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g sme day you shall know.

' ZLook bickward, then, into the years,
< s And see me here to-might; -

- See, O, my darling, bow my tears

&
i

. pwned a little sall boat -in 'which
* Johnnie  bad . helped h'm fish.

present.

The Fisherman's
Christmas

N

Written for The Playet Junior
by F. Scullard, Chathem,
and Awarded Homorable
" Mention by the
- Judges.

In o little village far away beside

the sea z—wno lived a iittle thoy
named Johnnie Smith. .‘.n\ﬁo father
bad been a  Tisherman and be thad

_One pight Mr. Emith bad goneout.
in. his boat to fish but la eudden

storm bad .wrlu and he had ‘mever .

returned.

Jobonie’s -mother was a good ‘.1?‘ :

man and his big brother bad ifor &
while earned enough to keep the
family but he worked toe bard jand
soon fell ill" A
Johmnie soon had to stop school
and his clothes were soon reduced
to rage while his shoes were hardly
worth wearing. His brotber bad
been very kind to bim and Johnnie
wanted -to give bhim a Cbristmas
Johnnie hed no money and he ‘could
not think how he was to fmanage
it. He bad been standing before a
window longing for some of the or-
anges and good things' inside. At
last feeling cold he started for home
but he met & woman who isaid, “my
boy can you tell me where 1. ban
get a boy to work at ‘wmy store.”

" Johnnie replied that he was looking

for wark himself. The man took
him to a store where he {was ikept

~‘busy. By Christmas Bve he had
~earped nearly a dollar. When the

store closed he at once hurried {o
the store he had looked at iso often.
Here he bought many good things,
then he hurried home. He found his
B_va., sewing. He gave her some
presents and put the rest beside fhis

“brother. who .was asleep. He then

went to bed very happy.

_His mother kept on sewing for a
long time, She was about to stop
when a - knock was heard . on ‘the
door. ~She opened it and outside
stood a man with a very flarge
parcel. He came in and sat down

* without.a word. Then in the light

she recognized her husband. Her joy
knew no bounds and she was 'soon
Jistening to his adventures.  Mr.
Smith was now a rich man fand he
had many presents for his children.
When Johnnie woke in the morn-
ing and saw all the beautiful ipres-
ents that surrounded him he oried
for joy and he was soon in hisifa-
ther's arms. A happier family could
not be found that Ohbristmas in jall
the country. t 0
¥. SOULLARD.
R e
Common sense is the faculty that
enables us to understand what line
of conduct other people should pur-
sue. - ;
: e s e
Taffeta coat suite may be smart,
put‘ they certainly look chilly for
winter. i
s i
Even in an automobile a poet can
do without lines. :
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Written for The Planet Junior

by Myrtle R. Humphrey,
Highgate, and sccorded
Honorable Mention by
the Judges. w

Casie Parsons sat by the stoveand
apparently “she was »,Euwmun hard.
At last she looked up to(a ‘woman
who was sitting beside her and isaid,
«auntie I have been :thinking hard

. of what I shall do this ‘Christmas

to help someone who .is not Wble ito
help himself. I feel that I can mot
spend it in silly amusement for my-.
se}f and making parties and such

like as 1 bave done in ‘the past

that really come to no good fin the
end.” Her Aunt Treplied with a
smile “I' have just “been thinking
that very thought myself; but what
shall we do and what can jwe dot”
Casie's face brightened as she re-
plied, “I have been thinking it would®
be nice to go down o ipoor old ‘Mrs.
Dawson's and surprise her with @
pice turkey and something good to
eat. My father bas sent me three
dollars from home to spend for

give some more we might do ‘some
real good. Do you suppose it would
be possible to bave her and rold Mr.
Dawson bring Susan and come here
for the day? Well" saig her aunt,
«ft certainly would be possible if
we would go and bring them but
otherwise it would not, for they have
no way of coming.” .

Mr. Parsons often felt very angry
at old Mr. Dawson, when he fused
to come so often for things ! for
Susan to eat; but Mrs.Parsons never
turned him away Ww:thout what he
wanted. Susan was 3 . nice girl con-
sidering her chance; but she was a
cripple from & severe fall that she
had when she was a° child Susan
would have died had it not ‘been for
Mrs. Parsons and her affectionate
little neice Oasie. Casie was five
years older than Susan. A¥hough
only nine years ol when Susan was
hurt, her aunt, after the death lof
her mother, had brought her up tin
such a way that sbe loved to give,
especially to Susan who seemed so
kind and patient through all her suf-
ferings. What should they purchase
for Mr.~Dawson who wds often drunk
and unkind§ Mr, Parsons sat atthe
other side of the room by a lighted
lamp which was on the table, {with
a paper before him; but he ‘heard
the conversation and answered aloud
«Perhaps a bottle of whiskey would
suit h'm the best.” Then with a
jolly laugh cast his eyes upon 'his
paper again. Qasgie’s attention was
then drawn to her uncle who fshe
thought, thought but little of her
plans and she said, “uncle, don't you
think that would be & fine plani”

“Qh! I don’t care,” was his answer,.

“but what if Martha comes here ifor
ber Ohristmas and brings her little
boy and rich husband with her. {Her
husband has pever been here before
and what will he think of mat”
“Well,” said Qasi¢ with a crosscoun-
tenance, "1 don’t caye what he

thinks. If they ere any kind of ipeo-

ple they will think -none the less

of us” Cesie’s cheeks weré scarlet
at the thought of those rich ipeople

keeping her from doing good. “We |

will have to see what Arthur jand
Edward say about it,” said Mrs. Par-
sons. “How soon can we see them,”
Casie said with an anxious, ‘but
brightened face, for she knew that
she could easily ' get the boys jte
think as she did. “I expect them

“ home at tea at five,” was Mrs. Par-
sons’ answer.

It was the twenty-second of De-
cember and a very cold winter iday.
Their ‘home was about three miles
from Galt; and that was where {the
boys had gone. Mrs. Parsons and

Casie left the subject and went about

their work, At the supper-table
. after the boys came home, the {sub-
ject came up before the whole Tami-
ly. After a long talk they decided
that they would not care for 'the
sich aunt, but have poor old ‘Mrs.
Dawson come with her husband and
Susan. At this Casie was very glad.
They sent -word to the rich aunt
not to come because her own mo-
ther wnted her  there, ' and she
would probably. have a better time
if she would go to her own home.
Casie was _just in her delight.

She asked the privilege to go ifor
Dawson herself. Her uncle saidshe
might, and early on Christmas morn-
ing she came for them. Poor Susan
was delighted at the thought of go-
ing for a sleigh-ride.

After spending a very pleasant day
Mrs. Parsons gave them some blank-
ets for Susan’s bed, and a ‘new dress
for Mrs. Dawson and Susan. The
boys put their money :together and
got Mr. Dawson some new clothes;
and gave them so many little ‘things
that the cutter would hardly held
them going home. Casie put insome.
cakes, turkey, and lots other good
things for Susan who was =0 ‘deli-
cate. The Dawsons went home with
light bearts and - happy ones. The
Parsons also felt much better for
their ' kindness. Casie went to bed
that night with a heart full of
gratitude that she really had learn-
ed the lesson—“It is better to give
than to receive.” She also resolved
to .-do something “like this every
Christmas. ~ - ;

MYRTLE R.- HUMPHREY,
Highgate.

B e s a B S o
SPOOK HIGHWAYMAN

A plumber of Paris, France, witha
soul above his trade, gave his latest
play so successfully that but for ithe
heartless interference of the police
HJ might still be filling a “star role,
with' sole control of the box-office
receipts. ey 4

Every night be walked tothe Ponte
Marie over tlhie Seime wrapped in‘a

, Sheet, his face covered with flour.
When he saw .a guiless-looking in-
dividual approach who looked as if
he would lend an car tio ‘ghosts he
approached and demandéd his purse
in sepulchral tones.

Generally he did not miss his shot.

» The purse was rendered in speech-
Jess fashion and the seer of ‘ghosts
took to his heels. . $

Bat one night while he was iover-
awing a restaurant walter by his
ghostly raiment, two poficemen on
tihe lookout nabbed him. The plumb-
er thinks it a pity, for plambing,
he says, is a slow business ifer get-

tipg rich, (e )
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Written for The Plapet Junior
by Bert Smith, Tilbmy E.,
and Awarded Honorable
Mention by the
- Judges.
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One day as I was strolling »JHS_GF
the 'woods looking for something to
shoot at, I glamced up in & tree, and
to my surprise, I saw a coon sitting
on a . limb mear the top amd just be-
low him was a hole,.

1 loaded the gun and them got down
on my knees, laid the gun over a
stumip and began to take aim at the
anjmal, whiclr had mpever taken hip
eyes off me. e

When I thought I Wwas holding
straight on him, 1 fired, but as usual
I did not kill him;, although™I knew. b §
hit hilm because he did a great deal -
of scratching before be got into the
hole. Now, I thought my last
agnadv@gukuuﬁuoﬁuca

* started on to see what else 1 could

frighten.

I had not gome far when I \vowu.n\
a buzzing uoise above and looking up,
I discovered a n?-nuvﬂaim-ng

‘ flying imto and out of an old dead

tree top and, after ‘watching them for
a ‘while, I came to the conclusion

started home, resolving to pass by the
tree in which I had seen the coon
and after rumning through the woods
about_ 2 quarter of an hour, I found
the tree, and while I wes marking
the place by some other large trees,
I heard a scratching im the tree. I
ran out a short distanee from the
bottom of the tree, and, looking up
at the hole, I saw the coon sitting
there with his head out and at the
same time watching to see what T
intended to do, I wanted to fire, at
bim, but I kmew if 1 did kill him,rhe
would fall’ down inside the tree and I
would not be able to get him, so
s} went away and left him for am-
other time.

When I got home I told my fa-
ther and brothers what I saw and
they said that they would go back
some day and saw the trees down,
but they kept putting it off till they
had forgottem all about it. On
Christmas afternoon they ‘were all sit-
ting around the fire and ‘T came in
and asked them: ifthey would mot
hitch the horses to the sleigh and
go back and get the coon. They said
it 1 would go and get the h'red man
and help him to get out the horses
that they would go.

It bad been snowing all day but
it began to clear off so everythng
looked promising for our trip to the
woods. After getting some good,
cleanr straw and putting it imt he
bottom: of the sleigh box we got a
sharpa xe and saw and drove up to
the back door where the rest of the
party were waiting.

We got them: all on and started
off for the woods, It was only twemty
minutes’ drive and the sleighing Wwas
good, so it did not seex long till we
were at the woods, It was mow my
turn to guide them to the tree. This
was a very easy task, as the tree
was mot far from the road.

When 'we arrived at the tree the
hired man and my father got the saw:
and began to work, but not very hard,
for they thought I had made a mis-
take, as the tree did mot look much
like a coon’s mest. However, they
kept working and soon the tree was
on the ground and when they looked
in the hole they could see the large
shiny eyes of the coon, which made
them anxious to get at it.

:We plugged the hole up ‘with some ~
small sticks and started to cut a
Role about where we thought the coon

-tle trouble and the meu set t

broke-

at him, § o
_ After putting the coon ln the -sleigh
we started for the bee tree, and
good luck we found it with very lit.

to.saw it dowml - §Ami Ry
When; the tree hit the ground it

rotten. This helped us out a great.
deal for all we had to do was to put

as carefully as possible as we
if we handled it roughly the

into about a dozen different -
pieces, hecause it ‘was very old and

the pieces im which the bees were into * ¢

would get on the homey—if there was§: ¢
jany homey there. However, it was T

not very long till we could see the
comb, and after cutting 2 little more

we had a hole large enongh to get the

honey out. But our fum did xot last
long. It was so warm in the stable
that the
ran, flying earoumd. :
imze., a while they settled’ dowa

and we got a rope, and after fastem-. -
ing it on one end of the log we dra -

ged it out i the snow. Here it
so cold that the bees could do us
barm. Still some of  the ‘bees -

suufficient life in them to remind
that they must be handled ¢ e
Some of us were stung, but we were

o excited that we did mot feel the

sting until all the homey had been
taken out. When . we got all the

honey out we had two very small pail -

pails full and after it was straiued

we had about a guart—not emough to

repay us for-the stings we received.

The mext day we skinned the-coon .
and tacked the hide‘wp on the back .
of the barn so as to stretch it. Ome = .

day I was going to town so I took

the coon skin with me. When T got .
home I told the rest of the boys 1 -
was going to keep the money for my .

ﬁi.!o.:ﬂaue;iuﬁs.nibu ll
about it. E :
BERT SMITH,
Age 15 years.

Class V., S. §. No. 3. Tilbury East.
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¥ Was BULLET PROOF %

: 3

James Bennett, who took a charge
from a shotgun fired point blank by

“Richard Beston in ' Washington, Sit-

urday, - and just laughed, has a sys-

tem of armor that makes an Indiana -

bullet-proof vest look like a gauze
undershirt. :

Boston deprecated something Ben-
nett said and get him have one bar-
rel of a shotgun at close range. Ben-
nett went to the emergency hospital
because the police insisted on it. He
said he much preferred to go on
shoveling snow. = ;

At the hospital the surgeons ‘dis-

covered thal Bennett was unburt.

Not a shot reached his skin.

When the surgeous succeeded in -
< getting down to epidérmis they bad

pulled Bennett oul of three over-
coats, two undercoats, three waist-
coats, five shirts and several assort-
ed undershirts, to #ay nothing jof
the chamois chest protector. ¥

Bennett says there is no shotgun
made that can get him when (he is
completely armored. :

The attention paid to incons:quens
tial thipgs cause us to gyerlook many
that are great, S ;

' ‘hees got warmed uwp and

L

to the boy, a

With the little gT

‘who was walking :
followed George, and asks
father’s name. When he
asked if he knew what




