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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
~the big box that they get for 10c.

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

THE F. F. DALLEY CO. LIMITED, Hamilton, Ont.
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Wilfred J., a little 'boy, was asked
if he loved to have his papa or his
mamma better.

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

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

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

Meeting 5-year-old - Archibald, a
friend of the family exclaimed, “What
a big boy you are getting—almost big
enough for papa’s trousers.”
“Shucks,” retorted the juvenile;
“you forget that at our house mamma
wears the trousers.”
_ A small boy of 5 was seen playing
in the dirt, and a gentleman paused
and inquired, “Well; my little man,
are you making mud pies?”

“No,” answered the tot, molding
another wad of wet sand in the shape
of a cookie, “I’'m brushing flies off my

BY FRED SCHAEFER.

grandmother’s face with a curry-
comb.”

Aunt Matilda was visiting us ll;t i

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 yon 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
asked.

“Ten cents,” was father's reply.

“Then they ought to call it pumper-
dime bread,” giggled the adolescent
wag.

One afternoon 4-vear-old Waldo was
sent to the grocery with a dollar bili
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 laughin,
ply; “it is safe. 1 swallowed it.’
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Came

When Santa Claus

and Took Possession of His
Ice Palace--y J. HaDDON TAYLOR
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The most wonderful, the most delight-
ful, the happiest and the best Christ-
mas we ever had was 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 cone
1 to us before, as he has come since, but
he stayed in the big stores all day ond
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 i'ke to
see him and tell him how we liked kim.

“The year he came was long, long
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Here she lay, terrified and suffering { =
for many hours, till Dame Nature at
last took pity on her and came to her
help. i

A touch of the magic wand soon dis |

pelled the pain. but alas!
her wounded pride

“Only an ugly
always be only an ugly caterpil
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 be told her destiny. So she re- |
lated the story of the enchantment, and |
promised her that if she would be pa- |
tient.and, 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.
“Wait and T will tell you Go back
now to your maple tree and rest and re-
fresh yourself, for you'll soon need all
your strength.”
It was a humblle 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 day for
the coming of her deliverer.
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ago, when we were all very young. 1
was ten, George was seven, and Ressie
was five. Bessie was the dearest I°ttle
thing then you ever saw, with Icng
curls and chubby face and cheeks like
pink blossoms. We were mnot at 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
when she was a little girl, for it was
quite natural he would know what
mother was like then, because he sced
to come just the rame when she was

little, although mother had told us she
had never seén him. ) y

“The vear he came, which we ca'led
Santa's vear, we were still living on
the farm at St. Constant, but father's
business in Montreal was growing Lig-
ger and bigger, and he said we would
soon have to come into the city to l've,
except in the summer time We might
not be on the farm another winter, and
8o we would have an ice palace—a real
palace with tower and battlements and
| gardens and terraces.

“Uncle Tom had then been gone ten
years and we had oceased to grieve
about him, for mother said he must
have been dead long ago or we should
have heard from him or from the ship.
We children had not known uncle Sam
personally, for he left on the whaler
the yvear I was born, but we knew of
him just as if we had grown up with
him fz)' hearing father and mother talk
and hairbreadth escapes on the water.
Ever since I remember father and
mother used to talk about wuncle Tom,
and they would grow very sad as the
A over and he never came
back. Once mother “Surely he
must be drowned in  the ice on the
Greenland or perhaps the Norwegian
coast.”” And so we 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
Bonsecours 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, but
being the eldest, I knew that there
was an aching void in mother’s heart
which could never be filled, for she had
said to me that until she married father
her brother Tom had been all the world
to her. There was nothing to damp the
joy or ardor of us young folks at all
events, as we sa wour ice palace grow
up under our hands all ready for Chri
mas day. And such a gorgeous palace it
was! White walls and pillars like pure
marble. We could never have done it all
ourselves—well not like tnat anyway—
but it happened that Louis Perrault,
who had become an architect, was on the
farm that winter—the
was next to ours—and he designed it
for us, and told us how to build it.

Louis was just recovering from
phoid fever, and in those days
were mno convalescent homes,
came
and as he had nothing else to do
took a great interest amd delight
helping us.
palace of rare beauty, with arches and
domes and decorative features, with
rooms and everything as real as a
palace could be. There was just one

thin,
the ﬁrim as we realized more and more
the splendor of our palace. It was far
too grand, we considered for anybody
but Saunta ‘Claus, and oh how ardently
we wished we had a real Santa Claus
to take possesion of it! If he would
only come himself this year, bringing
his gifts, of course, wouldn't we feel
that we had done something for Santa
we too him over the palace and

vears passed
said,

ty-
there
so  he

he
in

about him, and his wonderful ‘-xplnnu’

Perrault farm |

to pick up strength on the farm, |

So it came that we had a |

wanting to fill our cup of joy to

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 the city, and when
he returned there was brightness in
his eye as he informed us with what
secemed 1o be suppressed excitement.
that he thought Santa Claus would
really come this Christmas and take
possession of the palace. 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 piteh only to meet with disan
pointment  afterwards, and she id
not how it was possible Santa
Claus  would really eome in the day-

see

light bri 15 his parcels. We beliey
el, however, that what Louis said
would come true,

. .

usual we were early astir, and very
anxiously we peered through the lrusl:\'
the good
the weight of his
nowhere in sight.
scattered precious
are dear to the eves of
I'hey were just as npice as
could have wished, but with it all
felt that the good saint who
brought  them might have stopped so
that  he could have learned that the
palace which he must have seen was
his very own, even if he did think it
too cold to live in.

“Lonis came over after breakfast, and
we told him that Santa Claus had been

panes  looking
struggling

{

| load, but

| Al around
| things  that
| ehildhood

| we

for
under
he

.
' “Christmas morning dawned, and as
! s2int
|

was
ware

we

ihere, but was in such a hurry he
| couldn't stop. But Louis would not
I believe that it was really him. He hadi

only sent his message boy in the night

and would come himself later.
“‘Look there, said Louis; and he
pointed down the road; and, sure

enough, there met our eyes the strang-
Ion sight had ever seen. Dashing
along in full career was a thing

a boat drawn by four

we
like
reindeer, with

jan old man with a long white beard |

robes of scarlet lined with er-
mine seated in the centre. He stopped

right in front of the palace and limped

| wearing
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out of the boat—for it was a real boat,
broad in the middle and pointed at
the ends, just like the boats they go
whale-fishing in when they leave the
ship in the cold seas, only smaller, and |
it was fixed on a s When he got
out of the extraordinary vehicie we
saw that he had a wooden leg. Ba
such a Kind, jolly old man, and how
be laughed as he took Bessie up in
his arms and kissed her, and then |
opened the box that was in the stern
of the boat and handed out the finest
lot of furs that was ever seen,

The daintiest of them all was the
set he gave to Bessie. He took out of
| a basket a pair of lovely whaie 1ab
| bits, which he gave to me, anl there
was =omething good for George, too,
who was the shyest of he three,
{ While Santa was handing out the other
i nice treasures father and mother come

ir||~|nng down, wondering what all the
commotion meant. Then ecams 1
most  touching part of the

Mother, when she heard his voice, |
ed at
cream of joy i threw herse'f in bis
Father, too, soon becanie great-

i
i

| arms,
'y affected. We wondered rather why
all this should be, but when they be

came more composed they looked at
us and said they would talk together

| later. We took the old man to his

palace, which he somehow seemed to

know ali about, and we began to ask
| him to tell us if in the eountry he
| came from were there such nies things.
§ ie didn’t seem to quite under-
| stand. so she inquired if everybudy

there had wooden legs.
“He scem¢d amused at the question,
and after thinking a minute, replicd:

{ “Not everybody —on'y those who break
i the King's laws.’
“‘Oh, she replied, ‘but I am sure

iynu would not break the laws—and you
‘ have a wooden leg.’
l ““Well, you see, | did not break them
| intentionaily, but that did mnot make
| any difference,” he added, with a sigh.
© ““Then he must b> a cruel King,' said
{ Bessie, ‘or he would not punish people
| like that when they do not mean to do
. wrong." %
i “*Well, he is rather a hard King. but
| people should be careful not to break his
!aws.’ 3

“Santa Ciaus rémained with us ail
the d: No-

him hard, and then she gave a|
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him, so he planned the surprise just
as described, but bound Louis over to
secrecy. ‘

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

““His name in our language is King
Frost, my dear, was the reply, ‘and he
said, with an air of sadness: ‘I don't

imother seemed so singularly joyous
and happy.

- s

In the evening it was all explained.
Santa Cians was Uncle Tom, who had
come home. He had been saved in a
most miraculous way when the ship
was lost, and had leen living for years
with the people: on the Arctic coast.

The terrible sufferings he had under- p " ; 5
3 . : ; think T will return to his country any
e e fored Wi 12 b | . e s 7ou have ot 5 Pl

for me here.”’
——————— .
Wigg—>Miss Caustique says she is very
fond of young Saphedde. Wagg -Why,
I thought she was a man-hatér. Wigg-—
So.she is. 1 suppose that's why she |
likes Saphedde. -

was able to get away. He went a long
vovage with that ship, visiting strange
ports in the Far East, and had iust
teahced Montreal a few days before




