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When the year is growing sober,
When September nears Ootober,
Tiil the summer sunshine lingers,
Treasured up by unseen fingers :
1n cheerful ‘sprays of' golden-rod.

When October leaves September,
Pressiog ‘onward toward November,
When - the chilling Dblasts grow
stronger,
Summer olings a little longer
To yellow &prays of golden-rod.

As November days grow duller
Golden-rod then changes color;
Suits itself to time and season
With a tact akin to reason,

And flings a faded banner out.

Then flaunts it as the winds grow
colder, ;
And gracefully grows old and older,
Though the storms are overbearing,
And the wintry chill unsparing,
Without a sign of fear or doubt.
|
So may age touch us with lightness,
- Though youth's gold must turn to
g whiteness,
If we early, with persistence,
Prize the good things of existence,
And turn our faces toward the
sun.

>~_K— of what there is that's lelt us,
When sands sinking have hereft us,
Gather what we may of sweetness

“Till our days have reached complete-

ness,
And our hands shall fold o'er work

well done.
Charlotte Le Baromn.
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A GOOD DOG
WHICH SAVES LIVES
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Rags is a four-year-old dog, un-
~-keémpt and ill-looking, but a heroic
heart beats in hid shaggy breast.
-Régs has saved more than forty
lives. His field of service is the
Klondike, where he and his master
have wintered for several years. The
Philadelphia North American tells of
two of the dog's exploits.
In the winter of 1901 a number
of men belonging to the Pittsburg
mining company were prospecting in
Alaska. They lived in a little wood-
en hut, from which they went out
in pairg to explore. They were away
beyond any sign of civilization, and
the weather was so severe that they
endured a @ood deal of suffering.
One day two of the men, out on an
expedition, were caught in a sudden
and terrific storm. They started
back for camp, but the trail was
rapidly covered by the drifting snow.
On and on the men plodded, each
falling now und again, only to be

roused from the death-dealing sleep.

and hustled on by his companion.
At last both sank, and the snow
drifted over them.

The men at the camp, alarmed by
the non-appearance of their com-
rades, &tarted out to rescue them.
Rags went along, too. Straight as
an arrow he followed the trail, and
before long a sharp yell told the
party that their friends had been
found. The two men were complete-
ly .buried in the snow, and help had
not come one moment too soon.
This was Rag's first exploit.

At another time he went out as
the leader of sixteen dogs which were
dragging a rescue team to relieve
a party of snow-bound miners. As
the team was plodding steadily along,
Rags suddenly gave a cry, broke
from the traces, and bounded away.
Thinking he might have found the
trail, the party followed, and by the
time they had reached him, Rags had
dug away enough snow to allow an
entombed miner to crawl out.

Rags has saved forty-six lives and
made ‘several record-breaking rescue
trips. His badge of honor is a gold
collar on which is inscribed a list
of his deeds—Our Dumb Apimals
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| TEMPLE OF THE FAIRIES §
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Continued from Last Week.

The Baron looked up and beheld
in the midst of the bright light the
figure of the Fairy Lenina. Her
form was most exquisitely gracetul,
and her face though masked with
strong expressions of anger was iull
of deauty; the robe she wore was
of a dazzling whiteness, and seem-
ed like the flimsy web of a thousand
spiders studded with spangles of
morning dew: around her head was
a wreath of roses and myrtle, and in
her right hand she held a delicate
silver wand.

The Baron summoned courage to
answer the fairy: “Most powerful
genius,” said he, bowing his head re-
spectfully as he spoke, “chance and
not design has made us intruders on
your privacy; pardon therefore we
beseech you our transgression and
by your powerful will restore us to
liberty and life.” *“Oh save us or we
are lost,” cried the Baroness. “On
one condition only can that be done,”
replied the Fairy. “Name it, oh,
name it,” exclaimed the Baroness
eagerly, “to preserve our lives no
sacrifice will be too great.” “Prom-
ise then,” weturned Fairy Benina,
“to give us your first offspring.”
“lI do, I -do promise,” replied the
lady. The Fairy’s beautified fea-
tures brightened into a bewitching
smile; she waved her silver wand,
and in an instant the roof of the
cavern was restored as it had been,
and the waters subdided into their ori-
ginal channel, and milhons of fire
flys scattered about among the
spars gave the effect of a splendid
illumination.

“Retire,” said the Fairy in asweet
voice, “retire as you came; be grate-
ful for your deliverance, and remem-
ber your promise.”

The Baron sighed deeply and bow-
ed Th silence, and taking the
Baroness in his arms, he retraced
the way %o the entrance of the
cavern, here they sat dowan and rest-
ed Yor a short time and then re-
turned to the castle.

The Baron was too fond of his
wife to reproach her with what he
considered her rash promise; but it
made a deep impression on his mind.
The Baroness, however, was nol un-
easy, as she had often heard of the
kind assistance which the Knights of
the Round Table received from the
fairies in King Arthur’s days, and
therefore trusted that when the per-
formance of her promise should be
demanded, she would be able to ap-
pease the ¥airy Benina by sapplica-
tions and entreaties. Some time
after this the Baron and Baroness
were Eiven two children—a boy and
a girl—and they were both as beau-
tiful as They could be. The gloomy
thoughts which had filled the-Baron's
mind were forgotten amidst the con-
gratulations of his friends and his
vassals. The Baroness also forgot
her promise to the Fairy and she
thought of nothing else but her beau-
tiful babies. But one morning when
she awoke, she turned to admire
them as wusual, and the cradle was
empty—both chi'dren were gone. She
rang her bell hastily and when her
attendants came she wildly demanded
her children. They could give her
no information, they had waited in
the anti-chamber waile she slept, as
they feared to disturb her, and they
were certain no one had entered her
room.

The poot mother wept bitterly as
she had every reason to believe she
had thus been compelled to fulfil her
promise to Fairy Benina. The rich
clothes the children had worn were
left, and as she turned them
over and over, almost unconsciously,
her attention was attracted by a
piece of white satin tied up with -a
gold cord. The Baroness eagerly un-
folded it, and read the following
lines, richly embroidered :

Seek not thy infants; time, matured,
will shew

The fate which now thou art deny’d
to know,

But only this; a
nign

Protects them with a gare not less
than thine. .

fairy power be-

She .was convinced that for the
present at 4deast, all search would
be fruitless.

Words cannot tell-the sorrow that

both the Baron and ‘Beroness felt,-

though both bore théir grief quiet-
ly, as each felt they would increase
-the other’s pain if they shouid give
vent to their feelings.

Before many weeks had passed they
had fresh cause for anxiety and sor-
row. Baron de Granville was sud-
.denly called from home to attend
and assist the King in quelling those
disturbances by which the reign of
William the Conqueror was so often
troubled. Ties of honor in those
days, were looked upon as more bind-

-ing than amy other, and the Baron

though mnot without deep regret,
left the castle attended by his re-
tainers.

The Baroness became more and
more low spirited. She sunned so-
<ciety and spent a great part of her
time wandering through the wild
scenery that surrounded the castle,
frequently tempted to try and search
again for the fairy grotto, but she
was withheld by the fear that should
she %ind it she might bring some
penalty upon her children. In this
state of uncertainty nearly five years
passed away, during which the Baron
was almost always on the battle
ficld. The Baroness now daily ex-
pected his Yeturn and spent many
hours on the battlements of the
castle watching for his arrival.

One evening she was on the top
©of the postern tower, when she heard
the sound of a harp being beautiful-
ly played, and leaning over the para-
pet she saw an old minstrel, sur-
rounded by a group of the servants,
he sand a beautiful ballad in 2 sweet
but deep voice.

The Baroness ‘was mach pleased,
not only with the ballad but by the
old man’s manner, and she gave orders
to invite him into the ocastle. After
he had been given some refresh-
ments he was brought to the room
where the Baroness was. The min-
strel played and sang for some time,
and then told her some beautiful
stories, but finding that nothing he
could. do to try and amuse her,
caused her to lose her sad expres-
sion, he put aside his harp and said
in a humble and respectful tone,
“Honored ‘lady, 1 perceive that you
have some deep sorrow. If it be not
of a private nature, suffer me to
know it, and in the absence of my
lord the Baron, perhaps in the coun-
sel which my age and experience
furnish, a remedy may be found.”
“Good man,” repiied the Barone
“There is no remedy for my sorrow ;
you cannot restore my two lovely
children who were taken from me.”
The minstrel begged her to tell him
all the circumstances of her loss,
which the Baroness did with many
tears. “It is now five years,” she
concluded, *“and though .the uncer-
tain of their fate preys on my mind
I dare not make any attempt to
find them.”

“Be comforted, noble lady,” replied
the old man, “the Fairy Benina is
the friend of mankind and your sub-
mission will be well rewarded, I
will answer for it. However, allow
me to s8ay no idea of personal risk
should ever lead us to promise that
which it would be wrong for us to
perform, but your sufferings are yet
light compared with those of a
queen @nl princess who tried to
evade fulfilling a promise they had
made.”

“Oh tell me of them,” said the
Baroness, and the minstrel began.the
story of *“The Yellow Dwarf,” and
that is the story that the old min-
strel is ‘going to tell The Planet
Juniors next weeok. »

LOCAL BRIEFS,

Willia Auvache’s Jetter was much
enjoyed last week. Will some of the
other Juniors write for us?

School Section No. 2 1-2 Harwich
and Raleigh are preparing to hold a
school fair. Which school will be
next ?
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The chances of suceess ars enhane-,

od by a smooth tongue.

ofefecfocforfocfoofocdrfosfocfordochrlafocecffoafocdrefoaochocdcfede

FAMOUS BOYS
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A woman fell off the dock in Italy.
She was fat and frightened. No one
of the crowd of men dared to jump
in after her; but a boy struck the
water -almost as soon as she, and
managed to keep her up until strong-
er arms got hold of her. Everybody
said the boy was very daring, very
kind, very quick, but also very reck-
less, for he might have been drown-
ed. The boy was Garibaldi, and if
you will read his life you will find
these were just his traits all through
—that he was so alert that nobody
could tell when he would make an
attack with his red-shirted soldiers;
80 indiscreet sometimes as to make
his Tellow-patriots wish he was in
Guinea, but also so brave and mag-
nanimous that all the world, except
tyrants, loved to hear and talk about
him.

A boy used to crush the flowers to
get their color, and painted the white
side of his father’s cottage in Tyrol
with all sorts of pictures, which the
mountaineer gazed at as wonderful.
He “was the great artist, Titian.

An old painter watched a little
fellow who amused  himself making
drawings of his pot and brushes, easel
and stool, and said: “That boy will
beat me some day.” So he did, for
he was Michael Angelo.

A German boy was reading a blood-
and-thunder novel. Right in the
midst ot it he said to himself: “Now,
this will never do. I get too much
excited over it; I can’t study so well
after it. So here goes!” and he flang
the book out into the river. He was
¥ichte, the great German philosoph-
2T S G T E t i
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AUTHENTIC FACTS
ABOUT SEA-SERPENTS
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Along the scaside many jokes are
cracked about sea serpents. On ‘the
whole, most people think that the
serpents exist only in the imagina-
tion of people just for their enter-
tainment. It is a surprise to them
when you tell them that seientific
men with a knowledge of the sub-
ject say that the sea serpent is not a
myth, but a living truth. Dr. Burt
G. Wilder, a former worker with
the famous Agassiz, and now the well
known zoologist at Cornell uni-
versity, says that not only do sea
serpents inhabit the ocean, but that
the Cornell museum exhibits one of
the only two that have ever been
captured. The other one is at Har-
vard, and cach one is valued at some-
thing like $1,500. Both of them were
captured in the deep waters of the
Indian ocean. Dr. Wilder exhibited
Cornell’s specimen last spring at a
meeting of zoologists at Philadel-
phia.

The reptile is a relative of the
shark, and for a name the scientists
have dubbed it chlamydoselachus an-
guineus, which translated into plain
English means a shark-like snake.
It is not very long, covering a few
inches over six feet, but the snake-
like appearence is at once strik.ng.
The head is long and flat on top,
and the neck is scarcely noticeable,
onlarging slightly into what might
be called the body. The body then
tapers into a sharp, finny tail. The
structure of the whole body is built
on a plan to resist enormous water
pressure, as Dr. Wilder points out.
He says that it is a true sea serpent
and that without the slightest doubt
it has relatives of far greater dimen-
sions.—Chicago Chronicle.
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The “Woman's Home Companion”
for Octobor is now on sale. F[esides
the osual pages of fietion, thcre are
sevcr.l which are given up to amuse-
ments for winter evenings. Thers
ary good arti Ies on faney work that
will be gparticularly acceptable to
ladies at this season. These ar: only
2 few of the good things which it
contains. Th» price is only 10 cents;
for sale by all book-sellers and news
agents . '
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THE CHALLENGER
HAD ADVANTAGE
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It was in the commercial room, and
the conversation had turned on the
topic of the powers of endurance
shown by men of the past and pres,
ent. During a lull in the conversa«
a young commercial said:

“Any man, if he has the will power,
can endure pain or fatigue; I know F
can.” ,

Silence for a moment, and an “old
man of the road” replied:

“I'll bet. you a dinner you can’t
hold your foot—boots on—in a bucket
of hot water as long as I can!”

The bet was taken, and two buck-
ets of hot water were brought in, and
a kettle of bwoiling water to raise
the temperature .to the point of ens
durance. In wént a foot of each-bet- .
ter.- The young one's :face began to -
pale jbut the other called for -more”
boiling “water. ’

“What the deuce is your leg made
of, sir ?” yelled the former, suddenly
taking his foot from the bucket.

“Cork, sir—cork!” was the cool an-
swer, and the other gentleman felt
that he had indeed lost. {
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MAKES A MAN
VERY NERVOUS
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It makes a fellow nervous to sit
woman rigged up in a
modern style nowadayg, said a man
on the car. !

Why ¢ .

Well, because she has such a half«
put-together, 1nsecurely fastened,
look in these openwork things shey
wears, hooked together with gaping
little buttons and [limsy loops. You,
can’t make out for sure whether she
has forgotten something or whether
she is coming apart, and it makes
you feel embarrassed to sit around
in the vicinity. Now, see that wo-
man ahead. .

The woman in guestion was very
beautifyl and very exquisitely gown-
ed in open-work linen, the bodice of
which was emproidered and batton-
holed and drawn snagly together in
the bick with- little loops and batg
tons that ‘wouldn't stay looped, so.
that between the openwork and the
refractory spartons that wouldn’t
stay "huttoned the effect was terri-
bly uncertain and insecure, causing
the aforementioned nervous gentle-
man to shift auneasily in his seat and
wonder seriously if he ought not
to offer her his coat to get home in,

It would have been real gallant,
but quite unappreciated, in all likeli-
hood, so he refrained.

More courageous was a man on a
train the other day, who sat for a
long time, thinking hard, after a
casual glancge at the pretty young wo-
man in the seat ahead. Finally he
removed his hat, bent forward- and
said something that caused her to
blush to the roots of her hair. Then
he sat back and gazed steadfastly and
persistently out of the window, while
the secarlet young woman also sats
still staring straight ahead. \

Presently, however, her hands stole

vcc and aroand to the back of her

frock, which was unhooked from the
neck down as far as the eye could
see, and of which fact the gentleman
had apprised bher. Bat she was so
nervous and wrought up over the sit~
unation that she couldn’'t get +the
hooks together somehow, and after
repeated efforts she gave it up E:#
sat perfectly still again staring
straight ahead.

Then the gentleman—for he was a
gentleman—took off his hat. bent
forward and apoke to her again, and
she answered, “without turning,
around, and in a second he was deft-
ly hooking her frock, with an ease
which proclaimed him the spouse of
some fortunate woman,

After that be sat back once more
and continued to gaze out of the win=~
dow uantil the train stopped, when he
rose and left the oar by the front. So
neither of them even saw the other'y
face, though neither would be likely
to forget the meeting.

Predicaments like this are likely to
happen r'ght along with these but~
ton-up- the-back bodices. As one
doesn’t always fall into the hands of
a man and a gentleman like the one
above described, it would be a good
idea to have the blouse sewed tight.
down the back hy some careful hand(
hefore venturing forth into ths pubs;
lic gaze, ) ¢
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THE STOLEN SKATE

Strange Visions of a Ummov&mn:w Laittle
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: School Girl
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I Written by Evelyn McNaughton, S. S. No. 9, Harwich, and
4 Awarded a Prize by the Minister of Education

i in The Planet Junior Essay

e Competition
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The morning of the 20th of De-
cember, 1902, broke beautiful, clear
and bright. The golden rays of the
rising sun shome on the pure white
frosty snow so that it resembled a

. sea of_ tiny glittering sparkling stars.

The trees #nd slirubbery were dress-
ed in robes of the clearest white and
were adorned Wwith the most appro-
priate apparel for this the grandest
day of all the year.

On the outskirts of a neighboring
wood stood an old log school house
from a single chimney in the mid-
dle of its snow-covered roof wreaths
of blue smoke curled their way up
above the tree tops. Along the edges
of the roof hung a grand array of
monster spear like icicles glittering
purple, red and golden in the yellow
rays of ‘the smiling sun. This was
the school that Mildred Young went
to.

Mildred was a good little girl when
everything pleased her, ‘but she often
sulked and pouted when the teach-
er did not let her do as she wished.

So this beautiful gheerful day had
no charms for Mildred because her
teacher would not permit her to go
out and skate. Mildred- pouted and
sulked and would not answer when
her teacher spoke to her. She went
to her seat and sobbed and sobbed,
until she could sob no longer. Then
she went to the window and looked
out.

The bright day cheered her a little.
She looked across the fields towards
the creek and there she saw several
of her Pplaymates disporting them-
selves in what appeared to her to be
a most joytul manner, on the ice of
the creek. They had cleared the
snow off of a smooth sheet of ice,
and were skating and sliding. Mil-
dred thought that her teacher was

§ bbb dobbbdobtdod e gobde b b o

long flowing hair, and a crown,
decked with glittering jewels upon
her head. She came nearer and stop-
ped. Mildred cried out “Save me, O
save me!” *“I would like to help
you,” 'said the vision, “but I can
take none but good little girls who
obey their teaehers, and with asad
sad look ‘the spirit urged her “horses
onward, and soon all had disappeared.

She continued to call for help, and
at Tast she saw a black chariot
drawn by two horrid fiery dragons.

In the chariot stood a black crea-

ture, which somewhat resembled a
man, but he had horns on his head,
and he breathed fire from his nos-
trils; altogether he was indescrib-
ably horrible. Mildred shuddered
when she saw him, and ceased ery-
ing for help. He drew near, how-
ever, and said, “Come, get in the
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CaNAUA—OUR COUNIRY %

This is the subject for the new
PLANET JUNIOR kssay Compet:-
tion which closes December 15th

All of the Juniors in the County,
Students in any Fublic or Separate
School, are invited to take part in
this competition, and send their
essays to us.

Address all essays to ‘‘Editor
PLANET JUNIOR,” enclosing™ the
name of the writer and his or her
addre-s,

A snitable prize will be presented
to the Junior who writes the best
essay. ks:ays should reach this
office early. ‘DO LT NOW !
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very unjust to keep her in at recessg .chariot, girl, and I will take you to

just because she had been talking
a little in the morning. She watgh-
ed and watched the happy ones On
the ice till she could resist the temp-
tation no longer.

She braced herself up and in a
haughty and determined manner said
to herself, “I will go!” She watched
till she saw Yer teacher go in the
woodshed after a stick of wood.
Noiselessly she glided out, snatching
her coat and cap on the way, then
darting into the cloak room she got
her skates and was soon hurrying
across the snow to join her merry
playmates.

She goon arrived at the ice, and
her little friends were glad to see
her join them. Her skates were soon
fastened and strapped on, and she
began to skate and enjoy herself with
the ‘others. o

They played ‘“pull-a-way,” “prison-
ers goal” and “tag,” darting to and
fro like so many Mayflies over the
placid surface of a June pool. After
tiring of these games they all be-
gan to look for new fun, apnd it was
not long until they discovered a
strip of “India rubber ice”™ as they
called it. The ice would give or bend
down when any one skated over it.
All took turns in skating over it
and it became weaker and weaker.
Still each would dare the other to
oross it. At last none but Jean Neil-
son and Mildred Young would risk
it. One after the other they skated
over it, until Jean’s foot went
through. In spite of repeated warn-
ings from the others Mildred was
not to be outdone. She said that
she would try it this time for the
last, and it was the last. When she
had gone only about half way across
the strip the ice gave way, and with
a splash and one loud shriek, Mil-
dred disappeared beneath the surface
of the dark icy water of the creek.

Down, ®@wn she went, struggling
frantically. She touched the bot-
tom. She made a spring upward, but
she did not come up where she broke
through, and so her head struck
against the ice. Down she went
again to the bottom. She had open-
ed her mouth to breathe, but instead
of air, water rushed iu:tc fier lungs.
Her mind became confused. She saw
something coming towards her. Near-
er and nearer it came.

It was a golden chariot drawn by
four white horses. In it was a beau-
tiful lady- dressed in white. She had

a place where there are thousands
of other disobedient girls just like
yourself.” “0O, no!” she cried, “but
you must,” said he. *“O, teacher, for-
give me, and I shall never disobey
you again,” coried Mildred.

She had hardly said these words
when she opened her eyes, and saw

her own teacher %eaning over her.
Mildred was lying in her own school’

house. She had been rescued from
the water, and carried to the school
house. She was overjoyed to find
that she had been saved. She soon
became well, and was ever after care-
ful to obey her teacher.
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A LITTLE BOY'S POCKET. '
Do yoa know whal's in my pottet®
Sach a lot of treasures in it!
Listen now while I bedin it;
Such a fot of sings it hclds, (
And all there is yoeu sall be told ;
Every sin that's in my potiet, Mo
And when, and where, and how T dot

it.

First of all, here’s in my pottet .
A beauty shell—I picked it up; .
And here’s the handle of a tap
That somebody has broke at tea;
The shell’s a hole in it, you see;
Nobody knows dat I have dot it,

I keep it safe here in my pottet.

And here’s my ball, too, in my patter,
And here’s my pennies, one, two, fref
That Aunt Mary gave to me;
To-merrow day I'll buy a spade,
When I'm out walking with they
maid ;

I can’t put dat here in my pottet,
Bat I can use it when T've dot it.

Here’s some more sins in my- pottet
Here's my lead, and here’s my string,
And once I had an iron ring,

But through a hols it lost one day ;
And this is what I always say,—
A hole’s the worst sin in - a pottet,
Have it mended ‘when you've dot it.

S R
FOT DANGEROUS.

An’ how’s yer wife, Pat?

Sure, she do be.awful sick.

Is it dangerous she is?

No, she is too weak to be danger-
ous any more!

BT RR

Ah! he read between the lines It

suppose, ik

DAMAGING EVIDENCE
AGAINST THE JUDGE
B B o e Ao M 0 S O SRR

A story is told of a police magis-
trate in Cincinnati who, having an
extraordinary amount of business one
morning, was disposing of his cases
at the rate of some two or three a_
minute, with great exactness and dig-
nity, being, as is usyal in police
courts, judge, jury and lawyer all in
one. :

To one rather refractory witness
his honor -said, “I am to understand
that you readily recognize this hand-
kerchief as the one stolen from
youf?’

“Yes, your hosor.” s

“How do you know it is yours®”
peremptorily demanded his honor.
~ "l recogmzed it at once because -

of its peculiar design.” \d\l\i
““You must be aware, sir?* declared

the magistrate, oratularly, as he drew
a similar handkerchief from his own
pocket, “ui:ai there are others like
it.”

“True enough,” was the unexpected.
reply. “I had two stolen!”—New
York Suan.
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HE WAS A NEW

ENGLAND JUSTICE
LOLOLOLOLOTOLOLOLOLOLOTOTS

Ebenezer mwaw. the grandfather ofi
fthe poet William Cullen Bryant, is
described as -a good type of the New:
England farmer, in whose nature
Puritanism, with its stern rigors of:
conduct and conscience, was overlaid
with many of the amenities of Yan-
kee humoer. Bryant preserved sever<
al anecdotes of his grandfather, one
of which, quoted by Mr. W. A. Brad-
ley in his biography of the poet, may
serve to indicate the way in which
he cxercised bis humor, and also to
show the patriarchal conception ofj
justice that wes held in a remote|
New England commuuity at the end
of the eighteenth century. 5

My grandfather, said Dryant, once
found that certain pieces of lumber,
intended by him for the runuers off -
a sled, and called in that part of the
country sled-crooks, had been taken
without leave by a farmer wheo liv-
ed at no great distance. These timy
bers were valuable, being made fromy
a tree the grain of which was curv-
ed so as to correspond with the curw
required id the runners. 5%

The delinquent received notice that
%his offense was known, and that if
he wished to escape a prosecution he
mast carry a bushel of rye fo each
of three poor widows living in the
neighborhood, and tell them why he

brought it. t~
‘He was only too glad to complyf
with this condition. "\

CLOLOEOLOFOLOLOLOLOLOLO L
FROM OFFICE BOY
TO MILLIONAIRE

.§0+0§§.?0;§0+§

George Walbridge Perkins, “Mor-
gan’s outside man” in the nomencla-
ture of Wall street, the star wit-
ness in the New York State insur-
ance investigation to-day, was an of-
fice boy” at a salary of $25 a month
28 years ago. To-day the income of
the office boy, who became one of
the greatest financiers of Ameriea,
derived through his rtnership in
the Tirm of J. P. organ & Co.,
and from his salary as first vice~
president of the New York Life, is
from $300,000 to 81,000,000 a year.
Mr. Perkins, who is now 39 years old,
came out of the West about 13 years
ago, bringing with him the indomit-
able energy and business training of
his birth place—Chicago, He at the
age of 15 left the Public schools to
go to work, not because his family
was poor, but because he wanted to
work. It was he who went to Ger-
many when that country had prac-
tically shut out the New York Life
insarance companes and succeeded
where all others had failed in hav-
ing his company reinstated. He then
was only 35 years old. In the same
year he negotiated the Russian loan
of $10,000,000, and later the $20,000,-
000 German loan. Mr. Perkins is a
lover of fast horses, but is not a
club man. His tastes are domestic,
and he spends most of his time out
of office hours with his family in his”
beautiful Riverside home, :




