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YOUNG PEOPLE

¥

The toy-shop is a merry place

At any time of year,

But oh! it'd}
When Chris

uite like fairy-lan

8 day is near. '

The mudc-boxes tinkle,

And the trumpets add their neise,,

And up and down and everywhére
Are toys and toys and toys[

The "busy
“laugh

crowds

that look

And hurry too and fro,

The dolls that walk,

talk,

and

the dolls that

The cars that truly go:; .
The tops that sing, the steeds that

prance

M. ‘
| :
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For children to bestride— i
How sad it seems that any child |
Should need to stand outside!

In prickly green

wreaths

The holly berries glow,
The Christmas trees

soon,

will

of Christmas

i

sparkle

With Christmas fruit bent low,

And here’s a thoug

all ;

At happy Christmas-

ht will help us
tide,

The very best of pledsures
Are the pleasures we divide!

Wherever hearts are happy,
"Tis. a simple thing to do,

To séek some other,

and make it happy,
The joy we share with others

fs a joy that's maultiplied,
And 'twill make a perfect Christ-

sadder heart,

too.

{

If there's no one left outside.
—Hannah G

In Youths' Companion.
= S ——  ——

. Fernald,

THE MONTHS. i nafif

January,
[ April,
J uae, July

May,

v

¥ebruary,

| tember fades away ;
en Novemb'r; th'n
comes Christmas Day! i
—Marion Snart Wonzon. ;
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. THE HOLLY BUSH.

Then. October;

When grandpa w

th

March

A loag, long time ago,

He styck

door,

and

as a little boy

i

some holly in the ground
To sep if it would grow.
mamas house was right next

So that was how she knew.
She said it s’prised most ev’ry one,
The way that holly grew.

grandma loves the

Now, what our

{ ) Desti ;

Wheu

{ B
Uhristinas-time is here,

Is holly from that very bush,
And grandma’s such a dear,

We'd trovel miles

| £, miles—

‘and miles and

(dt's just a little way),—
To carry all our arme will hold
For fter on Ghristmas Day.
: PSS R e,

TELL HIM SO.
If you have a word of ciieer

That may light the pathway drear
-Of @ brother pilgrim here,

Let him know, '

Show him you appreeiate

What he does; and do not wait

Till the heavy hand of Fate
Lays Bim fow.

If your heart contains a thought
That will brighter make his lot,

« Then in mercy,
Tell him so.

hide it not—

Wait not till your friend is ,,.E:n
Ere your compliments are said;

For the spimt

It it knows,

Noes not. need to speed

- Our poor praise,
golden dawn

Love's eternal,

Is aglow.

wiere

tiat has fled,

.

it on, °

it has gons,

Fut unto our ‘brother here
That peor praise 1s verv dear;
If you’ve any .word of ¢deer,

Tell him

80,

and .>=h=mn pass; Sep-
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AMONG THE TREES

A Description of The Holly, given in the Magazine
‘ Birds and Nature,” by Mrs. Singer,
of this City.

The sun was shining brightly from
a “deep, blue sky, as Mabel walk-"
ed briskly along the usoi..noqmnmn
street. Sleighbells added their merry,
musie to the laughing, happy notes
of the boys and girls, who flung
snowballs at one amother, or sprang
lightly on passing sleighs, Tarmers
cracked their whips and laughed
loudly as they gave the boys an ex-
tra tumble into the fleecy snow-
drifts. All was merriment, for was
not this the joyous Christmas time?

“Look, mother, isn’'t ‘that a great
armful ol holly ¢” asked Mabel, as
she entered uhe kitchen where hen
mother was superintending the pre-
parations for the next day’s nEJm.?
“Isn’t it beautiful? I don’t think
I ever saw a finer lot,” continued
Mabel proudly.

“It is beautiful,” said her mother,
as she looked more at the glowing
‘cheeks and sparkling eyes of her
daughter, that at the holly.

“It’s a perfect winter day; just
look at the sky. We read much
about the beautiful skies of Italy,
I'm sure they cannot surpass that.»

“I’ve oiten thought so myself, .Z“s-
bel; especially on those clear, bright
days in rid-winter. The sky then
seems a c¢™arer, deeper blue than at;
any other time. I'm so glad you love
Nature, Mabel, she is fascinating at
all times, as well as instructive. Now,
dear, I wish. your would carry the
holly into the <ining-room and ar-
range it; be sure to select the choic+
est bit for the pudding.”

Mabel carried t he .holly into the
dining-room, where she carefully
looked it over, and chose a nice piece
for the Christmas pudding.

“There, I think you are the very
nicest piece — not the Dbiggesty
but the best. How pretty you are
with your dark green, glossy _aawam
and scarlet berries. You’ll look fine
on the pudding.” tr

“‘I’'m glad you chose me ;I’ve bee
hoping all the time that you would?
seemed to come from the folly.

“Well, I declare.” said Mabel, as
she pricked her finger on the holly
leaves m her surprise. “I—really—I
never expected a voice to come from
you. Why, you're only a little thing
~a part of a tree.” :

“Large enough to have a spirit,
Oh! you need not start! Do you
flitter yourself that you mortals are
the only part of God’s creation gifted
with a soul #”

*No, indeed. T know that a great
number of great and good men be-
lieved that trees csp c'ally had soulsy
Then what does Shakespeare say:
“And this one life, exempt from pub-

lic haunt,
Finds tongues in trees, books in run«
ning brooks,

Sermons in stones, and good in every-
'

thing.”

And again who is it says:
“There is a tongue in every leaf,
A voice in every rill—
A voice that speaketh everywhere,
In flood and fire, through earth
and air; =
A tongue that's never still!»

Wordsworth claims: = ‘

‘The meanest flower that blows
can give

Thoughts that do not often lie too

deep Tor tears.” o

“Now, [ going to sit down in
this easy chair, beside the glowing
fire this evening, when ['ve helped
mother all T ean, and you must talk
to me.” ; 5
» “That's vight; help your mother
all that you ean, and in the mean-
time I'll think of some legends to tell
you."

“Well,” said Mabel, some hours
later, “they’ve all gone up town ta

see Santa Claus, so Holly, tell me
those  legends.”

“Have you ever heard of the Holly,
called ‘Aunt Mary’s Treo ?*

“No; I have not.” %
“Well, that is not strange, for
very few people who have not been
born in Cornwall, England, have.
The Cornish-born  people regard
themselves as a  race-apart from
those who settle within their bord-
ers, and are very loath to impart
their convictions or superstitions to
the strangers within their gates,

“The truth is, the Cornish Catho-
lics call the Elessed Virgin by the
familiar name of Aunt Mary, and
always imagine that the holly is un-
der her special protection. One of
their ancient carols refers to the
holly thus: 62

“Now, of all the trees
highway

Which do we Jove the best?

Oh! the one that’s green on Christ-
mas day ;

The bush with The bleeding breast;

The holly with drops of blood for

by the king’s

3 e,
For that is our dear Aunt Mary’s
tree.”

“That is rather a quaint carol.”

“Still another pelief in regard to
us in many parts of England is, that
all Holly used in church decoration
is gifted with certain peculiar pow-
ers. For this reason it is tarefally
preserved, and sprigs of it are hung
in the porch as well as the rooms of
the house, for it not. only brings
good luck, but has also the power tq
avert fire and ward off lightningy
This does nét apply to that used iy
domestic decorations, which is term-
ed Anathema, and must be buried
when taken down.” -

“Well, I'm not going to bury any
of mine,” said Mabel, as she tender-
ly touched  the scarlet berries.
“Please tell me something more, Holy

»

ly.

“The boughs of the prickly Holly
are often called “he-holly,’ while the
smooth is called ‘she-holly.’ Here is
the legend connected with it: The
Holly must not be brought indoors
until Christmas eve, “then if the
prickly variety comes in first, the
man of the house will rule and have
his way during the following year;
but if the smooth-leaved twigs ap-
peur first, the waman will domin-
ate.” S

“That is odd; but I pever knew
there was any difference. Why is it
that some are smooth and others
prickly ?” o~ b e g

“Well, the theory is that of pro-
tection. Cattle are very fond of
youag bolly, so that which grows
near the ground and wTthin reach
of their fongues is furnished with
spikey leaves, while the upper ones,
being - well out of their reach, are
smooth. o

“I think you must have grown on
& lower Iimb,” sawd Mahel, as she ex-
amiged her sprig of Holly. How
pretty you will look on the pudding
to-morrow! Tell ‘wme, will you be
afraid when you see the fir

‘By no means; [ know fall well
that it is only the brandy that burns,
f'11 be safe upon the top of the pud-
ding. Do you know I've often heard
of INi3 custom ana \tighed That I
might one day be chosen for {he hon-
sred  piace. That js .@e reason T
pricked your fingers ;I wanted you
to notice me.”

‘How Jovely a
fook 1"

‘Tt does look fine, but to see it at
%its greatest advantage you should
leok upap ¥ when the ground is cov-.

tree of you must

ered with snow which glistens and -

sparkles in the sunlight as ir strewn
with dianfonds, white the gaunt and

naked branches of the other trees
form a striking conirast.
* *We, as well as the mistletoe, have
elways been . connected with the
blaziog yule-log-and Christmas cheer
of old England.” =)
Yes, I've seen the mistletoe of
Draid fore; but it is not nearly as
pretty :ag you are.” :
Our -scarlet ‘beriies are the great
souroe of our oeiuty. We are of ah-
cient_linedge, for fossil remains of us
have . been found in the tertiary
rocks, Theve-ave -only tvo branches

of baﬂdﬂB.mkuo.gm American, and the -
u

furopean=but. these have many, spe-
e1es.  ¥n Europe tnere -are one .hun-
dred :and  seventg-five varieties,
North America has fourteén specieés,
while Soath America 1% rich ‘n fhem.
Weire . a. Slow-growing tree, an\t
peyer reachi-a “great height. . Dur
wood,is nard, white, of fine grain and.
Wery Vaiuapie; it is very pretty avhen
made into worktables and boxes, and
is sometimes usea , for eridles and
cabinets. ‘It is said the cradle of
Prince Arthur, tie ‘elder brother of,
Henry VIII, and the first husband
or.Queen Catherine of Airagon, was
made of holly wood. The panels of
this craale were painted with: inci-
deuts from the legendary life of King
Arthur and his Knights of the Round
Table.” .
“How unique that would be. I
tmak T hear mother’s footsteps. Yes,

‘ here she is.”

‘Well, Mahel, we're back; we were
mueh Jonger than I expected for the
stores were filled. Have you been
lonely

“No, mother. dear. I've been listen-
ing to the Holly talk, and mother, I
can understand now v"at was meant
when some time ago you quoted
these words. ‘I'rees have voiges of
different tones, and quick, trained
ears know these tones thoagh it is
onty the hearipg heart that can un-
derstand what. the Trees say.' ™

“Yes, Mabel. and T've been told
that those who make a study of
trees, not only know these tones, but
their ears are so attuned to the hid-
den voices of Nature that, in pass-
ing through a wood at night, they
can tell under what kind of tree they
are standing by the whispering of
the leaves. Truly, Mabel, this world
of ours is *both beautiful and won-
derful.”

"It is indeed, Tmother; fiow much
80, 1 wWever Yully realized until I car
ried with me the ‘ears of imagina-
tion.” Good night, Holly, and a
Merry Christmas.’”

—Evelyn Singer, |

THE WIND.
The yellow fox

Has his bed in the rocks!

The brown b'rd in the treo
Her nest has. she;

Jut the wind, come forth

Of south and north,

Of east and west,

Where shall he rest?

The snake, the eft,

Slips into the elefi ;

The mermot sleeps sound
In ‘the underground;
‘But the wind of the hill
Is wandering still;

And the wind of the sea,
When gleepeth he?

The clouds of the air,

‘They slumber there;

Flowers droop the head,

And the Jeaves lie dead;

But the wind, the wind,

What rest shall he find?

When ghall he roam

‘The wild road home?

—John Vance Cheney.
i
Por Christmas and New Year's Hol-

idays, W, E. Rispin, City Passengon
and T'cket Agent, Grand Trunk and
Wabash Ry., 116 King St., will sell
return tickets on Dec. 23rd, 24th and
25th, good to return until Dee. 26th,
and on Dec. 30th and 31st and +Tan,
1st, good to return Jan. 2nd, at sin-
&le fare, and on Dee. 22nd, 23rd, 24th
25th, 39th, 30th, 31st and Jan, 1st,
return tickets at fare and one-third,
good to return until Jan. 3rd; to all
points in Canada, and will also sell
tickets at special rates to a mumber
of points in the United States; which
can be had on application. He ia
also issuing special holiday tickets
to sfudents going fiome for the holi-
days. £ {

. wWas among the number, It

i
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HE WAS' NOT
WORKING OVERTIME

Every ceflar window was broken in:
James Crocker’s. old tumble-down
house. - Consequently, as a con-
tributor to the Boston Herald points
out, all the small domestie animals
in ' the neighborhood — particularly
the cats — ran in and out at will,

Sometimes there was quite a gath-
ering in the cellar, and when a pet

was missing, it ‘was the regular thing

to go to”Unecle Jim's” door with,
“Have you seen my cat 2"

One evening .a near-by fimily miss-
ed their “tortoise-shell” at bedtime,
and concluding that she had Jjoined
the happy throng -at Uncle Jim’s, sent
their man over to ask him if he
would take a look and see if she
may
have been a day of many similar de-
mands; at all events, Uncle Jim was
wis not in his usnal good temper.

“Your cat may be there, or she
may not be there,” he said, “but [
ain’t a-goin’ to light up no lamp and
go down in that cellar this time o
night sortin’ out eats for nobhody—
s0 there!” ~

SURF BATHING
dedrrpdeob e bderieds oo et oo

Surf bathing is refreshing and
r,as_nrn_:. and, where proper precau-
So:.MAEd m.vwowﬂx» should be accom-
pani wi scarcely more d: er
than bathing in a tub. .Zmd“ﬂo-
less, season after season thers are re-
ports from throughout the length of.
anc coasts of bathers being drown-
State legislaturcs have taken gog-
nizance of the matter and have uwm,m.
ed laws designed ta give protestion to
bathers, but while the laws may have
served to diminish the number of ac-
cidents they have not had the effect
of putting a stop to them., As a
matter of fact, it is doubtful if any
law could be devised that would have
:..En effect. The safety of the indi-
vidual rests primarily with himself or
hersélf. And there is only one surc
rule ofF safety. Never take chances,

The bather in the surf who is al-
Wways sure of a footing on the shingle
runs practically no risk of mishap.
Unfortanately, all bathers cannot be
persuaded that it is folly to  take
risks. Some of them disregard strong
ebb currents and goout too far. They
find exhilaration in swimming among
the rollers for a time, but when they
azw“.vw nm come ashore they are dig-
ma 0 feel themselves being swept
further and further pig.uﬂ auowo
are.numerous forms of indiscretion in
connection with surf bathing, but
they are all so patent that it is un-
necessary to call attention to them.
Since it is impossible to get everyone
to follow along the lines of safety
itis not only advisable, but necessary;
that measures should be taken for
their protection. .8
. That is Wy the law requires a
life boat and life preserver on the
beach. These, however, aré not suf-
ficient. There should be at all timesg
when there are persons bathing in
the surf an expert life-saver on duty
with a long line about his waist or
muoc.s.:.m. He should patrol the
bathing place, keeping his eyes con-
stantly on the bathers, watching for
the slightest sign of distress. Such af
human safeguard would be worth a
dozen life boats depending on the
skilled hands to man them.—Savany
nah News, ; f o §

A CERTAIN CURE FOR CROUP,;

Wkhea & ohlld shows symptoms of.
croup there is no time to experiment'
with mew remedies, no matter how
highly: they may be recommended,
There is one preparation that can al-
ways be depended upon. It has been:
in ase for many years and has never
been known to fail, viz: Chamber-
lain’s Cough Remedy. Give it and A
quick oure is sure to follow. Mr. M,
F. Compton, of Market, Texas, says,
of it, “I have used Chamberlain’s
Cough Remedy in severe cases of\
croup .with my - children, and oan,
trathfully say it qalways gives prompt’
relief.” For sale bv all druggists,

—ee.

For _quality, workmanship and

every detail, Sugar Beet Oigars lead,
L ————

Excelsior Paint will give you what
¥ou deside—a nice, glossy finiah. Tryy
it. Drew & MgCallam. ~ ®

At bl

-slipped out of the room.
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ooauo»_n_,,o: By Roy

Winners.

foododesoind

c-a-1-f calf, *Oh no
that is not right,” said 1 ko my-
self, “let me see h-a-v-e is have,
then g¢-a-v-¢ must be calf..\ What
nonsense, c-a-v-¢ is cave, I shall
have to look in the book again. How
troublesome this spelling lesson is
and how 1 do hate ‘it. Yes, here
it is c-a-l-f. How I do wish there
were no spellings to learn. There I
have forgotten how to spell that
word again. How hot it is! I'll let
the &pellings go and rest my head
on the desk.”

I must have fallen asleep|for I
was suddenly awakened and| found
myself In the grasp of the master,
who gripped me like a, vice and 'roar-
ed, “How dare you! TI'll tea you
not to sleep in school I” I was| drag-
ged violently to the front and céom-
manded to stand up in the ¢orper
for an hour. This made my  grief
worse than ever, to think that I
had to gtay in the hot prison-like
old school, and then had to |stand
up. - I tried to study but my thoughts
were on the out-door sports so I
could not study. I waited until the
teacher turned his head. I thenedg-
ed up to the window and looked out.

The birds were singing on every
spray, the crickets jumped .around
through the grass, and the frogs
croakedl as they jumped into the clear
water of the little pool: How bright
and happy everything seemed to be
outside. The little leaves of the old
elm quivered as the balmy zephyrs
blew silently through them. Under
the old eim stood a calf switching
his tail and chewing his cud. How
contented he was, Oh, thought I,ifI
were but a wcalf what fun I would
have and how happy I ‘would be.
I could run about out in the lgreen
meadows where I ocould hear ‘the
birds singing, but here I am shut
up in the gloomy old school, The
teacher is cranky, the air is so hot,
and I have such a headache. While
I was thus thinking what should

C-al-f ealf,

come into view but a lot of butter- °

flies pulling a tiny chariot in which
was a fairg. I never believed there
was such athing as afairy before,
but now I did. The fairy approach-
ed me. When she seemed quite near
the window I heard a small voice
say, “You look very troubled; what
is the trouble?” I replied, “I have
a hard Yesson to learn and I was
Just thinking that I would like to
be a calf so that I could enjoy lifer
and not be shut up in a gloomy old
prison of a school room.” Thesmall
voice of the good little fairy answer-

An Essay Written inThe R ' Recent
Neilson and
orableMention by The Judges—One

saw my brother go out of the house
and deave the door open. I went

hastily toward the house, In I walk-
ed and lay down in the hall, As
soon as my :brother came in he
angrily said, “What iis this. calf. do-

ing here ?” When 'he /lookéd at me
he s2id, “This is not our ocalf, it
is a strange one.” He grabbed the
poker and hit me on the head. Oh

how_ it hurt,
skull. He.drove me out, I tried to
ask him to let me stay in but all
the noise I made was “bah. He

drove me into a field and shut the

gate. In vain I tried to get out
but it was mpossible, ;

It began to get dark. My father
‘came out on the road and said, “I
wonder where that boy is? I wish
he would hurry home.” “He wander-
ed up and down the road :looking
for me. I tried to say “here Iam,”
but all. I could say was “bah, bah,

bah?” My father-then went to the

house, leaving the door open so that

so my father’ then shut the door.
Oh how scared I was. It was so

dark, “and I was out in the field

all alone all night long. I tried to -

yell but only made the same old
noise. How frightened it made me
and how lonesome it seemed to be
when the old owl in the oak tree

went “hoot, ‘hoot, hoot, hdot.” The

night seemed dark and went slow-
ly, but at last morning came;
father got up. I heard him say,
“that oalf, bah, bahs all the time
and kept me from sleeping, so the
first thing I do will be to take it
down and sell it to the butcher.”
How: I quivered and shook to think
that I was to be sold and killed.
Oh how I wished I 4 i

I ran up and down the field. A
dreadful feeling came. over me. My.
father came over and got me, sag-

ing, “You dirty little Blatter, you

will soon Bee  your finish.”

made me tremble all pver. He soon
had me in the wagon. We started
bump, bump, over the rough road
we went. e T
-1 thought to myself if I could

-only be a boy for a few ‘minutes,

but it was in vain. We soon arrived
in town and my father sold me for
what he could get. You can-imagine
sy feelings better than I cam de-
'scribe them, Every minute I thou
my end was coming. I

‘butcher say, “That calf’s

goon come.” Just as'I saw

ed, “If you wish to be a calf just .dher getting a halter, up came the

run out side and as soon as you get
out you will be turned intq a catf.”
What beauntiful thoughts
through my mind. It all seemed
like a dream. Fortunately | the
teacher was busy with a class so I
I did  not

flashed ~

H:m fairy and asked me if

ing a calf. I said “No” very qu

ly. She said, “What mo«wo_..-n

to be 7" I said “A boy, a . I
you will change me mumo wg
will go to school and study all the
‘time and will always be good and

think -I would be changed into a - Will never wish to be anything but

calf, but to my astonishment -as
soon as my foot left the step I was
changed into a calf. I looked around
for the fairy but she was gone.

Oh how MNappy I felt. I ran and
Jjumped und kicked down the road.
I went toward home. I met a man
on the road and tried to say “hello,”
but all the poise I made was a loud
“bah.” On I went. I noticed a berry
on the side of the road.. I went to
pick it up but found I had no hands
to do it with, so I had to pick it
with my mouth., How the briars
picked me, and the berry did not
taste a dit good. I thought I would
rather ®ave 'been a boy in some
ways. I thought to myself, “What
is #t not to be able to eat berries
or speak to any one, besides not hav-
ing to study or go to school 2"

On home I ran. When I came to
the door I tried to open it but I
could not do it. In vain I tried
again and again but could not, so
in despair I stood and waited. It
was not long until my mother came
and opened the door. She Jjumped
back in surprise, but when she saw
it was only a calf she called the dog
and grabbed the broom. The next
thing I saw was stars, when my
mother came down on my head with
the broom stick. I started down the
road on the run but the dog was
right at my heels and his sharp teeth
pierced my heels, which pained very
much, but at last he ran back and
left me alone. I stayed for about
two hours along the road, then I

a boy.” The fairy changed me to a
boy in & second and then disappear-
ed and I have always kept  my

promise. ! £
ROY NEILSON. «
S. & No. 9, Harwich; J. 'R. New-
kirk, Teacher. T

s e ]
The Big Chair is his Christmas Tree |
'Tis there he finds his toys—
The pretty toys that Santa brings
| _Ho please the little Boys,
PLoEa L
Old Santa when he came last
Was tired, you must know 3
He rested in. this big arm-chair—
He had so far to g0, i i

night

But when he started on his way
A smile spread o'er his face;
He thought, “Now, for a Small Boy's
toys - 3
This is a splendid place I”

So when the day began to break,
'What should the Small Boy see?
The .mvnn. Chair full of Christmas

0ys,

As full as it could be! :
Lots of good ten ecent Cigars, but
only one best—the Lord Lake, ‘

R

Every possessor of light is debton
to those who sit in the dark, '

Smoke Quail on Toast Clgass, b
ol il on Toas Bos
Clear Havama filled. S

It mnearly broke mhh..\.

boy T

A

‘hatohet . lying in - the bo
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- When a passenger Eits
simply knock ‘em
throw the body
~then there ain
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