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; . the literary natures of the
children of the different public and
peparate schools of = Kent County.
.h_ﬁval-«; Sﬂﬁwnﬂg are meéeting
_success,
and the vu,..ecﬂfneu. of The Planet Jun-
_jor desire to express their sincere ap-
jpreciation of the interest manifested,
in the little paper by city and county
teachers.
i iAmong the teachers’ 82—»85@ of
the Christmas mﬁB..au were the fol-

: a&ﬂi.\- En—-ﬂ. Uca. 17th, 1903,

Hc the Judges of the Prize Essay
Competition of The Planet Jun-
ior, ‘Chatham '

lemen, — “Please find ab&oaa..u

_ four compositions from R. C.-School

‘Section No. 6, Raleigh. The compo~

% are  the gﬂ&.& ioaw of
E gg. *

Wishing you every success in this
good work, which I am sure will be
_very beneficial to the boys and girls
“of Kent County. Py

ok have the bonor to be,

T - Yours truly,

s ANNA FLYNN, !
£ .ES.:P Ont.
!

s i E.F 9.? Dec. 5 1908.

‘To The Planet Junior, Chatham :

It gives me much pleasure to cer-

tify to these essays. (
‘glad to observe the gn_qa lit-

Tary spirit you are arousing in pub-
‘achool ‘9?5 and I sincerely hope

ha —.5 ﬂi deserving Eww get the

: GRANT H. NABLO,
. .8 8. No. 8, Harwich.
~  BOMOOL A8 EDITOR '~
~ A suggestion has been made to the
effect that each of the schools of EuM

,annﬂ.*!—. oc.ﬁ.vnﬁ ‘be given a chano
oply  all matter for editions of

Junior on cons:cutive

ﬂwﬁ:.llnanﬁau, is an excellent one
should meet with the approval of

.m#-s,,on ._.Eman,_ " would like to
‘what the teachers and pupils of
fferent - schools | throughout
Qﬁ»y.ﬁu%g .en.,mgn. a,

3.-.. DO"H.—.-.:OI

\u.:euxa meem and Why is
for the.essay competition

th. The coutinued in- -

of the McKeough,
te schools ..E the
%uvua; of the imany

ipils

would be

The Planet

. tes Joe exclaimed,

-u. 2:.3 years QE.
a circus Epﬁ&o.

i.ﬁ:.. st and it

 think he ‘IZE. ‘have

and the editor

‘greatly amused
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A Newsboy’s
Christmas

sheobefeofeofoodeofdefosfeodeeodeobeodrdededoded

Written for The Planet Junior
by Annie Watson, - of Dres-
nnu..,num—-onc&u.m Sec-
oud Place by
the Judges,

affesfesdeafurteeteitostond decfoofoodonficecfooforfeofosfoodadedede

It ‘was tem o'clock on Christmag
eve, and a numbar of newsboys were
playing - checkers im ome of the
cheapest boarding houses in Detroit.
Suddenly the door openmed and Tom

entered, saying breathlessly, “Come on
kids and see what B.l is up to.” Bill
‘wias a new boy at the boarding house.
He remembered that Santa Claus
always came before his mother died
and still believed in him.

The boys followed Tom to the foot
of the stairs and then quietly ascemd-
ed. The sight which met their eyes
greatly surprised them. There at
the foot of the b:d, on the post, was
tied an old stockng. The holes ‘were
tied mp with cord to keep im the
presents and Bill was sleepng sound-
ly, 'with a smile on his face. Jack said
“I don't believe he is askeep at all,
but just purtendin’ to be.” “No! he’s
asleep all right, and he’s dream/m’
that Samta -has filled his stocking,”
said Joe. The boys slowly and quiet-
1y descended the stairs. They were
at what they had
seen, but determined that Bill should
not be disappointed.

They counted up their few savings
and found that they had exactly four
dollars and seighty-nme cents. Al-
though it was nearly midnight they
lost mo time in getting to the toy
shop, “Say .h.zu. get him- this here
drum.” “Won’t this here horn be
swell, Joef” “Won't he holler when.
he sees this  gun®’ . “This baseball
bat is awful owosﬂ Jack.” = “Let's
take the change in camdy, nuts and
friit, Sam.” The boysg athered up
their parcels and made théir way to
the boarding house, Sam went up
the stairs first ahead of the other
boys to see if B Il was asleep, Finding

. him asleep, Sam called to the other

boys, “Come on boys, the 'way is
clear.,”” The boys quickly filled the
stocking and then put the other pre-
sents on she floor baside the bed. Tom

. added the finishing touches by uﬁ-

ting a yellow monkey-on-a-stick in
the end of the stocking, “Where did
youw get nvwﬁ from, Tom?"” said Joe,
the boys askad. “lt was mot on ouy
list,” said Joe. “Oh,” said Tom, “I
swiped it for Bl.” Their task bsing
completed,. the boys crawled into bed
but not to sleep, for they were so
excited that they did not go to sleep
for a long time.

In the morning they 'were startled
by ‘a loud whoop, loud enough to
shake the ‘whole house. Looking
around they saw Bill standing at the
foot of the bed with a baseball bat
and two drum sticks im one hand
‘and the other hamnd full of candy.
After looking around for a few minu-
*Well, I declare,
if Santa Claus hasn’t beem here and
left his whole pack.” Billy tried to

; foree the other boys t® share his toys,

he was wo.aqm..uo«oa._»c have them.

Edith Lawrence, »gogn.
S e
‘The busy press agent seems always

- - to have a pressing engagement.

N R

~ In life troubles will come which look
as if they would never pass away.
The night #nd the storm look as if
they would last forever, but the calm
snd-the morning capnot be stopped,

AT E SRR R

True Version of
“Santa Claus

spepoofedosgdorfrefoodreboafecdeafeododfordeforeoded

Written for The Planet Junior
by Kate L. Taylor, Chatham,
and Accorded Third
Place by the -~

' Judges.
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Some people think that Santa Claus
lives in -the far north. But it is not
se. He lives far, far away from this
crowded world, in the bzautiful Island
Joy. This Island gets its light from
the stars, and can be seen any clear
night, between Venus and Jupiter, by
anyone who believes what. I say.

Santa Claus-does not live alonz on
this island; if he did he would bz very
lonely indeed. Besides Mrs. Santa
Claus and her children, the island is
occupied by a whole natipn of his
“helpers that do his bidding.

‘All story books about Santa Claus
say -that during the year he is busy
making articles to give to the chil.
dren next Christmas as ‘presents.
But we Enow this is not true; forall

“thess things are made in the world;

and, even if they were not, he could

.not carry in one night uu.oumuna for

everyone in the world, neither could
his sack hold one-millionth E:.n of
them.

He sets 25 work for his wo:‘xwumy
and sees that they perform it. Four
of his primeipal helpers, are, Violet,
Daisy, Aster and Rose.

' Violet’s work is to go to the earth
and find out who the good and bad
children -ave, and bring the names of
‘them to Santa Cldus. Now, Santa
Claus has two books. In one he keeps
the nom s of all the good children.
In the other he keeps the names of
all the bad children. This is where
he puts the names of the aum&wu
Violet brinzs him.

. Daisy’s work is to go-to :«ﬂ‘ boy
and girl and tell them to be kind to
each other. We often see children
that' are not kind to each other, but!
keep quarreling nearly all the time.
Those "children have been told oven
and over again by Daisy that they
would come to soms bad end, but they
never paid any attention to bher; and
the end of thos: children’s lives are
nearly always spent in prison.

‘Aster’s work is to teach the chil-
dren to love all :13@ things. She
.takes great pleasure in teaching the
people of moHBE.—w this; and to show!
that her work is not in vain, they
place, every Christmas, a sheaf of
wheat on a pole for the little birds
to have a Christmas dinner.

Rose’s work is the most important.
She helps the fathers and mothers
in choosing euitable presents for
their children. Sometimes parents do
not know what to get their children
at Christmas. Rose helps them to
decide. Others put off getting them
until it is too late. ‘Rose hurries
them up. Then again, there are fam-
ilies that 'are too poor to buy presy
ents. This time she . whispers in the
ear of some kind p>reon to send them
something to eheer their hearts. Tt
may be a turkey, a cord of wood,
or a bag of flour.

Bvery - Christmas the merchants
fix up a figure to represnnt Santa
Claus, and put it in their windows.
But if you analyze him you ‘will find
he is nothing but springs, wood and
excelsior, and over all a suit of
clothes. He does not object to us.
making him up like that, nor does
he object to us ihinking he comes
in a sleigh drawn by eight tiny rein-
deer to distribute his presents. Tf
he did he would send one of his help<
ers to tell us.

Sooner or later the world will have
to recognize this as the only and

true story of Santa Claus. . i
EATE L. TAYLOR.
i A pupil in the Entrance Class, Cen~
tral School, Chatham, Ont. {
This certifies that this composition
was written by Katie Taylor, with-
out any assistance whatever from me.
From the style I am assured it isen-
tirely her own work, for it is most
characteristic of her essay work.
S. Candace Irwin, Teacher. ( v
- ——p e

FEb b
M LESSON IN PATIENCE M

i ]

His income had stopped, and he was
worn out physically. He had gone
against the advice. of friends, and his
savings of years had been lost by un-
wise investments. UEQ:?.N@P he
wandered idly out nuncﬁwr the park
to the lake front. He was in despair.
The Philadelphia Telegraph teclls how,
he was shaken out of the fears for
the future by the courage of another
man.

As he stood there, wondering how
he could face the future, an old man,
came along and lifted a bundle of
sticks from his back. ;

“What are you doing with thoss
sticks ¢ the unhappy man asked.

“Carrying them. home,” responded
the old man- s

“What tor? To burn?” ]

“No.” e

“What then?®” . ¢

“To make skewers.” {0

-“What are skewers

“Little sticks that butchers use 3
hold meat together.”

" “How many can you make out of
that bundle of sticks?”

“Two or three thousand.”

“And what do you get for them a:

“Forty cents.”

“A thousand #”

“Yom.”

“How many thousand can you whit-
tle out in a day?®”

“if I bhad the wood home I could
do two thousand, maybe more.”

“Is that your only means of _:8—7
hood §”

“Oh, no. I have a pension of nic
hozﬁ.u a month.”

“And with that and the
you get enough to live: on "

:.Mgc:

“You seem »a bel haopy.”

“Well, yes; I've had luck n?mww
see, I usually have to walk five or
six miles to get my sticks for the
skewers, and tkat takes up all the
day. Well, to-day I had the luck to
find a mate who had been out, and he
got more than he could bring home,
so he gave me these. Which way do
you go, sir §”

“Back to the city.” A

“I hope you have work, sir f” uw:w
the old man.

“I think T can find some,” respond-
ed the man, with a little smile. “I’'m
going to try.” t \

“Good luck to you!" said the old
man, picking up his bundle, as the
city man stepped out briskly toward
home. G

S

skewers
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HARDY FLOWERS m
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Within the Antarctic circle there
has never a flowering plant been
found. In the Arctic region there are
762 kinds of flowers: 50 of these are
confined to the Arctic region. They
are really polar flowers.

The colors of these polar Doéonu
are not as bright and varied as our

own, most of them being white or yel--

low, as if borrowing these hardy hues
from their snowy bergs and golden
stars.

Perhaps the most beautiful of all
our everlasting, that longest defy the
autumn frosts and most brighten our
winter bouquets are white pna. yel-
low. varieties.
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.In the Eg of life we are in debt.

Ff..m
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Tom Jackson’s
Christmas
Polbbddrb b bobdeddofodidobdede

Written for The Planet Junior
by Pauline Stringer, Chatham,
and Accorded Foufth
Place by the

Judges.

oo dodo ool de i ooy

Once upon a time inw little town
named Greaville in Ohio lived a
tamily of poor colorea peopls named
Jackson. The father and mather had
once been slaves in New Orleansand
had run away up north, because they
were badly treated. They had four-
teen children, girls and boys.

Abcut two weeks before Ohristmas
their parents were talking about the
good times they used to see ftheir
master’s children having on Christ-
mas day and the beautiful tree, jbe-
sides games and presents, to say no-
thing «f all good things to ‘eat.

This set them to wondering if they
could not find out some way togive
their fam’ly some kind of a 'treat
on Christmas day for a surprise.

Every .FM old Mr. Jackson might
be seen 'going away early in (the
morning and coming home again at
night in his old wagon and 'his ield
horse. His wife went out washing
where ever she could get:a job. The
children could not think what had
happened that their mother B&. fa~
ther should go out so much mﬂ.ﬁu
day.

The time passed away very quickly
and the second day before Christmas
the mother told the children to {go
to bed as soon as they ‘had eaten
their suppeir. Whe they had all
climbed up the old ladder to jbed,
and had gone asleep, the old ‘people
sat down by the fire and got @all
the extra money that they had earn-
ed in the Two weeks. The old {wo-
man said, “well Tom what do tyou
say we wwa better do with ithis heap
of money? I think’ we might have
a Christmas tree and a dinper fand
let them hang up their stockings.”
Tom said that that wom]d be fine
and he would get a coon out inthe
woods if 'he could: And she would
have to see after the dinner.  (He
would buy the toys for the children
and make her a long table, lout fof
boards and barrels, so that they
could all sit down at dinner at ionce:
The next day passed very quickly
and again the fourteen children werg

*all sent off to bed, as soon lasiit got

dark. They could hardly sleep for
thinking about Santa Claus. The fa-
ther asked the mother if all {was
ready and she- said “yes,” so (they
went to bed too, to sleep soundly till
they were wakened up by moises over
head and steps creeping quietly down
the ladder to the roem where (the
stockings were hung.

It would be hard to describe (how

: pleased the poor little childrem were

with the funny things Santa had
given them, no breakfast was eaten
that day but no one remembered
about it, such a bustle was going
on getting dinner ready. It was the
best meal they ever tasted. The
coon wag so well cooked and {the

sweet potatoes were so good and ‘the.

delicious cornmeéal pudding was so
!No%g the black molasses sauce (so

The Jackson childrem’ never .will
forget that Christmas dinmer for
they never had so merry a _:Ba
before.

Wishing The Planet .«:Eo_. “A
Wm:.«, Ohristmas and a mpvuw New

ear.”

PAULINE STRINGER,
Jr. 1IV., McKeough School.
RS RR Sy

The photographer has his own
yviews on many subjects,

PLANT FORTIFIES

The “mosquito: plant” aspecies of
bagil, is nnglﬁ agreat deal of ats
tention im Engl
arwy officer who
plants in Nigeria, says it is well known
as a . mosquito defenge there, and the
patives use an imfusion of its leaves
to cure malarial fevers.  As soon as a
hedge of this shrub was planted about
the Victoria gardens, Bomwbay, India,
the ‘worlkuen, who had previously been
alost unable to work because of the
swarms of mosquitos, had no further
trouble with 2ither these pests or the
scourge of malaria from which nrou.
had been suffering. e
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W INDEED UNFEELING
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The following story of the late
‘Archbishop Trepch, the well known
writer, shows _51 active a part the
#mag.mation plays in determining SS
state of health. :

After the eiwinent prelate. l.nnoudm
from breaking health he was accom-
panied, whether in his rural rambles, .
in the train, or even at formal dimmer
parties, by his daughter, who was con-
stantly at his side. The -Sn.w here
quoted was originally told in Dublin
society.

The last course had been served at a
certain grand banguet when his grace
with some slight agitatiom: £

Wt

“] fear that I am threatemed with
one of my bad attacks.” 4

“Why?? %

“I bhave. been pinching my WE& for
the last five mimutes, wﬁa I orﬁ—on feel
the slightest semsatiom.”

“Make your mind easy, your Nueﬁ.:
rejoined the persom on the other side.”

:éw—% so "

“It was F«. kuee wo_u were pinching.”

wEZﬂPNU ﬁnmbog.f 1
Said the rooster in the Barnyard
To the rooster on the vane;
“Im amighty knowing fellow
At predicting When ’twill uw.b iy

“For I cast my eye upon you -
And observe which way it blows, ﬁ
Then [ rouse the farmer’s family :
With my Eoun sagacious crows.” |

8o to gain a reputation,

And to quaff of Tortune's cup,
You will find the plan a: good one—
Have ‘a friend that’s higher .m.c.ﬁ

—Life.

e

H>§mw.m %w.%.ﬂﬁ.bm 82320«

Scme years wmb. Eono the bicyole
was in such favor as it is ‘now, la .
farmer went into an ironmonger's
m&@ to buy a scythe. After serv-
ing  him the shopman asked -n _ra
would bfiy a bicyecle.

“What might the price of SEB
bet” asked the customer.

“Fifteen pounds.

«I'd rather spend £15 on a ‘cow.”

“But what an idlot you would
look riding about the town on ithe
back of a cow.”

“Perhaps so,” replied the farmer,
“but not half such an idiot fas I'd
look trying to milk a bicyocle.”

B »

If ignorance were really bliss, what

a lot of people would bz !535&

happy.
—
A mustard yellow gown nﬁ.&ﬂvc
from Paris, is the latest.
——
Gowns made smart by less than a
yard of gold lace.
A
The young lowyer's*first case is
hardly p tair trial, X




