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Polly and Her Goat

Polly had a little goat,
A goat with silky hair;

It loved to eat the strangest 
But Polly didn’t care.
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A PcsidenHol & Day School for Qirls
Hon. Principal, Mise M. T. Scott. 
Principal, Miss Edith M. Read, M.A.

Pass and Honour Matriculation. French, 
House, Art, Music, Domestic Science. 
Special Course in Dietetics. Large 
Playgrounds, Outdoor Games. 

primary school for day rupils. 
Autumn Term will begin Sept: 17th.

For prospectus apply to the PrincipalJ
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The
Jolly Animals* Club

MRS. BLACK
II.

BEAR’S EXPLOIT.

ONE noble deed ! It had seemed 
such an easy thing last night 
at the great meeting; but now, 

when Mrs. Black Bear took a drink 
at the Silver Stream—its silver b: aid
ed with gold from the setting sun— 
and thought of how all day she had 
been trying unsuccessfully to do "that 
one thing, she began to think that 
Professor Owl had intended the Jolly 
Animals’ Club to be a very select 
circle ; and forthwith she determined 
to be one of that select circle, let it 
cost what it might 

While these thoughts were passing 
through her big, clumsy brain she 
suddenly heard a noise that made her 
sit up and take notice with eyes and 
nose and ears. It was the sound of 
a footstep in the bushes a little way 
down the stream. She hoped it would 
be something good to eat, for she 
was frightfully hungry. When pre
sently a tiny girl, a very tiny one, 
came out into a little grassy spot be
side the stream, she smacked her lips 
and crept cautiously forward through 
the shadows. “What a tender mor
sel!” she thought.

“Mama! Mama!” the wee one 
cried. There was such a pitiful, 
pleading note in the voice that it 
somehow reminded Mrs. Bear of her
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own two children she had lost a year 
ago. Still, she went forward, slink
ing slyly through the lengthening 
shadows.

“Mama! IMama!” called the little 
one again. “Mama,. I seepy. Want 
to do to bed.”

But no mama came. The baby 
dropped her flowers on the grass and 
sat down beside the stream, and, 
holding her wee chin in her wee 
hands, looked up into the sky, where 
one Big Star was budding into light. 

Nearer and nearer crept the Bear. 
Little Blue-Eyes knelt on the grass, 

and, clasping her wee hands, whis
pered something ever so softly.

Mrs. Bear didn’t understand a 
word, but ih the flash of a moment 
she forgot her hunger, and her 
mother-heart was filled with tender
ness and. pity. She sat-? down and 
thought a minute, then went a little 
nearer to the baby, who had now 
fallen asleep.

Only a few moments had passed 
when there came another stealthy step 
in the hushes across the stream: Pre
sently from among the willows 
emerged a lank, lean lynx, its fierce 
eyes gleaming like coals of fire from 
out the shadows.

The cruel creature spied the baby, 
but not the bear. Uttering a shrill 
scream, it sprang across the stream, 
alighting in the grass just a few 
yards from the baby. Immediately, 
Mrs, Bear, with fierce eyes and brist
ling hair, rushed forward to meet this 
new enemy.

Little Blue-Eyes awoke with a start, 
but was too frightened to move or 
cry. She heard a lot of fearful snarl
ing and growling, and, though she 
didn’t understand a word of it, this 
is exactly what was said:—

“What are you doing here?” de
manded IMrs. Bear.

“Is that any business of yours?” 
the lynx asked.

— “Yes, it is.”
“Well, then, I’m going to eat my 

supper. Have you any objections?”
“I have, as you’ll find to your cost 

if you come -a step nearer.”
With a choking scream of rage the 

lynx sprang at the bear. With heated 
breath and gaping jaws the bear 
reared and clinched. Wildly the big 
cat bit and clawed and fought for his 
life. Wildly at last he begged for re
lease, but in his heart he knew that 
he was locked in an embrace from 
which only death would loose him.

“There, I guess that settles you,” 
said Mrs. Bear, as she laid her limp 

- and lifeless burden on the grass.
“This is no place for you,” she 

said, advancing toward the baby. 
“I’m sorry to frighten yoy any more, 
but there’s no other way ' out that I 
see. I must take you home:”

Slue-Eyes cried out in terror, fot 
she thought, poor mite, that the fate 
of the lynx was to he her own.

Mrs. Bear lifted the shrinking, 
trembling child very, very gently in 
her great, furry arms. “I thmk I 
know where you live. I’ll take yot 
home,” she said, but Blue-Eyes heard 
only a "growl. Too terrified to strug
gle, she dropped her tired head on 
the great black breast, and was car
ried gently and tenderly through the 
shadowy, starlit wood, over rocks and 
logs and tangled bushes, the bear 
carefully shielding her face from the 
springing boughs.

At last a lantern flashed through 
the trees just ahead and a voice called 
out “Marguerite! Marguerite!”

“Daddy! Daddy!” Blue-Eyes an
swered.

Mrs. Bear set her down at once, 
and drawing back in the bushes, 
watched until a man came hurrying 
up, and, snâtehing the baby to his 
heart, showèred kisses on the little, 
tear-wet face.

Mrs. Bear went back to her den 
Very hungry, and wished her stupid 
brain could think of one noble deed 
that would .gain her admittance to the 
Jolly Animals’ Club.

ADVERTISEMENTS, PLEASE

The goat was much like Mary’s lamb, 
The one with fleece like snow,

For everywhere that Polly went 
The goat was bound to go.

One day IMiss Polly sallied forth, 
A-walking through the town ;

She wanted all the folks to see 
Her polka-dotted gown.

And as she tripped her dainty way 
Along the village street.

The fragrant posies that she bore 
Were not a bit more sweet.

And, lo ! there followed close be
hind—

Of course, it wasn’t right—
The little goat with silky hair—

And wondrous appetite.
They passed a garden by the way,

kWide open was the gate; 
he goat would fain have gone 

within,
But Polly couldn’t wait.

A little farther down the street 
A dump of rubbish lay;

The goat would fain have feasted 
there,

But Polly couldn’t stay.
And then the little breezes blew 

• Her ribbons, flying free;
The goat beheld them, and it thought, 

“This is the chance for mel”
Straightway it seized them and began 

To chew and chew and chew;
But Polly, blithely tripped along,

And never, never knew.
And when she saw them smile at her, 

The people of the town,
She thought, “How much they all ad

mire 1 *: it
My polka-dotted gown 1”

-•John Clair Minot, in The Youth’s 
.Companion.
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Johnny and Sammy
(By William Gordon Edson, an eight- 

year-old boy of Braintree, Mass.)

Johnny-Jump-Up.
Once upon a time there was a little 

boy, and hip name was Johnny-Jump- 
Up. One morning he jumped out of 
bed. It was winter, and he jumped 
into his clothes and downstairs.- His 
mother said for him to get his break
fast. So he jumped into his chair.
After breakfast he jumped down cel
lar and brought up the coal and wood.
Then he jumped down cellar again, 
and brought up his double-runner, 
and went outdoors to coast before 
school. He saw another boy without 
a sleigh.

“Get on with me,” said Johnny.
After half an hour’s coasting he put 
his double-runner away and jumped 
off to school. Everywhere he went 
he went with a jump. He was never 
idle, and always on time. Everything 
went with a jump that day, and every 
day. That was how he got his name,
“Little Johnny-Jump-Up.”

When he was grown up, he was 
never idle and always on time, so 
everything always went well with 
him.

Sammy-Walt-Awhlle.
There was another little boy, and 

his name was Sammy-Wait-Awhile.
He never did a thing on time. He 
always said, “Wait awhile.” He never 
got to school on time. He dawdled 
all the way. He never got up when 
his mother called him. He always 
said, “Wait awhile.” He didn’t bring 
up the coal and wood for about two
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hours alter ms motner toia 
sometimes not at all.

“You’re a lazy boy,” said his 
mother; “you’ll never be any good 
at all if you don’t do things on time 
more than you do now.”

One day his mother had -some ice 
cream for him. She called, and he 
said, “Wait awhile.” So he lost the 
ice cream, for it melted away.

When he was grown up he was al
ways idle, and never on time, so 
nothing ever went well with him.

Which would you like to be, 
Johnny-Jump-Up or Sammy-Wait- 
Awhile ? — Boston “ Congregational
ism” -'mm

Rheumatism 
Entirely Gone

After Twenty-seven Years of Suffer, 
ing—Swelling and Pufflness 

Has Disappeared—Not a 
. Pain or an Ache Left.

A most astonishing cure of 
matism and eczema has 
here, and Mrs. Ray is ent 
telling her many friends how 
was effected.

Rheumatism and eczem 
go together, and in this 
the most keen distress 
All the swelling and puf 
ing from many years of i 
have disappeared, and the 
paii. cr an ache left.

Mr. G. H Ray, R.R. No 
dine, Ont., writes: 
been using your Ki 
She was very bad wit 
and eczema, and had 
itch for twenty-seven ye 
simply terrible what she 
persuaded her to try $i.c 
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Lit 
is now on the last box, 
you she scarcely kno 
is so free from both 
All the spelling and 
by the rheumatism 
and she has 
i3j£ pounds, 
nor pain, hi'
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ache all these 
herself, ‘How 
what to do 
so much to 

There is 
poisons 
away 
aches 
he;


