, then beat his breast with his
gigantic arms—end whalf . arms he
bad !—then gave another howl of
. deffance and advanced upon us. How
horrible he looked! $
“‘Not yety’ whispered Malaonen.
o ggge ot e BTG «“Aga‘n the gorilla made an advance
mihnger, g.{ggiam—ﬂu. upon ue Now he was noll 12 yards
- *1 2. Doris M- . R :
and mother are in hea- off. His face was distiorted with
8 ; rage; his huge tketh were ground
2 aga‘nst each other, and his hair mov-
ed up and down, givipg e -fiendish
expression tb his  hideous counten-
ance. 'Malaonen Jnly said, “Steady!’
as the gorille came up. When he
stopped Malaonen said: |
“ .zg«. .' 1
“And before the beagt could utter

his' miouth three musket balls were
in his body. He fell dead almost
without a struggle.”
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POOR JONESES.

“Papa,” asked little Hurold, earn-
estly, “is it true that the sun never
rises in the west #”

“Yes, child.” {

“Well, then, I'm sorry for the Jones
family. They are going to move out
west. I wouldn’t want to go where
it’s always dark™—Little Chronicle.

PRI

The man with a good opinion of
himself is always willing to share it
with the rest of the world .
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Written for The Pl.netl Junior
By Alice G. Arnold, Louis-
ville, and Highly Recom-
mended by the
Judges.
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During the summer holidays a lit-
tle boy named Orval 'Wilson, was
staying at his friends in the coun-
try. Orval always lived in the city
and as he was not used to feeding
turkeys and chickens he always made

.it his cnore to feed them. There was

one turkey that Orval liked beiter
thanp the rest, as it would eat out

- of his hand and follow him about the

yard.

When it was time for Orval to go :

home he did not like to leave his lit-
tle turkey, so his friends gave it to
him. Hé took it home and fed it
well, and at Christmas time it was
a fine large turkey; so they invited
their country friends for Christmas
dinner.

The might before Christmas Mr.
Wilson went out to kill the turkey,
and Tound it dead. He returned to
the house to tell his wife about.it.
They soon came to the conclusion that
they hadn’t enough money to buy an-
other turkey, and said it had died of
being too fat, and that they would
clean it for Christmas and no one
would be the wiser. After their plan
was arranged they looked up, only
to see that Orval had taken in the
whole conversation. - They both gave
him a warning ‘that he wasn’t {o
tell. Of Course, he said he wouldn’t.

The company arrived, and at din-
ner Orval's father gave everybody a/
lot of Turkey, while to Orval he gave
a little ‘slice. That was soon eaten
and he asked for more. His father
said, “No, it will make you sick.” But
he soon got more by saying, “More or
'l tell.” Mr. Wilson becam® nerv-
ous. The little glutton soon devour-
ed that, and insisted on having more,
as before. He kept this up until he
was real full. Then, as he could not
eat any more. he said, “I will tell
anyway.” So he told, and was hur-}
ried to the kiichen by his mamma,
received a mevere whipping and was
never allowed to eat with company
pgain. e |

‘ALICE G./ ARNOLD, 4
Louisville, Ont.
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‘AN OLD FAVORITE.

Touch us gently, Time!

Tet us glide adown thy stream
Gently as- we cometimes glide

Through a quiet dream.

Humble voyagers are we,

Husband, wife and children three—
(One is lost, an angel, fled {
To the azure overhead.) o

Touch us gently, Time!

We're not proud on soaring wings;
Our ambition, our confent,

Lies in simple things. e
Humble voyagers are we, /
O’er life’s dim, unsounded sea, B

Seekipig only some c¢alm clime—

Touch us gently, gentle Time!

(e —Barry Cornwall. °

{ WAS ABSENT MINDED

g Wl

It is no disgrace, even for a famous
man, to lose an umbrella, so the New,
York Times tells with evident delight/
of a eelebrated lawyer who darted
into a furnishing goods store on &
recent rainy Friday, purchased an

ymbrella, and carried it as far as-
the door. L0y %

There he stopped to make a’'notein
a, memorandum book. He left)the
umbrella leaning  sgaimst the il

. while he wrote, and when he finished

the writing he started out withoutf
a thought. of the umbrella. :
‘Within a minute he rushed into'the:
other door of the same shop. He'
wanted to buy an umbrella. ;

“I thought [ had one with me

when I left/home,” he said, jn a semi-
apologetio way, “but I guess I-must

have forgotten to take it.”

'A second salesman sold ‘him anothd
er umbrella. As ‘he started to carryl
it from Tthe shop, the first salesman
confronted him. :

“You left your umbrella, sir,” the
clerk maid, as be held up the origin-
al purchase. SRS

“Bless me, so I did,” cried the law-
yer, “and I suppose I was going off"

+ with some other man’s.-

He pushed the d purch: intof
the hands of the surprised clerk, seiz-:
ed the first one and dashed into the
storm again with his umbrella—uny
der his arm. ’ Sy s
’ R ‘tﬂ
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STICKS TO THE MULE .
t

The more Missouri sees of the au-
tomobile the better it likes the mule.
This at:least is the verdict jof Post-
master Wilson, of Macon, whose !m...
wvice about the horseless carriages on

-rural delivery roures nad been so-

licited by an Ilinois mam. The re-
ply was, “Stick tb the mule.”

fThe Missouri bird of paradise, he
wrotle, will go where no auto would
dare tio tread. He will haul 'youm over
thase 53 clay hills om time ‘or kick -
holes through themy and go under.

Nothing will discourage him. You
never have tb stbp to fix him.
don't have tb take g monkey-wrench
and a kit of burglar’s Hools falong.
‘A good stiout club is the only instru-
ment he has any respect for. A

There’s no danger of his blowing
up. Difficult roads only inspire himi
to greater efforts. After collidinig
with a ‘tiree or @ brick house ithe
autio 18 semt to the junk shop, but
the mule is omly brighter and gayer
Zand  stironger aftkr each oolkision.
It's the thing he runs against that
goes tio “the serap pile. .

A mule eats more than an automo- -
bile but he gives greater results.
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GOT MIXED IN REGARD TO THE
: BABIES. 2 e

‘A new case of mistaken identity fis

v

reported by the Philadelphia Public -

Ledger. One hot afternoon a young
man in shirt sleeves and straw hat
was wheeling a baby carriage back
and forth before a small house near
Fairmount Park. He looked hot, but
contented.

“My dear!” came a voice from
an upper window Bf the house.

“Now let me alone!”™ he called
back. “We’re all right.”

An hour later the same voice came
again in earnpest, pleading tomes:

“George, dear!”
¢ “Well, what do you want?" he
responded. “Have the water pipes
burst ¢ o

“No, George, dear, but you have
been wheeling Apna's Toll all the
afternoon. Isn't it time for the baby
to have a turn?™ €

B S

‘A boy 'who goes in swimming twice
a, day in summer hates to even ‘wash
his face inm winter. ;

*THE PLANET JUNIOR,

The skin of the mly gr

Eaiwgg
of Starkboro by David ;

biouse from the barm, where he ha
Jpeen milking, when his attention was

aditracted by his shepherd dog, which .
was loudly barking in fronti of ‘the

hen house. Talng a lantern he went

out tio investivate and saw the dog
bad corpored o gray |

bub he evidently preferred to fight it
out, and ) was nearly 20 minutes be-
fore he wes vanquished. When the
wolf was dead Mr. Dike found he
was stratched in several places, and -
the dog was wounded in wpots from
the tfip of his nose to {the end of hig
tadl. Mhe skin is muech ‘the ;worse
for weer, but will be mounted.

s

COMBINATION ANIMAL FROM |

NEW. ZEALAND.

b o :

‘A strange mixture of an animal
found in New Zealand is the echidna
hystrix, This creature is. as weird
Jooking as its name. It lays eggs af~

“ter the manner of a bird or reptile,

and has a neck like a turkey gob-

bler, terminating in a beak instead -
of a real head. But otherwise it pre-
tends te be an animal. Its body,
shaped like half a melon, is covered
with fur, through which sticks out
an enormous number of quills, like
those upon the fretful porcupine.
The echidna has short, thick legs
and is web-footed. It has a pouch
in which it carries its eggs until they
are hatched out by the heat of its

body. The echidna is not pretfy, but -

it is interesting. »
P

GIBBS SHOWS SIGNS OF HIS PAR--
ENTAGE. <

Gibbs Mansfield, the little son of
Richard Mansfield, was lately a guest
at a Dirthday party. Another guest,
seven years old, found fault with the
actor’s small son. The boy was pour-
ing his grievances into his mother’s
sympathetic ear, when she, thinking
to divert him, said: 1

“Julian, do you know that Gibbs’
father is a great actor and his mo-
ther used to be an actress?”

“I don’t Care,” said Julian, stoutlyy
“Gibbs ain’t any actor, but he thinks
he’s the whole show.” — New York
Times. s
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CHILD STORY.

Teacher—Can you tell me nu.w dif-
ference between caution and coward-

Bright boy—Yes, ma’am ‘When
you are afraid yourself, t cal
tion; when the other fellow's
that’s cowardice:  ° ;

5 S : ..
A BUDDING HU. M

P n‘
“Good-bye, m?
boy as he started for-
“Good-bye, son,” she
opped

And then he “scooted.
.

R N o
 LIGHT LITERATURE.

Hattie - wanted a book to read
“Please, mamma,” she said, “give me.
something that looks opei ork."

“So you are the pi
bicycle club, son. E ey h
pen to choese you e

“Well, you see, papa, I'm the
one that's got a bioycle." i
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