
BLACK 
MIGHT

STOVE POLISH
“I tell you, the women 

certainly do appreciate 
“Black Knight” Stove 
Polish.

They are tired of the 
watery liquids and hard 
bricks, that mess up hands 

and clothes. They are sick of stove 
polishes that shine only after a weary 
rub, rub, rub that tires arms and back.

They like the brilliant, lasting 
polish that “Black Knight” gives— 
they like the ease with which it 
shines—and they certainly do like 
tiie big box that they get for 10c.

Have you tried “Black Knight”?

If your dealer does not handle it, 
send 10c. for a big can, sent postpaid.

THE F. F. DAILEY CO. LIMITED, Hamilton, Ont.
Makers of the famous “2 in 1” Shoe Polish. 23

\ Christmas Princess :
: t hat :

: Came to Her Own ♦
♦ ♦ 

♦♦»♦♦♦♦»♦ ♦♦♦♦
(Rv M. It. Smith.)

.Onre upon u time there was a little 
fairy Princess. You Would not have 
called her a Princess, for ahe did not. 
Irve in a palace, nor wear a golden 
crown, nor have a troop of pages to hold 
up her long satin train as Princesses 
liave been accustomed to do since time

To tell the truth, she didn’t even know 
that she was a Princess herself--much j 
less a fairy one.

.For ages before, a wise old fairy god­
mother. called Dame Nature, hail de­
creed that all the children of the royal 
family should pass the early years of 
their lives disguised as ugly crawling 
things, so that they might grow up un­
touched by the flattery and falsity of 
the court circle.

The little Princess, of course, knew 
nothing of all this. A maple leaf hail 
been her only cranio and she lived con­
tentedly. cat-ing of the juicy leaves and 
basking in the warm sunshine.

Tile re were no looking glasses to re­
flect her ugliness, and her older brotli­
era and aisters had long come into their 
inheritance and gave her r.o thought.

She might have livet^thus. who knows 
how long, if one day the spirit of ad­
venture had not whispered in her ear.

“Silly one.'* he said, “you know noth­
ing of the beautiful bright world that 
lies spread out just below you. The 
way is easy. Why do you fear?”

And the Spirit poised on rainbow 
wings lieekoned her to follow.

The temptation answered the longing 
in her heart and she could not resist.

Soon she was slowly making her way • 
down to the slim green branches to the ! 
stouter brown ones, till she reached the \ 
broad trunk highway that ran straight j 
to the laud of her desire.

Now she had been warned again and 
again never to leave the maple tree. But * 
the spice of danger was only an added 
pleasure to the naughty Tittle Princess, 
and she made her way fearfully through 
a pleasant forest of grass blades, till she 
came to a great level desert of flag-

It was smooth, smooth and easy to 
travel upon, and she knew not the peril 
of passing feet.

Suddenly a great giant-so it seemed 
to her came striding by.

"Ugh! what a horrid, ugly caterpil­
lar." sairl a loud voice. "Wait till I kick 
it off the sidewalk.”

And a large foot was lifted and the 
poor little Princess caught up hodilv. j 
tossed high in the air. to fall all bruised j 
and shaken on the friendly grass.

Here she lay, terrified and suffering 
for many hours, till Dame Nature at j 
last, took pity on her and came to her i 
help.

A touch of the magic wand soon dis | 
pci led the pain, but alas! could not heal -, 
her wounded pride.

“Only an ugly caterpillar! Must 1 
always be only an ugly caterpillar?” she 
moaned. “Oh, why was I born?”

Again the good godmother brought 
healing. She saw that the time had 
come when the little Princess might 
safely he told lier destiny. 8o she re­
lated the story of the enchantment, and 
promised her that if she would be pa 
tient *«<1, above all, obedient, she should 
surely one ray come into her rightful 
inheritance as a Princess should.

“But, what must I do, dear godmoth­
er?” she asked.

“AYa,it and I will tell you. (jo back 
now to your maple tree ami rest and re­
fresh yourself, for you’ll soon need all 
your strength.”

It was a humble and penitent little 
Princess that found her way slowly up 
the trunk highway to her old home 
among the maple branches, and a much 
saddened and sobered little caterpillar 
watched anxiously from day to «lay for 
the coming of her deliverer.

Maenwhile the night* liegan to get

f
ng and sold, and the leaves put on 
eh grogeous autumn burial robes.

Then suddenly Dame Nature appeared.
; “Come, little Princess, your time in at 

’hand, ’, she said kindly. ‘ Now you must

pay very careful attention and do just 
as I tell you.

“First, you’ll need a good stout leaf 
with a good strong stem. Yes, that one 
will do. Now roll the edges of the leaf 
together ami sAv^,hem fast.”

“But what shall 1 sew them with?” 
asked the 'Princess.

“Wait a bit and i ll show you,” and 
Dume Nature touched the little Princess 
just umler the chin with the magic wand 
and out flowed the long silky thread.

Then she showed her how to catch the 
thread with her caterpillar feet, and 
wind it around and around the stem 
of the leaf till it was fastened tightly 
to the branch.

“Now you must line the inside,” said 
her instructor, and in went the little 
caterpillar and began weaving busily. In 
a marvelously short time the little house 
had heavy silken hangings on cveryi 
wall.

“Now draw together the open end/' 
commanded Dame Nature.

This done, the good fairy touched the 
little home with lier magic wand. The 
little caterpillar Princess felt her green 
gown splitting ilovvn the back.

She wiggled out of it. feeling very 
queer and drowsy, for somehow her legs 
seemed to have vanished with her dress. 
But before she couhl wonder further she 
sank into a deep, dreamless sleep.

Outside the wind blew colder ami 
colder, the leaves fell faster and faster. 
imd^JackJErosl begun biting harder amt 
harder, till all the green things turned 
hrovvv and died beneath his rough touch. 
Then the snow came and wrapped them 
in its fleecy blanket, and the ring of 
sleigh bells sounded through the air.

But where was the little Princess all 
this time? For many days after her 
long sleep began she swung to and fro 
in lier snug little cradle. Then one day 
a small boy walking through the wood 
spied her.

“Gee! I believe that is a new cocoon,” 
lie exclaimed. “Guess I’ll take it home 
and see if anything will come out of it.”

So he carefully broke off the brandi 
and carried his treasure home and put it 
away in a warm place on the nursery 
mantel.

There it lay as the months slipped by. 
Thanksgiving came with its store of 
good things, and December with its pro­
mise of Christmas.

Still the little Princess slept on. Would 
the good fairy never come to waken her 
from her long sleep?

One day a hustle of excitement ran 
through the house. Mysterious packages 
found their way to the nursery and busy 
fingers tucked them away out of sight. 
Little feet pattered outside the locked 
door and inquisitive eyes vainly endeav­
ored to peep through the keyhole.

If the little Princess only could have 
wakened, what a tale she might have 
told. Alas! she still slumbered peaceful­
ly in her snug little home on the mantel 
shelf.

How could she know, that a ruddy lit­
tle Santa Clans nodded one side of her 
and a big baby doll smiled saucily on

the other. Near her a huge tree bent un 
der the weight of beautiful things that 
it bore. Fairy-like little dancers 
gnuzy garments jostled against long- 
winged angel trumpeters. Rosy-lippëd 
cherubs and barley sugar horses fairly 
fought for places on the branches. Pep­
permint cones and gay tinsel showers 
were everywhere, and a slim waxen tap­
er nst on the tip of every twig.

When the first pale sunbeam came 
creeping in through the dormer windows 
touching hII with gold, the fair)- god­
mother softly floated down the shining 
pathway.

She vvas all clothed in black and her 
little wrinkled face was radiant with 
joy. for she loved the little Princess.

The magic wand once more gently 
touched the little home. Slowly the ugly, 
close-fitting brown garments fell away, 
slowly a sleepy little moth Princess with 
crumpled gow n broke through the silken 
walls and crawled out into the sun

The ugly caterpillar disguise was gone, 
indeed, and in its place appeared a beau­
tiful winged being.

Two nodding plumes waved above her 
head, and two huge wings stretched and 
straightened in the sunshine to carry 
her whither she would.

Her rose velvet gown was bordered 
in rich traceries of black and white and 
gray —« marvelous mosaic of intricate 
pattern and she bore herself every inch 
the Princess that she was.

A whiff of the barley-sugar fragrance 
tempted her to try her new-found xx’ings. 
Slowly she felt them hear her aloft, 
straight to the nearest branch tip, and 
her delicate plumes touched the sweet­
meat as she poised before it.

A rush of little feet sounded outside 
the door, and in ran two white-robed 
little figures, breathless with suspense.

“Oh! oh! oh! Santa did come after 
all,” shouted one. Then a pair of bright 
eves caught sight of the little Princess.

“Oh. Harold! Harold! Come, quick! 
See what's hatched out of the cocoon!”

To them she was simply a beautiful 
moth. How could they know that 
Princess had come to her own?

Hotel Labels on Trunks.
There is a secret code hidden in the 

hotel labels with which travellers’ trunks 
on the Continent are so profusely deco- 
rnted. Gk>bc (rotters are aware that in 
Switzerland and in other tourist coun­
tries porters or waiters stick bills or 
labels with the name of the hotel 
the luggage when one leaves.

The trunks look very ugly at the end 
of a trip and require a sound washing. 
I have been told that the place where 
these labels are stuck and the way of 
putting them—upright or upside down 
or crosswise—form an unwritten and 
suspected “character.” Forewarned, 
forearmed, according to an Englrdi pro­
file next hotel if the-traveller is gener­
ous or not, if good “tips” are to be ux- 
poeted -in short, what the prey is worth.

From Notes and Queries.
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BY FRED SCHAEFER.

Wilfred J., a little boy, was asked 
if he loved to have his papa or his 
mamma better.

“Oh, yes,” responded the artless 
child. “I love to have them better, 
but ï did not know they were sick.”

A demure 3-vear-old who had been 
putting mucilage on the cat was re­
proved by her mother, who said. “If 
you do that, kitty will not wish to 
play with you any more.”

“Oh,” replied Mildred, “for that 
matter. I wouldn't wish to play with 
her either after she was all sticky.”

Meeting 5-vear-old Archibald, a 
friend of the family exclaimed, “What 
a big boy you are getting—almost big 
enough for papa’s trousers..” 
n “Shucks,” retorted the juvenile; 
“you forget that at our house mamma 
wears the trousers.”

A small bov of 5 was seen playing 
in the dirt, and a gentleman paused 
and inquired, “Well*. my little man, 
ar,® mak*nf? mud pies?”

“No,” answered the tot. molding 
another wad of wet sand in the shape 
of a cookie, “I'm brushing flies off my 
grandmother’s face with a curry-

Aunt Matilda was visiting us last 
summer, and complained of the heat. 
What was our amusement when 
Mabel, aetat 4*,, piped up, “Why, 
how can you fib so, auntie! Pap 
says you are a perfect frost.”

Mamma was working in the kitch­
en one day, and Little Brother asked 
her what she was making.”

“Hogshead cheese,” smiled mam­
ma . “Do you want some?”

“No,” replied Little Brother; “what 
I want is this safety pin taken out 
of my hip. It hurts me.”

All of us laughed fit to kill.

For the first time in his life little 
Vernon saw pumpernickel bread on 
the table.

“How much was that a loaf?” he

“Ten cents,” was father’s reply.
“Then they ought to call it pumper- 

dime bread,” giggled the adolescent

One afternoon 4-vear-old Waldo was 
sent to the grocery with a dollar bill 
to get an onion, and was warned to 
be careful of the change. Returning, 
he was asked by his mother, “I hope 
you did not lose the change?”

“No, indeed.” was his laughing re­
ply; "it is safe. I swallowed it.

------------ ■ ' ’ —!----------
r----------\\When Santa Claus
Catn and Took Possession of His 

Fie Ice Palace—by j. haddon taylor

The most wonderful, the most delight­
ful, the happiest and the best Christ­
mas we ever had eras when Santa Claus 
really came in person and stayed with 
us the whole of Christmas Day.

“The good old tutelary saint who pre­
sides over the festive season had < one 
to us before, as he has come since, but 
he stayed in the big stores all day rnd 
when he brought his nice gifts it was 
in the night while we were asleep, and 
he was always gone before it was time 
to get up. His visits invariably made 
us glad ; but we felt, we should Fke to 
see him and tell him how we liked him.

“The year he came was long, lor.g 
ago, when we were all very young. I 
was ten, George was seven, and Bessie 
was five. Bessie was the dearest Ft tie 
thing then you ever saw, with Irng 
curls and chubby face and cheeks like 
pink blossoms. We were not it all 
surprised that Santa Claus should have 
lifted her up in his arms and caressed 
her, nor did it seem astonishing that 
he should have said as mother was

quite natural he would know what 
mother was like then, because he .:mk! 
to come just the same when she w** 
little, although mother had told us vhe 
had never seen him.

“The vear he came, which we ta ltd 
Santa's year, we were still living oil 
the farm at St. Constant, but father s 
business in Montreal was growing l ig- 
ger and bigger, and he said wo would 
soon have to come into the city to l ve, 
except in the summer time. We might 
not lie on the farm another winter, and 
so we would have an ice palace a real 
palace with tower and battlements and 
gardens and terraces.

was wanted to make the realization of 
our happiness complete; but he shook 
his head sadly and regretted he could 
not help us in that.

Within a day or two of Christmas 
though, he went to t he ci tv. and xvhen 
he returned there was hnghtness in 
his eye as lie informed us with what 
«eemed to l>e suppressed excitement, 
tlrat he thought Santa Clans would 
really conic this Lliristmas and take 
possession of the pa-lace. As he said 
this he looked at mother with his eves 
sparkling, but she became» grave and 
serions, for she did not like us children 
to have our expectations raised to a 
high pitch only to meet with disan- 
poiiiUuent afterwards, and she -lid 
not see how it was possible Santa 
Claus would really ome in the dav- 
light bringing his parcels. We bebe’v 
ed, however, that what Louis said 
xvould come true.

“Christmas morning dawned, and as 
usual xve xvere early astir, and very 
anxiously xve peered* through the frosty

—--------- ---------- . pajies looking for . the good saint
when she was a little girl, for it was struggling umler the weight of hi*

load, but lie xvas nowhere in sight.
AH around xvere scattered precious 
things that are dear to the eyes of 

j childhood. They xx-erc just as nice os 
we could have xvished, but with it all 
xx-e felt that the good saint xvho 
brought them might hax'o stopped so 
that he could have learned that the 
palace xxhich he must have seen xvn-s 
his very own, even if he did think it 
too cold to lix-e in.

“Louis came over after breakfast, and 
we told him that Santa Claus had b.en 
here, but was in such a hurry he 
couldn't s-top. But Iziuia xvould not 
believe that it was really him. He had

IJnele Tom had then been gone ten j only sent his message boy jn the night 
years and we had oe*sed to grieve and would come himself later, 
about him, for mother said he must “‘Ivook there,’ aaid Louie; and he 
have been dead long ago or we should pointed down the road; and. sure 
have heard from him or from the ship. ‘*nough. there met our eye* the string 
We children had not known uncle Sam est sight we had ever seen. Dashing 
personally, for he left on the whaler full career was a thing like
the year I was born, but we knew of 
him just as if we had grown up with 
him bv hearing father and mother talk 
about him, and his wonderful exploits 
and hairbreadth escapes on the water. 
Ever since I remember father and 
mother used to talk about uncle Tom, 
and they would grow very sad as the 
years passed over and he never came 
back. Once mother said, “Surely he 
must be drowned in the ice on the 
Greenland or perhaps the Norwegian 
coast."' And so wc gradually came to 
the conclusion that poor uncle must have 
perished—that he and all the others who 
■went, down the St. Lawrence one fair 
summer day on a whaling expedition to 
the Greenland seas in the good ship 
Bon secours must be lost.

“Well, so many years had gone by 
without tidings or message from uncle 
Tom that we had ceased to mourn for 
him, and had accepted his loss as part 
of the appointed order of things, hut

boat drawn hv four reindeer, with 
an old nmn xxitli a long white beard 
wearing robes of scarlet lined with er­
mine seated in the centre. He"stopped 
right in front of the palace and limped 
out of the boat—Tor it was a real boat, 
broad in the middle ami pointed at 
the ends, just like the boats they go 
xxdialc-fishing in xvhen they leax'e the 
ship in the cold seas, only smaller. ,:nd 
it xvas fixed o.u a sled. When he got | 
out of the extraordinary vehicie wc j 
saw that lie lnd a xvooden leg. liu" i
such a kind, jolly old man. and how j 
lie laughed as he took Bessie up in 
his arms and kissed her, and then 
opened the Ikix that xvas in the -tern 
of the boat and handed out the finest 
lot of furs that was ever seen.

The daintiest of them all was the 
set. he gax-e to Bessie. He took out of 
a basket a pair of lovely white lab- 
bits which he gave to me, and there 
was something gond for (jeorge. too, 
who xvas the shyrst of he three.

being the eldest, I knew that there j While Santa was handing out the other 
was an aching void in mother's heart j nice treasures father and mother come 
which coeld never be filled, for she had j rushing down, wondering what nil the 
said to me that until she married father ! commotion meant. Then came the 
her brother Tom had been all the world | most touching part of the scene, 
to her. There was nothing to damp the Mother, xvhen she heard his voice, look- 
joy or ardor of us young folks at all j ed at him hard, and then she gave a 
events, a* we sa wour ice palace grow j scream of jov and threw herse'f in bi, 
up under our hands all ready for Christ- arm*. Father, too. soon became great- 
mas day. And such a gorgeous palace it ! ly affe. ted. We wondered rather why 
was! White walls and pillars like pnre j all this should lie. hut when they lie 
marble We could never have done it all j «me more composed they looked at 
ourselves—well not like tnat anvway— j us and said they would talk together 
but it happened that Louis Perrault, ! hiter. We took the old man to his 
who had become an architect, was on the ' P«l«ee, which he sotnehoxr seemed to 
farm that winter—the Perrault farm ' know all about, and we began to ask 
was next to ours—and he designed it j to tell us if in the country he
for u., and told us how to build it. <*»"ie trpm were there such me- thing».

Louis was just recovering from tv- “»*•«« dfl toqutieimder
phoid fever, and in tW dav. there . « ‘h<\ ■"‘..".-d .f everybody
«ere no eonv.lereent home,. ,o be h'"‘ '**'■ ,
rime to pick op .trength on the firm. ! “H'q T, * , ,v ... * , , , . and after thinking a minute, replied:nnd « he kad nothin* «1. t. do he .v,rvbodv-e?,'v those who break
took a great inter,* and d. light m , (h. R. .;
helping ue. So il earn, that », had a .. * „h, r,^lell , ,m sur.
palace of rare beauty, with nrehe. nnd j WW|M nol £.,k the ln«,-nnd vou 
dome, and decorative feature. w,th I - k •
room, nnd everything .« real ». a, ‘Well, vou «ee. I did nol break them 
pal.ee could be. There «.8 ju«t one | int ,;h.. tll„ ,IM „„k,
thing «anting to fill our cup of joy to j ,„v h, „|d,d. ,,th n aigh.
the brim a. rrr retired more and more .Tll,„ lir h. , ,.n„| King,- Mjd
the «plandor of our palace. It «as far j B,„jo „r h, would not punish people 
too grand, we considered for anybody , lik, tk„ wh,n they do not meon to do 
but Santa ‘Claus, and oh how ardently • wrong.*
we wished we had a real Santa Claus 1 •• Well, he js rather a hard King, but
to take possesion of it ! If he would i people should be careful not to break his 
only come himself this year, bringing ! laxx-s.’
his gifts, of course, wouldn't we feel i -‘Santa CSeus remained with U* *11 
that, we had done something for Santa j the day, and such a day it was. No- 
as we too him over the palace and , body could imagine the time we had. 
told him that it was his. j and* it would be imposeibie to describe

“We told Lpuis Perrault jxu* what #ur happiness. Still we wondered why
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toother seemed so singularly joyous 
and happy.

In the exening it was all explained. 
Santa Ciaus xvas I'nclc Tom, xvho had 
oome home. He had been savede in a 
most miraculous way when the ship 
waa lost, and had l«een living for years 
with the people on the Arctic coast. 
The terrible sufferings he had under­
gone had turned his hair and beard 
white. At last a xessel came, and he 
was able to get away. He went a long 
voyage with that ship, vtiitiuo strauve 
ports in the Far East, and Ttad inst 
reaheed Montreal a few days before 
when he met I>ôuis Perrault, who had 
told him about "the palace*. He had 
brought the reindeer and the boa* with

him, so he planned the surprise just 
as described, but bound Louis over to

“Just before bedtime on that Christ­
mas night Bessie asked him the rame 
of the King of the country in which 
he had lived.

“‘His name in our language is King 
Frost., mv dear.' xvas the reply, ‘and he 
said, with an air of sadness: *1 don't 
tJiink I will return to his country any 
more, now that you have got a palace 
for me here.* ”

Wigg—Miss Caustique says she is very 
fond of young Saphedde. Wagg AVhy, 
I thought she was a man-hater. Wigg---- 
So she is. I suppose that’s why she 
likes Saphedde.


